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PREFACE 


$ 


One of the main streets in Peldng used to be called “Morrison Street”. 
Today it is called “Former Morrison Street”. It was named for an adven- 
turous Australian who went to Peking in 1897 correspondent for The 
Times of London. He became a world authority on China, played a gallant 
part in the defence of the legations during the Boxer rising, and in 1912 
became political adviser to Yuan Sliih-k’ai, first president of the Chinese 
Republic. Because Yuan’s memory is execrated by contemporary Chinese 
historians, Morrison Street has received its discreditable prefix, and Morri- 
son’s name is otherwise forgotten. But China never had a more ardent or 
more disinterested champion than this incorruptible Australian. 

Before he settled in Peking, Morrison had wandered in many places. 
He had sailed before the mast on a blackbirding vessel in the Pacific; 
walked across Australia from north to south, alon# and unarmed; led an 
exploring party into wild New Guinea; and mad^ Kis way on foot and 
horse from Shanghai to Burma. Before he died he had travelled through 
every province in China except Tibet, A latterday Elizabethan who never 
quite grew up, he was infected with the raging Imperialism of the nineties, 
that curious conspiracy of rogues and idealists, poets and entrepreneurs, 
prophets and profit-seekers, which he saw' romantically as a crusade. He 
was flattered to meet the poet of Imperialism, Rudyard Kipling, and one 
of its crudest practitioners. Dr Jamieson: he believed with its high-priests, 
Curzon, Chamberlain, Milner, and Rhoaes that Britrin had a historic, if 
not a divine mission to redeem the w'orld. A few quotations revive the 
flavour of this l)elicf: Curzon dedicated his bool#)n the Far East to “all 
those who believed that Great Britain, under providence was the greatest 
Instrument for good the world had seen”. Chamberlain declared that it 
was Britain’s duty to enJarge the Empire and thus carry British justice 
and British law to millions Vho “lived invjgnorance”. Milner could never 
understand why these millions failed to realize that Britain’s benevolent 
paternalism was imposed on them for their own good. Rhodes, “the 
LoyolJk)f Empire”, was convinced that the British Empire w^is “the divine 
instrument of future revelation” and wanted to create a Secret Society of 
the Elect to serve it. These men were not hypocrites. As Violet A 4 arkham, 
who stayed with Morrison in Peking ii^ 1913, and admired him greasy. 



wrote thirty years late/: “England’s mission as a benevolent ruling power 
. . . was accepted with enthusiasm by many people, myself included . . . 
there was nothing unworthy in the vision as we taw it. Its fault lay in its 
shortness of range, and its failure to reckon with a host of psychological 
factors.” 

. The most potent, of course, and one that Has since been written, re- 
written, and underscored in blood, was the fact that non-European races, 
the “lesser breeds”, however ignorant, “would rather govern themselves 
badly, corruptly even, than be governed by an alien administration”. 
Morrison could not perceive this. Though he developed a great contempt 
for Britain’s rulers, he never doubted t& validity of British rule. But his 
love for Britain was sometimes difficult to reconcile with his love for 
China, and his love for China always difficult to reconcile with the cor- 
ruption of its elite. He became adept at “double-think”, passionately 
justifying British ways to the Chinese, and Chinese ways to the British. 
He also tried, in vain, to warn his fellow Australians of the growing 
menace of Japan. 

He was a dying and disillusioned man when the tragedy of Versailles 
was enacted, and it is impossible to say how he would have adjusted him- 
self to what he regarded as the gross betrayal of China by the Western 
powers, or to the regimented China of today. But he never doubted the 
destiny of the Chinese people, and his belief in their future greatness is 
one of the recurring themes in the diaries which he kept assiduously 
almost till the last day of his life, and on which this biographj^is largely 
based: diaries, still unpublished, which illuminate not only the complex 
history of China over many critical years, but also the complex character 
of the man who wrote them. Few have revealed themselves with equal 
honesty, warts, weaknesses and ill. 



Morrison of Peking 




CHAPTER ONE 
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Geomgk ernkst MORRISON, T man of quenchless curiosity about other 
people, was curiously uninterested in his own origins. When he was a 
world-famous newspaper correspondent, the confidant of statesmen and 
diplomats, and political adviser to China’s first President, a distant and 
pompous kinsman in New Zealand, who was gathering material for the 
Clan Morrison Society in Edinburgh, asked Morrison about his ancestry. 
‘To tell the tnith I know very little about the earlier history of my 
family,” he replied. “All I know is this, my grandfather — I do not even 
know his Christian name — was a grieve on a faijn belonging to Gordon 
Cumming, the father of the lion hunter, at Alrwc, that he himself pos- 
.sessed a small farm at Kdinkillic. ... I have been to the ancestral home of 
lulinkillic, which is close to Eorres, and inspected the tvv7) cows and five 
sheep which the domain carried but was not inspired with curiosity to 
enquire whence rny ancestors had come 

“The Rev. James Morrison used to enquire into such matters, and 1 
fancy I can recollect that he had made the di.scovery (which caused him 
great satisfaction) that wx wcic descended from an illegitimate son of a 
King of Norway. His researches further disclosed the interesting fact 
(which caused him less satisfaction) that one of his ancestors had got into 
trouble over a little question regarding the cIR-nership of a sheep, the 
possession of which he was unable to explain to the satisfaction of a harsh 
gentleman in the judgment scat, 'fhe activities of this sheep fancier 1 be- 
lieve ended somc\\hat%bruprly.” 

Morrison ended this brief essay in genealogy by suggesting that his 
kinsman consult the pAlinkillie Church registet, though he pointed out tlfct 
“in^at part of the world a very considerable number of the alliances — 
some 1 6 percent I believe — take place without the knowledge of the 
church.” ^ 

The Aiorrisons were certainly of Scandinavian origin. The home or 
the clan was the Island of Lewis, ^ithe most northerly of the Outer 



Hebrides, and its badge was a piece of driftwood. According to clan 
tradition, its founder was a shipwrecked traveller who was cast ashore 
clinging to driftwood. One of his descendants, f lUgh Morrison, became 
hereditary Deemster of Lewis. Another, the Rev. Kenneth Morrison, had 
,1 daughter who married the great-grandfather of Lord Macauley. Many 
crorsed to the north of Scotland. George Ernest Morrison’s grandfather, 
whose Christian name he professed not to know, was Donald Morrison, 
who was bom in Morayshire in 1790 and married in 1815. A country mer- 
chant, and an elder of the Church of Scotland, he successfully combined 
piety and shopkeeping, retiring “with a modjest competence” to end his 
days in the parish of Edinkillie, on the banks of the Findhom, one of the 
most beautiful parts of Scotland. Donald had eight sons and two 
daughters. The eldest son, James, was the first Free Church minister of 
Urquhart after the Disruption, the founder of the Free Church at Edin- 
killie, and for fifty years Clerk of the Presbytery. Five other brothers 
distinguished themselves as teachers: Donald was Rector of Glasgow 
Academy for nearly half a century; Thomas was Rector of Glasgow Free 
Church Training College; Alexander, who had been Rector of the Hamil- 
ton Academy, went to Australia in 1857 become principal of Scotch 
College in Melbourne, a position he held till his death in 1903. He was 
followed soon after by Robert, who was a master at Scotch College till 
his retirement in 1904, and, in 1858, by George, who founded Geelong 
College on Corio Bay, forty miles south of Melbourne, and w« its prin- 
cipal, and later its proprietor, till his death in 1 898. 


[ 11 ] 

From Dollar Clackinaman, in April 1858, George, who was twenty-eight, 
wrote to his brother Alexander in Melbourne: 

My dear Sandy — 

My last letter would have apprised you that you may soon 
expect my long proboscis to .darken the portals of your Australian 
scene — ^a continuous run of bad luck in the mother country has in- 
duced me to emigrate and see if Fortune will smile more propitiously 
in the Antipodes. . .\ You may have some idea of the work and the 
ineffable drudgery of teaching figuring for six weary monotonous 
hours. ... I never liked my present post and was only too glad that 
your glowing description of Antipodal Scholastic prosperity gave 
me a good ground for desiring to emigrate. 

But he assured dear Sandy that he w^ould not in any way be an en- 
cumbrance to him, nor would he accept a situation “in any institxition 
that may be in any way a rival to you”. What he had in mind was to start 
v/ith his brother Robert “some venture school”, or to try his luck not in 
Melbourne but in some other towns that were rising in importance. 
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The letter presented a budget of local news and some comment on 
English politics. Lord Palmerston had lost the Prime Ministership and the 
Indian Mutiny was in it#eleventh month; 

Poor old Pam has been kicked from power. The old cock showed 
fight to the very la^t and died with the old harness of abuse on his* 
back . . . the country at large takes very little interest in polidcS or 
at all events cares very little who is at the head of affairs. We heard 
today that Lucknow was taken and that the rebellion is now fairly 
crushed. What an ambitious nation we are to be sure. In four years 
Russia has been humbled, ^e Persians defeated . . . Canton taken 
and the Chinese drubbed and an extensive mutiny quelled. 

About the same time, George wrote to his brother Robert: 

Whether it is my bad luck in the profession hitherto that has given 
me a disgust of teaching I cannot say; but for my own part I would 
prefer almost any other trade even riiat of standing behind a counter 
and bowing and scraping with feigned obsequiousness to supercili- 
ous customers. 

Despite this disgust, when he arrived in Melbourne at the end of 1858, 
George became mathematics master at Scotch College and, after six 
months, headmaster of Flinders National School, Geelong. The discovery 
<jf gold in Victoria in 1851 had transformed the colony. In a few chaotic 
years Melbourne had evolved from a ramshackle village of huts and tents 
and mud into a city of stone buildings, elabor^e hotels, paved streets, 
gas-lighting, and suburban railways. In this feveijsh expansion, education 
was not neglected. A national education system was established, and 
dozens of church and private schools were opened, not only in Melbourne, 
but in the goldfield towns of Ballarat and Bendigo, and in Geelong, a busy 
port on the golden road to the diggings. In the early days of the gold 
rush it had progressed so rapidly that many believed it would become the 
capital of Victoria. After less than two years at the National School, 
George Morrison, in 1861, established his own school, The Geelong Col- 
lege. It occupied a building of eight^n rooms in Skene Street that had 
originally been the Hotel Garni, and later, as Knowle House, had been 
in turn the “Geelong Grammar School” and “JJ^rs Boyce’s Establishment 
for Young Ladies”. Principal Morrison commended his school eloquently; 
“Everything is done to promote the health and happiness of the boarders. 
They have sea bathinggevery morning, and are always accompanied by the 
principal or one of the rbsident masters. . . . Each boarder has a separate 
bed.” 

^efore he left Scotland, Morrison had become engaged to a York- 
shir? girl, Rebecca Greenwood, whose family had settled in Haworth 
about 1680. Miss Greenwood went to Australia before Morrison, in a clip- 
per ship that took 140 days from Gravesend to Melbourne. JTiey weiC 
marriea in Melbourne in 1859, and a^ Knowle House, on 4th Feb|uary 
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1 862, Mrs Morrison had her second child and first son. He was christened 
George Ernest Morrison. Mrs Morrison subsequently had four more sons 
and two more daughters. ^ 

“My father had a distinguished University career. He had an 
<unusual memory, was an excellent shot, and in many respects was the best 
mimic I have ever known,” George Ernest Mofrison wrote in some un- 
finished “Reminiscences” in 1912. This is the only reference to his father 
in the huge collection of autobiographical material that he amassed, and 
it is impossible to escape the conclusion that, though passionately devoted 
to his mother throughout his life — and slje outlived him — George Ernest 
Morrison had little sympathy with his father, but old Geelong boys of the 
early sixties used to tell of the pride headmaster Morrison had in his eldest 
boy; according to a historian of the college, G. AdcLeod Redmtmd, a pride 
that was manifested rather curiously: 

He used to bring the little fellow round the schf)olrooms. Sometimes 
he would shut the door and George Ernest would be left outside. All 
would listen eagerly as he cried “Open! Open.” I heii there w^ould 
be a tiny kick at the panels and a baby voice would call “Open, old 
George.” The father would be delighted, and the door would be 
opened. The boy w'ould be placed on the mantelpiece, ami the stern 
Principal of the College would back away, saying “Look at me.” 
When a good distance off, he would shout “Jump” aq^ Cieorge 
Ernest, w^ith implicit confidence, would spring boldlv off the mantel- 
piece, to be caught in his father’s anus. 

Morri.son’s father, k lown j&“the Doctor”, was dcscribcil I)y Redmond 
as a “tall, square, slight but p<jv<^crful figure in a frock coat, anil carrying a 
silk hat, a chalk-box and a stout cane”. His head was broad, wiilc-browed, 
wide-eyed, and heavily whiskered. He w'ore heavy creaking shoes. A 
nephew, Dr W. A. Morrison, of Melbourne, remembered him as “an im- 
pressive figure of a man, upstanding, readily aggressive and forthright, and 
probably a formidable wielder of the disciplinary cane or tawsc. I fc was 
reputedly a first-cla.ss mathematician, and all his sons were taught to play 
chess at an early age. ... It was a nnc sight at breakfast when he would 
add salt, butter and milk to his porridge and stir and stir tlie mixture with 
wholehearted vigour.” ' 


[III] 

George Ernest Morrison remained at Geelong College till he was eighteen. 
“We may not have been hard students, but we lived healthy, happy J’ves, 
giving more time to outdoor play than to study,” he recalled in the “Remini- 
scences”. Despite the menace of the principal’s omnipresent cane, the pupils 
seemed to enjoy remarkable freedom. In one of his schoolday diaries, young 
Morrison records without comment how the boarders W'amed a new resi- 
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dent master, Mr J. £. Martin, that “in consequence of his not having had a 
bath since his arrival they would see he had one next day”. And “next day, 
four of the biggest boy! laid hold of him and succeeded notwithstanding 
his struggles, in which he bent the head of the bed, in carrying him in 
triumph, headfirst, down the stairs. He was yelling like a bull all the time.”* 
Air Martin, Morrison noted, when deposited in the bath, was “one mass of 
grease and filth and his legs were covered with a thin cake of mud which 
he declared was hair.” He was threatened with another bath in a fort- 
night if he failed to take one voluntarily. 

Morrison was an all-round ^thlcte. In 1877 he rowed in a clinker four 
in Victoria’s first intcrschool match, against Hawthorn Grammar. He 
weighed 10 stone 8 lb and was described as “the best oar in the boat ‘when 
he liked’.” In 1878 he won the Geelong College Cup for running and 
played in a school team against the second Australian Eleven to play in 
England. His diary records glumly that he made one off “Demon” Spof- 
forth before he was bowled by Boyle. SpofTorth, the greatest bowler of 
his time, perhaps of all times, had rocked k'ngland that year by taking six 
wickers for four runs in twenty-three balls against the Al.C.C., led by 
Dr Grace. 

l''arly in 1878, when he Avas sixteen, Morrison began what he called 
“a rum sort of diary”, a practice which he continued with few interrup- 
tions rill the last days of his life. His school diaries arc largely devoted 
to sport, but there are candid dc.scrjptions of boys and masters (“Jerry 
is a big-headed overgrown boy. From want of exercise his eyes are 
bunged up with fat while his face is covered wdth bunches of headless 
excrescences”^ and entries that reveal a catholic itirercst in w^orld, as well 
as local, affairs. The birth of another daughter the Duchess of Edin- 
burgh is recorded with the annotation: “What is still better, our little 
cow w^as happily delivered of a little daughter on Thursday.” An event 
in October 1878 that has become enshrined in Australian folklore is econ- 
omically reported: “There has been a terrible tragctly enacted near Mans- 
field 20 miles or so from where Uncle Arthur is. Four men, tw o of them 
brothers Kelly, have turned bushrangers and murdered ^ btibbics. A 
rew ard of £200 each has been offered for them. They will not be easily 
captured.” (It w'as an accurate forecast. The Kelly Gang — Ned and Dan 
Kelly, Joe Byrne, and Steve Halt — evaded capture for tw-o years.) Next 
day, there was domestic drama: “Annie the housemaid has left. She was 
drunk on Saturday, Sunday and today.” That year, too, the Melbourne 
Cup had its drama. “There wxre 90,000 people present. . . . Chester looked 
like winning when it rUn against a fence. On this, a far gentleman had an 
epileptic fit.” When Hector MacCommon, a former captain of the Scotch 
College Cricket Club and one of Victoria’s most promising cricketers, wfc 
caught stealing money from members of the Melbourne Cricket Club, 
Morrison commented tolerantly: “I am very sorry for him. He no doubt 
got into the clutches of some prostitute and she has come down on him.’^ 
Sometimes an entry suggests that Morrison was not attuned m the Cal- 
vinist faith of his foreb^rs: “Sunday.#To Hell. I mean to Church morn 
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and even.” Another entry reads: “Thursday. Lovely. Victor Enunanuel 
the late Kin^ of Italy left 95 illegitimate children.” The diaries also record 
great quantities of poetry, from Shakespeare to Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

Each year the Morrisons spent the Christmas holidays at Queens- 
« cliff, a fashionable watering-place that had grown around a fishing-village 
thiiee miles from the entrance to Port Philhp Bay. Queenscliif in the late 
seventies had a fixed population of about a thousand, which was more than 
doubled during the holiday season. Here Morrison developed three en- 
thusiasms that he retained throughout his life: walking, hunting, and col- 
lecting. When he was sixteen, he got up at a quarter to four one morning 
to walk from Geelong to Queenscliff, twenty-one miles away, and back. 
The outward trip took him five and a half hours, including a stop at the 
Wallington, a public-house nine and a half miles out, for a shandy-gaff. 
At Queenscliff he had a bath and half an hour^s rest, and set off a little 
before midday for home. “Forty-two miles in izi hours,” he noted in his 
diary. “I put my feet in hot water and felt pretty tired.” 

At fifteen, as at fifty-five, Morrison was an ardent hunter, methodi- 
cally recording each day’s bag. A typical day in 1877 yielded ten rabbits, 
fifteen native bears, three opossums, one bandicoot, and six hawks. (The 
native bear, or koala, is now almost extinct in Victoria.) There was an 
abundance of game in the grass and samphire-covered sandhills near 
Queenscliff: rabbits, gannets, black duck, teal, snipe, quail, bronze- winged 
pigeons, parrots, and wattle-birds. “My tastes were those of^a nomad,” 
Morrison recalled in middle age. “I loved books of travel. I loved to travel 
alone.” At sixteen he read H. M. Stanley’s Conassie and Mafrdala, and 
noted: “I greatly admLe Stanley.” Two years later he compiled a book 
about Australian expldiation ^hich he dedicated to “Henry Moreland 
Stanley . . . the greatest traveller of this or any other age / The most 
extraordinary man / and the man / For whom before all others in this 
world / 1 admire the most ” In the preface he wrote: 

In this book I intend to write out information concerning everything 
about travel which I may happen to glean. More especially do I intend 
to devote myself to the great explorers of Australia. I shall first write 
out short condensed accounts- taken from their own works and this 
completed I shall join them together in a connected narrative to 
which I shall give the grandiloquent title of Exploration in Australia 
by George Ernest Alorrison. I may here remark in parenthesis that it 
is my fixed determination to do something great “some day.” 

Like most schoolboys, Morrison collected sta^nps, but at Queenscliff 
he also made a collection of shells that he sold to an itinerant dealer called 
Piatyre — better known as “Old Flatarse” — for £ 30, a considerable sum in 
those days. It was this collecting instinct that in adult life led Morri^n to 
assemble the famous Qiinese ubrary that he sold to a Japanese oaron 
for jf 35,000. 

Forroiter’s Hall in Learmonth Street was the administrative, social, 
andtcultural centre of Queenscliff; it served as Court House, Council 
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Chamber, State School, Conceit and Lecture Hall, Skating Rink, and Ball 
Room. At a concert one night where Morrison and his mates banged the 
forms with waddies and stones till their favourite songs were encored 
(“Nancy Leigh”, “Poor Old Robinson Crusoe, weren’t he a fool to do so”, 
“Julia, she were so werry peculiar”, “Tell him I love him yet”) he noted ^ 
that one of the singers. Little Jordan, was “a little nut, 5 ft zi in. in heigjit, 
weighs 8 St. 2 lb, and wears 6i gloves and 4 boots”. Watching Miss Char- 
lotte Jordan “going through the complicated evolutions of the Quadrille,” 
he noted that “she was fitted up in rare style, white dress, blue-bowed 
boots, six button gloves, bare breast, and a knock-me-down fringe, three 
inches long”. At sixteen Morrisori had developed a perceptive diarist’s eye, 
a vivid power of description, and a scientific passion for detail. His eye 
was constantly focused on the social scene, particularly on the girl com- 
ponents of it. 

He describes himself objectively: 

Then there is Ernest Morrison. He is 5 ft 10 in high and weighs over 
10 St and a half. He has fair hair, blue eyes, no whiskers and few 
eyebrows. His complexion isn’t bad, his head is long and his profile 
good. He isn’t by any means goodlooking and I am sure doesn’t think 
so. His expression of countenance isn’t very cheerful owing to the 
way he has been brought up and his nature is excitable though he isn’t 
bad-tempered. But when he does lose his temper he has great diffi- 
culty in finding it again. He is pretty good at everything, takes lots 
of exercise, doesn’t smoke, and drinks but little, so is always in good 
condition. He is very bashful and hasn’t got^ood manners, but will 
improve al everything being only sixteen. • 

The constable, E. D. Hall, was a man “of beer-barrel proportions. He 
always gives me the idea that he has sent his paunch on ahead and is vainly 
trying to catch up with it.” 

Morrison’s room at Geelong College was decorated with two dozen 
w-oodcuts from the Illustrated London Neivs. It was a period of bur- 
geoning imperialism, when artists and war correspondents succeeded in 
investing every Empire occasion — ho'^ever trivial or dubious — ^with an 
aura of romance, piety, and derring-do: the extermination of a few 
Ashanti W'arri()rs, the expulsion of an Afghaiyaniir, the homage of a 
Bechuana chieftain or two 

One day in 1879 a master at Geelong College told Morrison that 
Archibald Forbes, the, correspondent of the London Daily News^ was 
allowed >^5000 expenses for his services in the Turko-Russian war and 
received a present of £2000 w^hen he got home. Morrison had already 
thought of becoming a correspondent. A year before, on the road to 
QucSisclifF, he and his father “had a yarn about my future prospects”. It 
was agreed that Morrison was to go to Edinburgh to study medicine. “I 
havent given up hope of becoming a Special Correspondent,” Ij^ wrote iif 
his diary, “though of epurse I cannot become it. I would like to be % sur- 
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geon and then most cetcainly 1 would go to the war, that is if war hap- 
pened to be at the time I was finished.” 

Meanwhile, Morrison explored life enth^siasdcally. There were 
frequent visits, for cricket or football, to “Marvellous Melbourne”, a brash 
and booming city, its arteries pulsing with gold from the seemingly in- 
• exhaustible mines of Ballarat and Bendigo. In Melbourne he would stay 
with Uncle Alexander, at Scotch College, opposite the Treasury Gardens 
and agreeably convenient to the Melbourne Cricket Ground and the 
Melbourne Football Ground. But Melbourne was also proud of its culture 
and its churches. Some Sundays Morrison ,would go to the Presbyterian 
Church in the morning, and in the evening attend the Catholic service at 
St Francis’, or the Anglican at St Paul’s. On one visit he went to the 
Theatre Royal and saw actor-manager George Rignold, a magnificent 
Henry IV, ride his white horse down a stage on which a cast of 200 was 
deployed. “I think it was the most beautiful sight I have ever seen,” Mor- 
rison wrote. But equally beautiful was a newly acquired picture at the 
National Gallery, Edwin Long’s “Esther”. “You could look at her all day 
and as she returns your glance you could easily fall in love with her. Oh, 
that face haunts me still,” wrote the scvcnteen-year-old Morrison. 

A few weeks afterwards Morrison visited the Geelong jail. He was 
disappointed at the gallows, though his host told him grisly stories of 
bungled executions in which the victim’s head had been inadvertently 
pulled off, or in which the hangman had to leap from the scaffold to assist 
the process of strangulation by tugging sweatfully at the subject’s legs, 
Morrison had a long talk with the current hangman and flagellator, Mr 
Gately, “who had despatched no less than 71 criminals”. Gatcly was “a 
horrible looking wretcjl, 5 ft 10 in high, very broadshouldered with a 
brutal head, a face ileeply pocitmarked, a mouth big enough for tw o men 
and an appetite big enough for ten”. Morrison was told by the cogno- 
scenti that it was “much more trying to the nerv^cs to see a man flagellated 
than hanged”. The cat consisted of three wire thongs on a stockwhip 
handle, and at each stroke it cut away some flesh “so that when ihc 
flogging is finished the back resembles a lump of raw beef”. Morrison 
recalled the horrors of Australia’s penal system wlien, fifteen years later, 
he was able to compare it with tho cruelty of the Chinese. 


I IV] 

On 30th December 1879, Morrison wrote in his diacy: 

This morning having made all preparations beforehand I started on a 
walk to while away my holidays to I don’t know' exactly where but 
at anyrate as far around the coast as practicable. All necessaries are 
carried in a canvas knapsack on my back, for defence a tomahawk is 
in my belt, w^hilst cooking utensils in the shape of two billies sus- 
pended by straps dangle behind. 



Packed in the billies were writing materials, matches, lead pencils, a 
penknife, danncl and calico bandages, five pairs of socks, two tooth- 
brushes, and a box of todthpowder. In the knapsack were two loaves of 
bread, a leg of roast mutton, half a pound of salt, quarter of a pound of 
pepper, and eight lemons. Morrison wore serge trousers, a thick woollen 
guernsey, his cricketing coat and shirt, strong boots, leggings, “as a pio- 
tection against snakes’’ and, “at Mama’s earnest solicitation” a sun shade 
which fitted into his cap and protected the back of the head. He must have 
appreciated Mama’s foresight when, a few days later, he encountered 
shade temperatures of up to 115 degrees. In a chamois bag he carried 
£6 14s. 6d. in sovereigns, notes, and silver. 

Though he told no one at home, he had resolved to walk to Adel- 
aide, a distance round the coast of 652 miles. Letters and telegrams kept 
his mother informed of his progress. Some days, despite a blistering sum- 
mer sun, he covered thirty-five miles. One day he was without water 
from 7.30 a.m. till 5 p.m. “No incident marked the journey,” he wrote 
years later. “It was only a walking tour.” In fact it was a remarkable 
achievement for an inexperienced youth. Much of the route lay through 
rugged and unsettled country. Beyond Cape Otway, as a waiter in the 
Picturesque Atlas of Australasia^ explained in 1884, the country inland 
was still imperfectly explored “owing to the difficulties it presents, for it is 
in places so heavily timbered, and there is such a mass of underwood to 
obstruct the tourist, that the most adventurous lover of the picturesque 
is baffled in his efforts to penetrate it”. 

Morrison’s route lay through the Otway, Curdics’ Inlet, Belfast (now 
Port Fairy), Portland, Cape Bridgewater, Gambierfon, Millicent, Kings- 
ton, Coolatoo, Wellington, and Strathalbyn. Each tlay he wrote up his 
diary assiduously. At Curdics’ Inlet he saw on the beach “the wreck of the 
Young Australia, once the Carl, of Dr Murray, Mount and Morris and 
South Seas Islanders kidnapping notoriety”. At Nirrandi he lunched with 
Mr William Irvine, “a genius, a poet, painter and phrenologist, and the 
inventor of a new system of phonetic spelling”. Mr Irxdne told Morrison 
that he was a teetotaller and had a keen sense of the ridiculous. He would 
make a good parson or merchant as he had a good business head and was 
of sedentary inclinations, but there was no use his trying to be a iloctor as 
he had neither courage, energy, endurance, deyirinination, nor self- 
esteem. In the immemorial history of quackery, there can never have 
been a prognosis more unsound, though Morrison’s “keen sense of the 
ridiculous” might have aMrcciatcd the tribute to his tcetotalism when, 
some days later, he made this entry in his diary: “1 drank too much 
whisky got damned well screwed and during the night nearly spewed 
my guts out.” 

Movison reached Adelaide on Saturday, 14th February 1880, just 
before noon, and in time to see Jarvis play at the Oval. He had walked 
altogether 752 miles in forty-six days. Two days later, when he wasj:estiiig 
at the house of a friend. Dr Gardiner, he wrote to his mother: 
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To show how a young fellow like me can get on in the world, when 
1 was in Victoria 1 was offered / 1 a week to do binding. A week or 
so ago 1 was offered 25/- a week to folloW sheep. Tomorrow if I 
chose I could work my way in the barque Montez, Captain Bruss, to 
Western Australia, unload there for three weeks and then go to 
Christchurch in New Zealand. I was sorely tenmted you can imagine 
with the offer. ... I suppose you feel a load on your mind in know- 
ing that I have accomplished what 1 resolved to but as 1 said before I 
am not half satisfied and am now game for the Northern Terri- 
tory. ... 

He did not tell his mother that, '^fired with a desire to see foreign 
countries”, he had tried to ship as a seaman on board a sailing-ship bound 
for South America. Unsuccessful, he returned to Melbourne by steamer. 
Before he left Adelaide he had a brief experience of “mixing in grand 
society”: “Tea and coffee at all hours. I wear a white cotton Northern 
Territory military suit of Gavin Gardiner’s with nothing underneath also 
stylish grey belltopper of the Drs. and carry a gold-headed cane. Gavin 
being much shorter than me the breeches just reach to the top of the 
boots.” 


[V] 

One day in April 1879, Morrison went to the University of Melbourne 
and matriculated, “that is, 1 signed a declaration promising to adhere to 
the rules, etc.”. After this he called at a city hotel to pay iiis respects to the 
visiting English pugilist Jenr Mace, the last bare-knucklc champion of the 
world and the father of scientific boxing in Australia. Eleven months later 
.Morrison bought a gow^n and trencher for and began his medical 
course. His diary for ist May 1880 has a brief entry: “Saw first dead body. 
Old Man. Opera House. Grand Duchess of Gerolstein.” He studied Latin 
and Greek, chemistry, mineralogy, and natural philosophy, some days 
working for twelve hours. His spare time on Saturdays and Sundays he 
spent on Melbourne’s Albert Pajk Lagoon, learning to handle a canoe, for 
he had decided on another expedition: to paddle ^w^n the Murray, from 
Wodonga in Victoria to the sea in South Australia. The Murray, Aus- 
tralia’s longest river, rases on the slopes of the Snowy Mountains in New 
South Waks, and flows 1609 miles. 

Morrison had made his d^but in journalism by selling the diary of his 
walk to Adelaide for seven guineas to the Leader, a weekly paper pub- 
lished from the office of Melbourne’s most popular morning paper, the 
Age. With this money and £ 10 earned by preparing the vocabulary of a 
Latin grammar written by Uncle Alexander, he bought a clinker-built 
cedar canoe, fourteen feet long, twenty-eight inches broad, with an 
arched deck, and upeurving bow and stem, like a whaleboat. A cork- 
filled dinvas tubing went right around the deck. The paddle, eight and a 
h*alf feet long, weighed nearly ififty ounces. The mast, when not in use, 

10 



was carried on deck, and the little lug sail and the yard boom were 
stowed under the after d^ck. With practice, Morrison was able not only 
to stand up in the canoe and paddle but to balance himself standing on 
the rounded deck. On 30th November 1880 he left Melbourne by train 
with his canoe. Painted on the bows in gold letters was The Stanley. “My 
wish is that it may as successfully go down the Murray as his party 
descended the Congo,” he wrote in his diary. “Of course, I can make no 
new discovery in it but 1 can see the noblest of Australian rivers and one 
of the finest rivers in the world in a way never before tried and as I shall 
be by myself 1 shall have the maximum of excitement, and as my canoe 
is so frail I shall have to exercise the greatest care.” Certainly no one before 
had tried to explore so much of the Murray by canoe, though in 1853 
Francis Cadell, a Scottish sea captain, had navigated a canvas canoe from 
Swan Hill to Wellington, where the Murray flows into Lake Alexandrina 
— a distance of about 875 miles. Morrison’s equipment included 100 cart- 
ridges, cocoa, essence, biscuits, a small bottle of chlorodyne, and a flask 
of brandy. Before crossing the bridge into Victoria from Albury to 
Wodoi^ he bought a bottle of colonial wine for one shilling. The cus- 
toms officer did not think it worth while to claim duty on the brandy. 
From Wodonga, with the Australian ensign fluttering at the peak of the 
lug sail, Morrison began his journey to the sea. It was easy to live off the 
country: there was abundance of bird life, pelicans by the hundreds, 
mountain duck, wood duck, teal, blue crane, black and white crane, ibis, 
great black shags, snake-necked divers, peewits, snipe, tarn, plover and 
waterhen, as well as wild pigs, kangaroos, rabbits,^ wild cattle, iguanas, 
snakes, and porcupines. And lonely station manager^ were happy to offer 
him hospitality. 

“At Echuca,” the local paper reported, “several gentlemen assembled 
at the boatshed to wish him bon voyage^ and a pair-oared and four-oared 
crew accompanied the voyageur as far as the Wharapilla Station. The 
rowers here bade him farewell, giving three hearty cheers for the adven- 
turous young colonial. . . . The scorching sun of the Murray Valley had 
been severely felt, as the oarsman is very much burnt, his neck and arms 
being covered with blisters. At Wentwofth, Mr Morrison intends to de- 
liver a lecture, in which he will relate his experiences in his river cruise.” 

At Murray Downs, near Swan Hill, Morrisjn walked out to Mr 
Officer’s ostrich farm, established in 1875, and “for the first time in my 
life, saw these magnificent birds”. At Narong one of Henry Miller’s 
boundary riders gave him a grateful meal, and Morrison noted that Miller 
— ^A^^ho was known as ‘^oney” Miller — ^had one block in Victoria, 
Kulkine station, of more than three million acres, with a river frontage to 
the Murray of 212 miles. It took Morrison seven days to pass it. “From 
boundafy fence to boundary fence is too miles, yet the run is such a 
wretched one that . . . shearing accounts for only 30,000 sheep, one 
hundredth of a sheep to the acre,’’ he commented. Morrison had Christmas 
dinner with the man in charge of the mail stables at Loungara, f “fine- 
looking fellow” called Wifliam Shoebridgt, who “had fought through tne 
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Crimean war and the Indian Mutiny, was at the taking of Peking, was 
thrice recommended for the Victoria Cross, tsgjght Valentine Baker the 
goose-step and now received a pension for his meritorious services in the 
field”. Morrison was “extremely anxious to bring home, as a trophy, an 
aboriginal skeleton, or part thereof”. Near Euston he was told that a well- 
known black called Bryant was buried in the neighbourhood. With the 
help of a friend he found the bark ^nyah erected over Bryant’s grave, 
ana after sweatfully excavating a hole six feet long, two feet broad, and 
four feet deep, found the bark that shielded' the remains. “To make a 
long story short,” he wrote, “we were entirely successful and bore off in 
triumph the complete skeleton enclosed in a black mass of corruption. I 
carried the skull over 750 miles and it is now bleaching on the sands of the 
Murray mouth. ‘Alas poor Yorick!’ We were very tired after our work. 
The temperature at 4 p.m., in a cool shade, was 106 Fahrenheit.” 

At Alooma, a property of 384,000 acres, carrying 70,000 sheep and 
1000 head of large stock, Morrison was told that the station received an 
average of four tramps daily: “These ‘Murrumbidgec whalers’, as they are 
termed, each receive a pannikin of flour, some tea, and perhaps a little 
meat,” he noted. “The life must possess some strange fascination, judging 
from the number of men who are content to drag out their existence, loaf- 
ing from station to station, ostensibly looking for work but invariably 
finding an excuse for refusing the work offered them.” • 

Morrison reached Goolwa, across the lake from Wellington, at the 
end of January 1881. Here he got a tow from a gig to the point of Mun- 
doo Island, from where he set sail up the arm of the sea known as the 
Coorong, to a coaclvng stage. Cockatoo Wells. It w^as sixty-one miles up 
the Coorong, which at places was two and a half miles broad, and lashed 
by a terrific gale. Waves foamed round sharp reefs and his canoe was half 
full of water as the seas washed over it. But he arrived safely with his store 
of provisions intact — seven eggs, a .small piece of corned beef, a loaf of 
bread, and three bottles of water. The shanty-keeper at Cockatoo Wells 
was a man who had spent some years in Spain. “His stories thrilled my 
imagination,” Morrison recalled, “and for years I looked forward to the 
day when 1 might repeat his experiences.” 

Morrison had travelled 1555 miles when he reached Wood’s Well. He 
sent his canoe by coi^h to Kingston, from where it was shipped to Mel- 
bourne. He then walked back to Geelong, a distance of only 347 miles. 
“This W'as quite a successful journey for the account published week by 
week in the Melbourne Leader more than paid its expenses. I feel however 
that the journey was more interesting and less tedious than the account 
thereof,” he wrote in his “Reminiscences”, His editor, Mr G. A. Syme, 
brother of the proprietor of the Age, David Syme, agreed with Morrison. 
Before the narrative w'as finished he repeatedly assured the author that 
everyone was tired of it. It w'as wearisome, he said, and monotonous. Few 
peopl^ would agree with these judgments today. The .series of articles, 
published under the title “Down the Murray in a Canoe” by “G.E.M., 
Melbourne University”, give a Vivid and instnictive account of Australian 


12 



outback life in the i88os, and their publication certainly revived Morri- 
son’s interest in joumalisn} as a profession. It was not long before another 
event made him think more seriously of this. In March 1 882 he was failed 
in his second professional examination, Materia Medica. He did not accept 
the verdict with equanimity. He sat up till 3 a.m. going over his paper, 
demanded an interview with his examiner, Dr Williams, and discussed the 
paper, question by question, with him, claiming that Williams did not 
know his subject. Then, from Geelong College, he sent a characteristically 
vigorous account of the interview to the Chancellor, the Vice-Chancellor, 
and Members of the University Council. It read, in part; “Gentlemen: An 
unfortunate medical student plucked in his 2nd year and thus compelled 
abruptlv to leave the University, I ask in all humility if it is unreasonable 
that I should feel dissatisfied at being rejected by an examiner who had 
not first read the textbook prescribed by the University authorities.” 

Dr Williams had told him that he had done a shocking paper, had 
failed to obtain twenty-five per cent of the marks, and had answered only 
one question satisfactorily. Morrison pointed out emphatically that many 
of his rejected answers had been taken from Garrod's Lofidon Dispen- 
satory. 

Dr Williams read without comment till he came to “Mercurials are 
not so largely used in syphilis as formerly owing to the terrible 
sequelae”. He threw the paper down on the table, shrugged his 
shoulders, distorted his features with an appalling grimace, and stam- 
mered “Lord have mercy on my soul, man. Don’t you know that 
mercury is ns much a specific in syphilis as quinine is in ague!” But a 
reference to Garrod showed him my authority. 

“I seek no redress,” Morrison’s manifesto concluded, “indeed Dr Williams 
taunts me with having none as rather than now let me through he W'ould 
resign as a lecturer!” 

Years later he added a footnote: “That I was unjustly plucked, I 
have no shadow of doubt, but I bear no grudge — on the contrary, his 
error was one of the fortunate episodes of^y life.” On the other hand, in 
his only published book, An Australian in Chma (1895), Morrison sug- 
gests that the plucking was not entirely unjust: 

In the examination for the Second-year Medicine, hoping the more 
to impress the Professors, 1 entered my name for honours — and they 
rejected me at the preliminary pass. It seems that in an examination 
in Materia Medica, 1 had among other trifling lapses prescribed a dose 
of Oleum Crotonis of “one half to two drachms carefully iticreased.” 
I cqpfess that I had never heard of the wretched stuff: the question 
was taken from far on in the text book and, unfortunately, my read- 
ing had not extended quite so far. When a deputation from my family 
waited upon the examiner to ascertain the cause of my misadvfihturi 
the only satisfaction we got was th« obliging assurance “that you 
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might as well let a mad dog loose in Collins Street’* as allow me to 
become a doctor. [Collins Street is the haven of Melbourne’s best- 
known doctors.] And then the examiner produced my prescription. 
But I thought I saw a faint chance of escape. 1 pointed a nervous 
finger to the two words '‘carefully increased,” ana pleaded that that 
inmcadon of caution ought to save me. “Save it might,” he 
shouted with unnecessary vehemence: “but, God bless my soul, man, 
it would not save your patient.” The examiner was a man intemperate 
of speech; so I left the University. It was a severe blow to the Univer- 
sity, but the University survived. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


[I] 

At Curdies’ Inlet, as he tramped round the Victorian coast, Morrison had 
seen the rotting timbers of the brig Carl. Eight years before, when Mor- 
rison was a boy of ten, her owner, Dr James Patrick Murray, had been on 
trial for murder. Even in an age of remarkable rogues, when there was 
often a perverse association between piety and villainy, Murray was a 
unique monster. A licentiate of the Royal College of Surgeons in Ireland, 
and a resident physician in Invercargill, New Zealand, and in Melbourne, 
he had been a member of the party led by Alfred William Howitt in 
1861 to search for the explorers Burke and Wills, and in 1865 was medical 
officer and second-in-command of an expedition that searched for traces 
of the explorer Leichhardt, who vanished with his erifire party on a trans- 
continental expedition in 1848. Dr Murray was described as a man “of 
good address, with some pretensions to culture and given to religious exer- 
cises”. His practice of medicine, like his practice of religion, was uncon- 
ventional; as a staff member of the Victorian Benevolent Association, he 
used to give his patients generous doses of morphia so as to keep them 
somnolent for a few days while he took a holiday. From this minor infrac- 
tion of the Hippocratic code, he graduated, within a few years, to mass 
murder. Early in 1871 he bought the 256-ton brig Carl, omitting the for- 
mality of paying for her, and in June sailed from Port Phillip for Fiji 
with six passengers. He quarrelled with two of ther^ and set them ashore, 
protesting, on the island of Tanna in the southern New Hebrides, where 
they were soon eaten. Murray then sailed to the Solomon Islands in search 
of native labour for sale in Fiji. 


[ 11 ] 

The traffic in islanders for plantation work in Fiji, Samoa, and Queens- 
land was pioneered by another godly man, Robert Towns, an English 
collier boy who commanded a brig at the age of twenty, and saifed h^ 
own vessel to Australiia sdme fourteen yeftrs later. He settled in Sydney 
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in 1842, married a sister of William Charles Wentworth, and became a 
wealthy merchant, with big squatting interests in Queensland, and a fleet 
of ships trading in bechc-de-mer and sandalwood. He gave a handsome 
pulpit to St Andrew’s Cathedral, Sydney, and his name is perpetuated in 
the Queensland port of Townsville. When the American Civil War cut 
off supplies of American cotton. Towns planted cotton on the Logan 
River, forty miles from Brisbane, and after tiying unsuccessfully to import 
cheap Indian labour, in 1 865 sent his schooner, the Don Juan, to stock up 
with islanders from the New Hebrides. The Don Juan was commanded 
by Henry Ross Lewin, a tough sandalwooder and beachcomber who had 
a station on Tanna. He had been a seaman In the Royal Navy, serving 
on the China coast in 1 840 during the Opium War. 

Apologists for Captain Towns say he really believed that the islanders 
would benefit spiritually from the influence of Christianity, just as the 
cotton-growers would benefit materially from a supply of plantation 
workers at ten shillings a month. Mr Lewin was illiterate, but Captain 
Towns addressed a scholarly circular “to any missionary into whose hands 
this may come”, soliciting his aid in obtaining islanders. “1 . . . will do 
more towards civilizing the natives in one year than you can possibly in 
ten,” Towns wrote. A few years later Lewin dictated a letter to a Bris- 
bane paper describing the great benefits that the recruiting trade had con- 
ferred on the natives only a few days before he was charged with crimin- 
ally assaulting a Tanna girl who had been dragged naked onto his boat. 
Lewin, not surprisingly, was acquitted, and continued his work of uplift- 
ing the heathen until he was killed, and presumably eaten, by some un- 
grateful inhabitants &f Tanna who did not want to be uplifted. 

Thomas Dunbatin, answering the question, “How far did the canni- 
bal isles profit by the Christidnizing and civilizing influences to which 
they were subjected in Queensland?”, quotes some “curious evidence” 
given by Charles Eden, who in the seventies employed twenty kanakas 
on his sugar plantation on the Murray River, near Cardwell. Mr Eden 
tells how the favourite Sunday occupation of the Tanna men was hunting 
the local aborigines. On one of these excursions they drove ten aboriginal 
men into a waterholc, and dr^ve them out by harpooning them with a 
shear-blade fixed to a long pole. One by one the blacks were prodded 
to the edge of the waterhoTe, and then killed. “If they were not all eaten,” 
Mr Dunbabin comments dryly, “it was only because the supply of meat 
was too large to be consumed.” Mr Eden did not object to these healthy 
Sabbath diversions, though Mrs Eden seems to have been a little critical 
when the Tanna men returned one Sunday evening with a dead casso- 
wary and a live black boy of six or seven. The Tanna head man explained 
how they had destroyed a party of aborigines but kept the boy so that he 
could be roasted as a Sunday supper treat for their mistress" Mrs Eden 
fastidiously refused the plat du jour, and the boy’s life was spared. 

By September 1866, Towns had imported 315 kanakas — a generic 
namc^or the islanders— only seven of whom were returned within the 
promised period of twelve months. Other entrepreneurs were soon attrac- 

i6* 



ted to the trade. In 1867 the King Oscar^ a barque of 248 tons, was char- 
tered by two Queensland statesmen — ^Mr W. D. White, M.L.C., and Mr 
Graham Mylne, M.L.A. It sailed under the missionary banner of Ross 
Lewin and returned with 270 kanakas, who were quickly sold for ^93 
head. Mr Lewin, in his Christianizing role, had found it necessary to ^oot 
a number of unco-operative natives and to bum their village and crops. 
But the success of his venture greatly stimulated “blackbirding”, as the 
business v/as called, and the interest shown in this unlawful trade by 
Queensland’s respected law-makers made its suppression difficult. Among 
other successful backbirders was a firm of which the Premier of Queens- 
land, the Hon. Robert Ramsay Mackenzie, was a partner. 

When the cotton boom burst. Captain Towns lost interest in black- 
birding, but Lewin made it a full-time occupation. In April 1867 he adver- 
tised in Pitisbane that he w'ould supply “Sugar Planters, Cotton Growers, 
and Others” with “the best and most serviceable natives to be had among 
the islands At jCy a man”. By the end of the sixties the trade in islanders 
had become extensive and notorious. I'he British Government had early 
expressed its belief that the recruiting of islanders was likely to be associ- 
ated w'ith violence, deceit, and crime. The most serious abuses occurred 
beyond the jurisdiction of the Queensland Government, and British naval 
commanders sent to the Pacific to report on the traffic advised the 
Colonial Office that Imperial rather than Colonial action was necessary to 
suppress it. 

Despite this, the Colonial Office in 1868 approved a Queensland Act 
which attempted to control the traffic. Jt obliged dealers to enter into 
heavy bonds before being granted licences to import natives: it fixed 
wages at a minimum of £6 a year and laid dowm*a minimum scale of 
rations. Natives were supposed to understand clearly the terms of their 
employment, to embark of their own free will, and to be returned to 
their home islands when their three years’ contract expired. The Act was 
quite ineffectual. Within a year British officials advised their Government 
that attempts to control what had now become known as “the slave 
traffic” had failed. In 1870 a Select Committee of the Queensland Legis- 
lative Assembly pretended to inquire into^the operations of the Act. One 
witness, Mr Robert Short, gave damning evidence which was suppressed 
on the grounds that it was not based on personal experience. Mr Short 
had a more plausible explanation. The majority of rfic committee, he said, 
were either employers of Polynesian labour or knowm advocates of the 
system. By then, increasing demand for native labour had raised the price 
in Queensland to jTii a head, and outrages by blackbirders increased. 
They w’crc matched by native outrages. It had become customary to pay 
natives partly in inferior rifles and ammunition^ and these were at times 
used against the slavers. Despite many recommendations, this arms traffic 
was not suppressed till 1884. In 1878 planters protested that a proposed 
ban was “interference”. 

Early in 1 87 1 the first Anglican Bishop of Melanesia, Bishop John Cole- 
ridge Patteson, vigorously condemned the^^deception and violence” pratf- 
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dsed by the recruiters, and called for Imperial l^sladon “to put an end to 
this miserable state of affairs*’. He told Captain ^dmer, of H.M.S. Rosario^ 
how some recruiters painted their ships white to resemble his mission 
schooner, the Southern Cross^ and sent ashore a crew member dressed as a 
missionary to tell the natives that the Bishop had broken his leg and 
wanted to see them. “More than one cargo was secured in this atrocious 
manner,” the Bishop said. 

On 27th September 1872 he landed with his colleague the Rev. Mr 
Atkins, on Nukapu Island, in the Santa Cruz group, where, a few days 
before, one of these spurious bishops had lured a number of men on 
board a blackbirding ^p. Some of the remaining natives received the 
genuine churchmen with poisoned arrows and clubbed the bishop to 
death. Patteson had many mends among British parliamentarians, and his 
murder led to renewed demands that the British Government suppress 
the slave traffic. A Kidnapping Act, passed the same year, made it a felony 
to remove a native without his consent, and five fast schooners were sent 
to patrol the islands. Within a year some offenders were convicted and 
received heavy sentences. But once more the limitations of the Act soon 
became apparent. A trader had only to change his flag — ^legally or illegally 
— ^to evade British jurisdiction, and as the Act recognized native sover- 
eignty in the islands, effective control on land was impossible. 


[HI] 

Dr Murray, having disposed of his two intransigent passengers, stocked 
up with seventy islanders from Tanna and continued his voyage to 
Bougainville, where he kidnapped eighty very fierce savages by sinking 
their canoes with pieces of pig-iron and small cannon dropped on ropes 
from the CarL An attempt by one of the Car/’s passengers, Mr Mount, to 
lure them aboard by the less troublesome fake missionary trick had failed. 
The Bougainville natives resented their captivity and tried to set fire to 
the ship by lighting coconut fibre. A conflict took place between them 
and the less aggressive Tanna natives, and Dr Murray gave orders to fire 
at them indiscriminately. He and some of his shipmates assembled on 
deck, and Mr Mount obligingly turned a bulls-eye lantern on the scream- 
ing natives, while D/ Murray brightened the proceedings by singing 
“Marching Through Georgia”, Later Dr Murray and another passenger 
bored holes in the bulkhead and continued firing throughout me night. 
The cook then served coffee, and Dr Murray read prayers. At least 
seventy natives were killed, and thirty-five who were seriously wounded 
were heaved overboard with the dead. 

After a second voyage, when Murray believed that his captain was 
trying to poison him, he turned Queen’s evidence on his accompuces, two 
of whom were sentenced to death but not executed. Murray and Mount 
were kter charged in Melbourne with murder, found guilty of man- 
sfiaughter, and sentenced to fifteen years* penal servitude. But even this 
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generous sentence was not carried out. It was upset on appeal on the 
pounds that there was no such sentence as penal servitude m Victoria. 
By the time the Privy Council had reversea the decision, Murray and 
Mount had left Victoria. 


[IV] 

The Queensland sugar industry expanded rapidly in the early eighties, 
and with it the demand for native labour. It was still believed that white 
men could not work in the tropics. Scores of Australian vessels — ^schoon- 
ers, barques, brigantines, and brigs — engaged in blackbirding. They went 
armed and equipped, says Mr James Cowman, “like privateers, or like the 
man-stealers of the old Middle Passage of infamous slave-trade memory. 
Some mounted guns on their decks. All the crews were armed with rifles 
and revolvers.’* And all the old techniques of recruiting were employed 
once more, from deceit and enticement to kidnapping and murder. The 
government agents employed to prevent these abuses either abetted or 
ignored them. They were, as Morrison afterwards wrote, a poorly paid, 
poor type of oiHcial, often brutal as well as corrupt. Typical, perhaps, 
was Mr W. A. McMurdo, government agent on the schooner Stanley^ 
whose master. Captain Joseph Davies, w'as charged in Adelaide in Febru- 
ary 1884 kidnapping two Lachlan Islands natives whose village he 
had burned. Mr McMurdo, in his log for March-April 1883, laconically 
if ungrammatically recorded another unfortunate incident. He had caught 
some of his kanaka passengers stealing biscuits: “I then thrashed the whole 
six . . . and laid it on well this time. . . . They can sdund pain wonderfully 
and their skins are thick, only breathing a little.” When one of them died 
next day, Mr McMurdo observed; “I must have greatly overrated their 
powers of endurance. I had asked Connell [a seaman] to make a proper 
‘cat’ as there was no hold upon the other — three tails of spun-yarn; he 
made one of five, done up hard with strips of lead let into the strands, 
and had just finished it when the man died (horror!).” Next day two 
other natives died. 


[V] 

While traders, plantation-ownei^ and interested politicians continued to 
defend the blackbirding traffic, it was bitterly attacked by humanitarians, 
liberal politicians, and missionaries. One of its most vehement critics w'as 
the Rev. John G. Paton, who had a Presbyfwian mission on the New 
Hebrides. In speeches, sermons, and letters to newspapers he repeatedly 
denounced the traffic as “a criminal agency for the extermination or moral 
ruin of die South Sea Islanders”. 

Di^sted at his failure in medicine, and more than ever detgrmined 
to become a journalist^ Morrison saw^an opportunity to nourish bis 
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ambition by investigating the controversial kanaka traffic at close range. 
He called on David Syme, the proprietor of the Melbourne Age, and out- 
lined a plan to ship as a seaman on a blackbirding vessel. Syme, an uncom- 
promising Scot who had rejected his Calvinist faith, told Morrison that a 
truthful report on the traffic would be welcome, because no one believed 
“that old liar Paton”. The Age was then a radical, hard-hitting, and 
influential paper, claiming a circulation of 50,430 copies, *‘more than five 
times that of any other daily newspaper in Victoria”. On its staff was a 
future Prime Minister of Australia, Alfred Deakin. 

Both his father and mother tried to dissuade Morrison from this 
venture. He wrote to his mother from Scotch College, Melbourne, on 20th 
March i88z: 

I am not taking a hasty step. ... In no other way can I see any hope 
for furthering my wish to become a newspaper correspondent and 
only as a newspaper correspondent can I expect to distinguish myself 
above the common herd. ... In spite of all that is said to the contrary 
it is the noblest in my opinion of all the professions and as energy, 
courage, temperance and truthfulness ate necessary to its success, 
to this fact must be ascribed the high positions occupied by journal- 
ists all over the W'orld. ... If my letters from Queensland are of 
sufficient merit, Mr Syme will print and I will be paid for them at the 
rate of one pound a column. 

In a second letter he wrote: 


I go to Quecnsli^id to commence the apprenticeship of a profession 
in which I earnestly hope^some day to make my mark. ... You ask 
me not to run into unnecessary danger — my whole life has been a 
combat against a natural slirinking from the most trifling approach to 
danger. 

Morrison left Melbourne by the steamer Lci/ra on 3rd April 1882, and 
landed in Sydney after an exceptionally rough passage of ninety-nine 
hours. The Lettra encountered one of the worst storms on record, and a 


report circulated in Sydney that she had foundered. Her survival does not 
seem to have been due to skilful seamanship. Early on the morning of the 
last day the captain decided that they were thirty miles north of Sydney 
and directed his course accordingly. When the storm broke, it was found 
that they were 1 10 miles south of Sydney, heading back to Melbourne. 

From Brisbane, Morrison embarked on the Lady Bo'wen, a slow old 
paddle steamer, for Rockhampton. I'he Lady Bowen left Brisbane six 
hours later with a half-drunken captain, and was delayed a few more 


hours when it stuck in the river. From Rockhampton, he sailed in a new 
steamer, the Ranelagh, for Port Mackay, the main centre of the Queens- 
land sugar industry, and of the blackbirding trade. Of 11,^ 59 islanders 
brought to Queensland between 1881 and 1883, 4426 went to Mackay. 
It^was^n Mackay that named Mrs Charles Armstrong, 
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who was to become famous under the name of Madame Melba, began her 
career as a singer. 

Here, after many rejections, Morrison shipped as an ordinary sea- 
man — at one shilling a month — on the 119-ton brigantine Lavinia^ 
which was recruiting a fresli batch of natives and taking back eighty- 
eight who had completed their three years* contract in Queensland or 
were too sick to be worth keeping. Among them were seven women. 
One, Morrison noted, “though her Tips were rather thick, bore a striking 
resemblance to the Princess of Wales”, the future Queen Alexandra. 

The Lavinia sailed for the New Hebrides on ist June 1882. Months 
later Morrison wrote to his mother, who was constantly warning him 
against the evils of loose speech, drink, and bad companionship: 

I went on board a cripple having severely sprained my two knees 
so that I could with great difficulty and pain crawl up to my meals. I 
slept in the hold with the Kanakas and received no harm from the 
foul air generated there indeed it was better to put up with discom- 
fort for I then could keep myself aloof from the sailors. 1 rowed in 
the recruiting agent’s boat crew with the Kanakas an uncommon 
thing for a white man and rather risky. In this way I was enabled 
to see the natives on their own islands, to speak with them and to 
undergo what excitement there was in avoiding reefs and breakers 
and being in the middle of armed savages who could if they liked have 
taken boat and crew without trouble. I am come back from the 
voyage stronger and better than ever I was in my life. 1 wouldn’t care 
to tell anyone else but my mother that nearly all the reading 1 did 
on board was confined to Milton Jind the New Pestament and I 
honestly feel changed much for the better by^he reading. 

In my account of the island voyage I shall only give my own 
experience. 1 shall be careful not to try and describe the scenery for 
I have not the ability and any sentence which I might think grand I 
shall following the advice of Dr Johnson score out. 

Dr Robert McBurney, the health officer for Mackay, was also part- 
owner of the Lavinia. In his convenient dual role he arranged for eighteen 
sick islanders to be included in the homc-§oing batch. The first night out, 
a sickly little boy of about fourteen, with “a withered little frame”, died 
and was thrown overboard. “I felt very sad for tl^s homeless Malo boy, 
and indignant that any health officer could be heanless enough to allow 
that he was in a safe state to make the long voyage . . Morrison wrote 
in his dispatch to the Leader. A few days later two other kanaka passengers 
died, both from dysentery. “They were reduced to the last stage of weak- 
ness before they ever came on board, but I suppose the health officer ex- 
pected the sea voyage to do them good,” Morrison wrote. “In the middle 
of the night I was awakened by hearing the officer of the watch call out 
‘Pass the dead Api boy up on deck quick!* so I got up. The body was 
roughly sewn in canvas, a rice bag of stones was made fast to his f^t, and 
two of his countrymen in silence dropped him overboard.” 



Morrison’s attitude towards die sick islanders is a curious mixture of 
sympathy and cynicism. He is sdll, obviously, the undergraduate, with a 
pawky, ponderous medical student’s humour: 

The Islander that caused the most amusement was a gaunt Albino 
from Lakono, with a horrible skin disease. His neck was as if it had 
been dusted with dsh scales; his body was covered with a black 
eruption of spots. He was always scratching himself, the itching 
must have been well nigh insupportable, as his skin from head to foot 
was peeling off in great flakes. . . . 

With malicious intent 1 often approached him with a pannikin 
in one hand and my fidus Achates^ the cakor oil bottle, in the other. 
But there was a noisome stench about him that, to again quote poetry 
— for what is more suggesdve of poetry than castor oil? — “settled 
his hash,” so far as regards the hope of his being cured by me. 1 have 
read that if you give a live fish snuff his scales will fly off. I thought 
of preparing for scurvy an inhaladon of burnt paper, hopeful that 
it might relieve him of the muscular exerdon of scratching himself 
every minute of the twenty-four hours by depriving him of his 
epidermis whole. 

There was a sickly Aoba woman 

moving across the deck on her hand and left heel, the right leg 
being carried forward like a bowsprit. She was suffering from a dis- 
eased fpot, more than half of the sole having rotted away, itie woman 
was in a shocking state of filth and disease, yet she had been landed in 
Queensland only ten months before healthy and active. 

Morrison treated herewith linsH^d poultices and a strong bluestone lotion, 
and she “got much better”. 

Not so an Aoba boy, a nice lad, who was iU with violent dysentery. I 
gave him a stiff dose of castor oil and chlorodyne. Two days later I 
repeated the dose, adding ostentatiously, as the captain was standing 
by, a little sulphate of zinc, to show him that my knowledge of 
materia medica was practically unlimited. “The value of this pre- 
scription,” I remarked to tht captain, “is self-evident. The chlorodyne 
seeks to bind him up internally, the castor oil wrestles with the 
chlorodyne, when the zinc sulphate steps in, intent on dislodging 
them both. The dysentery, disgusted with the angry contention, 
makes haste to quit.” It turned out as I expected partly. The dysentery 
took its departure, but, worse luck, so did the boy. . . . 

It was my forenoon watch, and about eleven o'clock it was re- 
ported to the mate that he was dead, so a sennit was made fast round 
his neck and another round his ankles, and he was hauled out of the 
hold. The mate was greatly excited, and told Joe to sew him up at 
once and chuck him over. But 1 suggested that it might be more 
hi^ane to first wait till the boy was dead. I observed a sught heaving 
of the chest, and on uncovering his face, he slowly opened his eyes. 
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showing the death film upon them. The rope round his neck nearly 
strangled him. Shame to tell, that boy was roughly laid in the weather 
scuppers, and there, in sight of all on board, he gasped in his death 
throes for four hours. I was below when he was thrown overboard, 
so can merely say that the opinion was freely expressed in the fore- 
castle that the man was not dead even then. 

Morrison was kept busy dosing the sick, steering, and writing the 
notes on which his articles were later based: 

Our Manners 

If you were told to hurry up with the grease-pot, you understood 
that someone was waiting for the butter. If you were requested to 
shy along the shocleather you at once cast about for the saltmeat 
and if you were politely told that it was inadvisable to detain the 
dry chuck and tar all night, you knew that there was a mouth water- 
ing for bread and molasses. 

He found steering “exhilarating fun”, especially at night, and when 
the skipper was lighthearted: “He then jaunts up and down the poop, his 
trousers hitched up to his armpits, and suddenly trills out this charming 
verse . . . 

For we live in unitighf 
And Beelzebub is nigh, 

So ifs come and join the Hallelujah band.** 

Morrison made a derailed study of the arms trade which the Queens- 
land Government was reluctant to suppress. He iound that there were 
seventy-three men on board the Lavinia “well enough to carry a musket”. 
These were armed with 78 Sniders, 6 Spencers, 29 Enfields, 47 muskets, 9 
shot guns, and two revolvers, and had between them 1861 lb. of powder, 
and 9300 rounds of ammunition. “Even the ladies were armed. Mrs 
M’Lean, tlie old witch we had left at Lakona, having a Snider and a mus- 
ket, 141b. of powder, and 100 Snider cartridges.” He estimated that the 
seventy-three kanakas had spent on offensive weapons ,^730, or £10 a 
head out of the 18 each had earned ilr his three years* labour: 

Now we can see what a great loss would be caused to tradespeople 
were the Queensland Government to prohibit the sale of firearms 
and ammunitions to the Kanakas. There are over 4000 Kanakas in that 
district alone of which the port we sail from is the town, where they 
spend all their money. Let this prohibition be enforced, and over 
£ 13,300 will be annually divert^ into a, different channel. 

The Lavinia cruised through the New Hebrides and the Banks group, 
from Vanua Lava on the north, to Futuna on the south, and, with seventy- 
six recruits in her hold, made a rapid run home. She reached Port Mackay 
on 8th September 1882, just 100 days after her departure. Tiie boys 
fetched £16 a head, a v^ good price. 
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Morrison’s account of the voyage appeared in the Leader in six weekly 
instalments. They were headed “A Cruise in a Queensland Slaver, by a 
Medical Student”. Apart from his account of the treatment of the sick 
natives, he was not very critical of the slave trade. The articles were writ- 
ten in a bantering, would-be humorous style which softens much of his 
criticism. 

As the Leader commented editorially: 

The papers . . . give a glimpse of the befter side of the Queensland 
labour trade, but there is another side. ... It is neither more nor less 
than a slave trade encrusted with the horrors to put down which the 
naval force and treasure of the mother country have been spent for 
many years. We know from independent sources that the natives are 
often obtained ... by force or fraud. . . . Besides this, we find that 
even those who complete their time of servitude and are despatched 
‘home’ find quite a different kind of destiny. Ship captains only seek 
to get rid of them, and take no pains to land them on the particular 
island from which they came. . . . The Rhoderick Dhii recently 
landed a number of returning Kanakas at Paama, where they were 
straightaway killed and eaten. The Helena since then discharged 
some of her freight at Apii, where their end was just as summary. 
The men who, knowing this fact, cast them upon these Coasts, are 
unquestionably guilty of murder. 


[VII] 

Ten days after arriving back in Port Mackay, Morrison took steerage 
passage in the steamer Ranelagh for Cooktowm. Once again he found sea 
travel on the Australian coast hazardous. The Ranelagh, crowded with 
miners going to the gold rush at the Palmer River, on the Gulf of Car- 
pentaria, left at midnight. Morrison, who had been up all the previous 
night finishing his report for the Leader, found an empty berth and turned 
in. Some hours later he heard a noise that .sounded like the chain running 
out of the hawser pip^. It only half awakened him: ‘‘I thought we had 
come to anchor in Bowen. . . . Suddenly, I was awakened by a loud voice 
calling me, ‘Hey, mate, arc you going to stay there all night — ^with the 
ship on the rocks and orders out for everyone to come aft!’ ” He looked 
out and saw that the water was over the cabin floor. I'he ship w as slowdy 
sinking. He ran quickly up on deck and could see the land quite close. ‘‘I 
knew that if the worst came to the worst, I could swim ashore. I came 
back to the cabin, put all my things together, and brought them on deck. 
When I left the cabin the water was well above my knees, but there was 
no dangler, and no need for excitement.” 

, Next morning they were taken ashore. This was only the Ranelagh's 
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third voyage, and the second tune she had been wrecked. *'It has been a 
tame wreck, one of the tamest on record,” Morrison told his mother. 

From Bowen, Morrison took another steamer to Cooktown, where he 
found cheap accommodation in a public house kept by a lady “ajOFection- 
ately known to her fellow townsmen as ‘Everybody’s Annie* ”. While he 
was in Cooktown the missionary schooner Ellangoivan came in, with two 
well-known missionaries aboard, the Rev. W. G. Lawes and the Rev. 
James Chalmers. 

The Ellengowm belonged to the London Missionary Society. In it, 
Messrs Lawes and Chalmers had during the seventies made several expedi- 
tions to unkown New Guinea, ascending the Baxter and Fly rivers and 
exploring the coast from Port Moresby to Milne Bay. Morrison, who was 
now determined to make his long-dreamed-of walk across Australia, 
starting at Normanton, wrote to the Rev. Mr. Chalmers, and asked if he 
could work his passage to Port Moresby, where their mission was, to 
Thursday Island, and so to Normanton. His letter w’as obviously com- 
posed with an eye on the reverend gentlemen: 

I have reason to believe I am a very good helmsman. I do not of 
course ask for any pay. I do not mind how rough the accommodation 
may be. I will willingly sleep on deck. . . . You of course understand 
that I travel as rough and cheap as possible because I can’t forget that 
it is my father’s and not my own money I am spending and beside 
enjoyment is all the more satisfactory the more hard worked one has 
been to attain it. I am a total abstainer and don’t smoke. 

Morrison’s offer to work his passage on the Ellcngonjoa7i was accepted. 
He berthed with the men, kept watch, and regularly took his trick at the 
w^hecl. From Port Moresby he accompanied Mr Chalmers in the mission 
boat as far as Aroba and, returning to Port Moresby, went on a bird- 
shooting party with the naturalist, Andrew Goldie, who had been sent 
to New Guinea by a firm of London nurserymen. After some “delightful 
days” with Goldie he returned to the mission station and took passage in a 
Chinese junk, the Wong Hing, bound for Cooktown with the .season’s 
catch of bcche-de-mer, or trepang, a sea-slug which, slightly smoked, is 
prized by Chinese as a delicacy. 

It was another eccentric voyage. The captain, a Cantonese, was the 
only man on board “who knew the bow from the stern or could tie a knot 
or wield the tiller”. The others, twelve Chinese, tw'o New Guinea boys, 
a Raratonga woman, and a Maltese half-caste, wxre concerned only with 
smoking the beche-de-mer. The voyage from Port Moresby ro Cooktown 
took twenty-three days. Sixteen days out, off Borrow Head, with Cook- 
town io8 miles dead to windward, Morrison found time to write to a 
cousin in Port Mackay, Elisabeth Carter; 

Apple of my heye (Lizzie) 

Having proved myself triumphantly to be the most intolerable un- 
mitigated wit-befogged ass that ever trembled at a Melbourne Uni v^r- 
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sity examination I received so many polite hints to try something else 
that at last I was really compelled nolens volens to clear out from 
Melbourne in order to save the family from further disgrace. ... I 
have been knocking about ever since and am now a dull moping 
hard-worked outcast from civilization. Instead of having the proud 
letters M.B. Qi.M., after my name I shall I fear have to content my- 
self with the more humble O.S., ordinary seaman. I am now on board 
a small and believe me not over-safe junk. ... I am weak and thin 
from insufficient food, dry bread and rice with occasional feeds of 
fish. 

His brother Ab*ck was “the personification of success”. He was “the 
incarnation of failure". 

The captain of the Wong Hing was no more skilled in navigation 
than the captain of the Leura. At one stage of the twenty-three days’ 
sailing he reckoned he was eighty miles south of Cooktown when he was 
120 miles nortli of the port. 


[ VIII ] 

After a brief look at the Torres Strait pearl fishery Morrison visited 
Thursday Island, where he stayed with the police magistrate, Henry 
Chester, the virtual ruler of the island. Mr Chester had a beautiful garden 
in which the prisoners worked, and Morrison noted that the magistrate’s 
sentences were apt to vary with the season and the condition of his garden. 
Morrison then took a steamer down the Gulf of Carpentaria to Nomian- 
ton, “a quiet little bush township 55 miles up the Norman River”, and the 
centre for the Etheridge and Palmer goldfields. Its population, which once 
reached 2000, has dwindled today to about 500. He arrived in Normanton 
on 19th December 1882, and at once prepared for the journey he had long 
contemplated, a walk across Australia from north to south. In his note- 
book he WTOte: 

For a long time I have wished to cross Australia. It w'as lying in bed at 
Port Mackay with two crippled knees so frail that they could not 
support my weakened frame across the room that I resolved to cross 
Australia on foot. It was hearing on all hands of the long stages be- 
tween stations anS the impossibility of travelling without at least 
two horses that decided me to go alone. It was the reports told me by 
everyone of the danger to be incurred from the olacks especially 
unless the traveller showed a rifle and revolver that promoted me in 
the decision to go entirely alone. Fever I had to fear as well as floods. 
Quinine would be required to combat the former a telescope was 
necessary to forewarn me of the latter. My telescope was stolen from 
me in Cooktown, my quinine by accident was thrown away at Thurs- 
day Island. Of all things a compass would be absolutely useful yet 
mhie was utterly destroyed in New Guinea. What could I argue 
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from these but that fever ivouid pass me unharming, floods would 
never endanger my life nor would I ever be in a situation where 1 
could And no escape but by the use of the compass? 

He also set down useful hints for the transcontinental walker: 

Drink well before starting. Drink only at long intervals. 

Soap the inside of the stockings before setting out making a thick 
lather all over. A raw egg broken into a boot before putting it on 
greatly softens the leather. 

Thirst is a fever of the palate. Excite the saliva — moisten with 
olive oil. 

“Every hour was precious, for the rainy season was close at hand, 
the sky already threatening,” he recalled in his “Reminiscences”. But, as 
always, he found time to write to his mother. He had been “rather 
tickled”, he said, by a letter from David Syme, asking him for a fuller 
account of the effects of missionary effort, on the one hand, in promoting 
the civilization of the kanakas, and the effect of the labour traflic on the 
other: “I don’t know what the dull head of Syme means by this. ... I 
should say generally that the primary effect of missionary civilizing was 
to make the natives lying, fawning, cringing, deceitful and as bad as pos- 
sible ” 

At Normanton’s general store he bought a rough swagman’s outfit — 
a panama hat, heavy boots, corduroys, an oil cloth and blanket, a billy and 
a quart pot, and on the evening of 19th December started on his walk. The 
distance was 2043 miles. “Roughly speaking,” he wrote, “it was my inten- 
tion to follow the route taken 21 years before by the Burke and Wills 
expedition, that most disastrous of all Austr^ian expeditions.” 

Robert O’Hara Burke, an amiable but incompetent Irish ex-soldier and 
police inspector, and William John Wills, a cultivated young Englishman, 
set out from Melbourne on 20th August i860 to cross Australia from south 
to north. Their expedition, the most elaborate in Australian history, con- 
sisted of fifteen men, twenty-five camels, twenty-three horses, waggons, 
and twenty-one tons of equipment, including four gallons of brandy for 
the men and sixty gallons of rum for^hc camels. It ended in tragedy. 
Burke and Wills almost reached the Gulf of Carpentaria, at a point near 
the moudi of the Norman River, on nth February 1861, but perished 
after returning to their base at Cooper’s Creek. Five other members of the 
party died. The expedition w'as bedevilled by lack of water, lack of food, 
scurvy, ophthalmia, flies and ants, and extremes of temperature. Certainly 
there had been pastoral settlement along part of the trail since then, but 
Morrison’s was still an extraordinary walk for a young man to undertake, 
alone and unarmed. 

The citizens of Normanton did not encourage Morrison: 

. . , people professed to think me mad. The rainy season was impend- 
ing, and many signs, including the comet, pointed to its beiqg earlier 
than usual. “How reckless,” said qpe: “so insane,” put in another: 
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“it’s suicide,” added a third. The elderly landlady of the hotel grew 
eloquent as to the dangers w^hich awaited me. She was no cur, she 
assured me, but she wouldn’t be game to tackle such a walk. 

Even today, searing heat, blinding sandstorms, and shortage of water 
make it perilous to travel in Australia’s dead centre. In January 1964 a 
family of five who abandoned their broken-down car on the Birdsville 
Track, north of Cooper’s Creek, died of thirst and exposure. And when 
the rains come, rivers that have been dry clay beds become raging torrents, 
in places many miles wide. 

Rain began to fall as Morrison made his lirst camp along the road to 
Cloncurry, not far from where Burke and Wills had made their northern- 
most Camp CXIX, beside the Bynoe River, on a rainy Sunday in Febru- 
ary, twenty-one years before. 

On Friday evening, the 2nd December, tlie sky was clear for the 
first time, and starting at once I was 30 miles on my way before it 
came on to rain again. . . . Tliis long stage is much dreaded by the 
carriers. It lies through country lightly timbered with the gutta- 
percha tree, the stunted bastard box, and the cooliehar, a district 
said to swarm w'ith blacks, and annually subject to inundation. When 
I was half-way through, there came on a violent tempest of wind and 
rain. The track became a bog and the knapsack got so soddcnccl with 
water that I groaned under its weight. It was not saf^ to rest. 
The accounts 1 had heard of the track made me treml)lc to sit down, 
so 1 wearily struggled on through water and mud up to my knees. . . . 

Morrison pushed yn to Cloncurry, methodically recor.ding each day’s 
walk in his diary and collecting material for a ncw.spapcr article: 

The wTetched blacks are shot without mercy. One night I was at a 
station, whose own^r is said to have shot more blacks than any two 
men in Queensland, when the mailman came in and reported he had 
seen a black prowling about the stockyard. 

Loading his rifle, the station owmer at once sallied out, hut came in an 
hour later “quite disappointed” that it was tof) dark to follow the tracks 
of the black. Sometimes, of course, the wretched blacks, like the wretched 
kanakas, hit back. Ten days after Morrison crossed the xMcKinlcy ranges, 
though he was unaware of it, blacks in the district killed a police inspector 
and wounded four troopers. 

From Cloncurry, Morrison set out for Winton, a township founded in 
the late seventies. A kindly Cloncurry publican drew a diagram to guide 
him to a hut on the M'Kinlay River, 104 miles distant. Morri.son preserved 
the map as a cartographic curiosity: 

A distance of 9 miles was made to appear twdee as long as one of 22 
miles, a trifling inaccuracy which caused me unnecessary anxiety and 
tort^ire. The first night I could not sleep from fear that I had taken 
* the wrong turning. In the njorning I started to go 35 miles without 
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knowing whether there was water on the track, or even water where 
I was making to. My waterbag holds two quarts and a half, but the 
day was so hot — the thermometer registered 1 30 degrees in the shade 
of the hut I refer to— -that by midday, although 1 had hardly wet my 
mouth, the water was all evaporated. 

Still I kept moving, but at half-past four I just knocked up. It 
came upon me most suddenly. Without any warning 1 was seized 
with an irresistible desire to throw off all my clothes. I camped under 
a tree. The anxiety of mind, for it was but a chance if water was 
within 1 3 miles of me, added to my torments. All through the night I 
lay naked on my back, my tongue contracted to a point, my body 
hot and feverish, my brain reeling. 

Leading the M*Kinlay River, and steering diagonally over its first 
sandy billabong, Morrison made for the McKinley ranges where the 
Diamantina has its source. He was two days without food, and suffered 
much from thirst. 

The heat was something fearful, there was an entire absence of animal 
life, a faintly marked track which turned and twisted to every point 
of the compass and continually ran out, and no water. . . . The only 
excitement that sustained me in my weakness was the fear of the 
blacks— the wild kalkadoons who are so greatly feared in the hills. 

Morrison followed the Diamantina for 113 miles, to its junction with 
the Western at Eldcrslie, a highly improved run of 30,000 square miles, 
owned by Sir Samuel Wilson. Here was “immense activity”: 

I'wo or three years hence they intend having 300,000 sheep at Eldersn 
lie. . . . Fencing, tank sinking and building were proceeding with 
marvellous activity , wages are very high; any unskilled man can earn 
30/- or 35/- a week; he will be well fed, as a vegetable garden is now 
an essential part of a large Queensland station. 1 was out of the coun- 
try where men are content to exi.st on salt beef and damper. 

Exiles from England's stately homes wcie to be found in the most 
remote parts of Australia. Morrison noted that a son of Hugh Childers 
(who had been an inspector of schools in Melbourne, and had recently 
replaced Gladstone as Chancellor of the Exchequer) was dam-sinking on 
Eldcrslie, and that a nephew of the Grand Old Man, Robert Gladstone, 
was cattle-droving to Port Darwin. A year or so beb»rc, Cecil Charles 
Balfour, a gifted but wayward brother of Arthur James Balfour, and a 
nephew of the Marquess of Salisbury, had died of drink in Australia, 
where he had been banished after forging a cheque. 

Morrison’s route now lay past several other sheep runs, to the Thom- 
son River. The day after crossing the Thomson, Morrison was overtaken 
by an old gentleman on horseback whose companionship he ^und so 
agreeable that they uavelled together for seventy-five miles: 



He was a toothless darkie, a nadve of the Gold Coast of Africa, a 
cook by profession and one of the kindest, most considerate men it 
has been my lot to meet with. ... He would stint himself of water if 
the day were hot that I might have the more. And this is how we 
fell out. We had to go one day 25 miles carrying water. Though 
parched with thirst he would not take his share. Not to be outdone I 
also refused any water, and being annoyed I vowed we must part 

Before parting, Morrison noted that his companion’s name was John 
Smith, and that he was the first black man ever seen in Iceland, having 
been taken there as a boy on a Dutch man-of-war that was taking Prince 
Henry of the Netherlands round the world. 

At every opportunity Morrison sent back a letter to his mother. On 
28th January, near Winton, 579 miles from Normanton, he wrote: 

You must think it a mad idea this wish of mine to cross Australia on 
foot — ^it has been on my mind for many months indeed it is not too 
much to say that my primary object in coming to Queensland was to 
do this walk. The experience I have gained in former trips has been 
of great value to me. Mine is no feat — no feat of endurance — only 
a pleasant excursion. I am as free as a lark. On my back I carry a 
warm blanket, a large oilcloth, a light Ashantee hammock, 4 pairs of 
socks, white duck trousers, a pair of shoes, 3 handkerchiefs, 2 shirts, 
suit of pyjamas, two or three books, soap, toothbrush, a billy, a quart 
pot and pannikin and a waterbag and tucker. 1 wear heavy boots and 
thick stockings, tweed trousers, shirt and cabbage-tree hat. 

In my belt is«a sheath knife and compass. 1 buy my tucker as I 
go along and at every station I come to 1 buy my rations and then 
camp out. There is plenty of water all along the track and instead of 
as formerly sweating to get to a place to get something to eat I camp 
as soon as hungry and live as happy as the day is long. 

For breakfast I usually have two quarts of tea, half a Johnny 
cake, and occasionally a pint of American [dried] apples. About 1 1 , 1 
camp and make myself a cup of cocoa. At dinner I usually have 
three courses viz\ beef-tea, Bfecf, potatoes and stewed apples, besides 
tea of course. And supper is about the same. When I get to a town 
people come to look at me as if I were a gorilla. If people croak to 
you about the dangers of my walk treat them with the same com- 
tempt that I would. Wink your left eye and say my son’s no fool and 
I guess knows what he’s about. 

The reference to the compass, like the reference to water along the 
track, may have been put in to reassure his mother. In 1913, Morrison 
wrote to a friend in London: “I vividly remember that on starting on my 
journey ... I lost my compass and I came across without one.” 

In the article he wrote later Morrison amplified his culinary intelli- 
gcqce: 
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I spread the oilcloth, and having lit a fire put on my salt beef to boil 
in the billy. By tlie time it was done, and the quart of tea made, 1 had 
a Johnny cake or fiapjack ready for cooking on the raked out coals. 
The former differ only in size, and are distinct from a damper in that 
they are cooked on the hot embers, whereas a damper is baked on the 
hot ashes with hot embers outside. No wood that I have seen can 
equal the Gidya for giving the very ash and ember most valuble to us. 
A Johnny cake made with baking powder is a most delicious scone — 
the very best baking powder is Eno’s fruit salt. . . . Soda is an excel- 
lent baking powder; the Johnny cake becomes a beautiful yellow, so 
that you can imagine you are eating bread made with milk, butter and 
eggs. At the stores — every station has its store — flour was 9d to i/- a 
pound, rice i/-, [preserved] apples and potatoes i/6, and meat, 
though most stations do not charge for it, was 3d to 6d a pound for 
salt beef. 

Morrison reached Cooper’s Creek, “the most interesting river in Aus- 
tralia”, on 15th February. It was at Cooper’s Creek that Burke and Wills 
had establislied tlie depot towards which they struggled back from the 
Gulf of Carpentaria to die. It took them sixty-seven days to reach the 
deserted depot, days during which, as Alan Moorehead puts it in his 
splendid reconstruction of the tragedy, Coopefs Creek, they “crawled 
over the enormous landscape like wet insects”. They, like Morrison, en- 
countered incessant rains, cyclonic storms, and enervating humidity. 
Morrison reached Cooper’s Creek fifteen miles below the junction of the 
Thomson river and the Barcoo, and about 200 miles above the site of the 
depot. From Cloncurry he had deviated westw^ard from the route of 
Burke and Wills. It had taken him fifty-five days^o walk from the Gulf. 
As he waded across the creek he paused halfway 

to admire tlie glorious reaches of the river opened up above and be- 
low me, and the high banks crowned with magnificent timber. Every 
description of wild fowl floated idly on the unruffled .surface of the 
current, and it was idleness which reigned supreme over the encamp- 
ment of blacks in the timber on the opposite bank. I was so delighted 
with seeing Cooper’s Creek at la®t that, despite an empty tucker 
bag, I must need camp for the night on its margin. 

Four days after leaving Cooper’s Creek, Alorrison wrote to his 
mother that he was “rapidly increasing in size” and could promise “with 
tolerable certainty to be dining at the College on the 26rh April”. He then 
had 1 1 19 miles to go. Three days later, approaching Thargomindah, he 
was caught by more torrential rains. For fifteen miles he did not sec land, 
and was so often in water up to his armpits that he travelled with nothing 
on but a shirt. For 350 miles he w^aded nearly as much as he walked: 

It rained for 76 hours at one stretch. In five days nine inches and 30 

points fell The whole country into I'hargomindah was (/ecome a 

vast series of swamps and flooded creeks. Buckling to it, every daBger 
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vanished at my approach. Wading through swamps and swimming 
creeks with long distances to carry food, 1 yet experienced no fatigue; 
the dash of excitement kept it away. Where the swamp extended for 
miles it was but natural that in threading my way among the trees, 
with no guide but the sun, and water often to my breast, 1 should 
wander from the track, but a wide cast on dry ground would as 
surely discover it to me. When the water was in motion, centipedes 
in hundreds and an occasional snake constantly floated across the path 
in unpleasant proximity 

He wrote to his mother on Sunday, 25th February: 

. . . On Friday I got a late start and travelling slowly I was overtaken 
by another swagman about sundown. We saw that we were to have a 
wet night so we built a bough humpy, shared my provisions, lit a 
roaring fire and resolved to grin it out. Such heavy rains fell all 
through the night that we had to wade next day 15 miles. Ail the 
creeks were running, the country was a perfect swamp and I walked 
with nothing but a shirt on. The fierce wind and rain beating against 
my naked skin made me colder than I have been for many months. I 
may be delayed here a week as I could not go 5 miles a day over this 
country as it is now, and the next house is 40 miles ahead. 

A new sheep station is being formed here . . . and two of the men 
have been lost since Friday morning and everyone is afraidjthat they 
will perish from cold and hunger. It is impossible to track them and 
few bushmen can make a line across country in such dark gloomy 
weather as this, A little over a fortnight ago a poor hawker perished 
up here from thirstir-it is either a famine or a feast. ... 1 have finished 
the thousand miles and am better and stronger than at any period of 
the walk. Had 1 carried as light a swag all through as 1 do now 1 
should be 200 miles ahead of this by the time. . . . This is written on 
two leaves of my notebook with vile ink and viler pen. All my note 
paper is destroyed. I have really nothing to say. . . . 

At Thargomindah, Morrison crossed the Bulloo River, a mile wide, 
in a boat, and a “deep wade” put l^im on the track to Hungerford. By this 
time he had trained himself to do with very little water; he could walk 
twenty-five miles without wetting his lips. 

TTie rains continued. The Paroo River, on the border of Queensland 
and New South Wales, was “not less than half a mile wide”. You could 
not see the opposite bank till quite close to it, and Morrison was warned 
that the river bed was thickly timbered with the Ypunyah. But he walked 
“slap in”, and crossed without difficulty. Over the river was Hungerford. 
The boundary between the two States passes through the centre of the 
town, and Morrison noted that the hotel was in Queensland, where the 
license fee was less, and the store in New South Wales, where there was 
free-trade. 

In crossing the Paroo, 20 miles below Hungerford, 1 waded in a care- 
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less way into the stream, with my heavy swag on my back. Gradu- 
ally it got deeper; it came over my waist; it reached my breast, my 
chin then was in the water; the next moment 1 went out of my depth 
altogether. The current in among the lignum bushes was very strong, 
and being impeded with my swag and boots 1 was a long time flound- 
ering about before I could get into my depth again. The experience 
was of use to me. I stripped and found a passage among the trees; 
then, returning for my tilings, I swam over with them in comfort. 

Not till 1 was loo miles below Hungerford did I overtake the 
flood waters of the Paroo and wade through the last of the swamps. 

Between Hungerford and Wilcannia lay a “wretched country of clay 
pans and sand ridges . . . uninteresting scrub . . . vast flats of salt-busli, and 
occasional stretches of barren hills”. It seemed “the very incarnation of 
dreary desolation”: 

These days were very lonely. Weak and fagged, and badly in need 
of a spell, 1 could not rest till 1 was in Wilcannia. I got in an hour 
after telegraph had closed on luster Monday; it was Wednesday 
before I had the means of buying any food. With no money in my 
pocket, and camped on the flat below the hospital, where those vag- 
rants who have knocked down tlieir cheques in the hells of this town 
rest till recuperated enough to start away with their swag, my 
experience of Wilcannia was not a cheerful one. Another young 
fellow was in a similar predicament to myself, but he knew a Chinese 
cook at one of the hotels, and twice sponged a supper. On the second 
evening another of us camped there was put in the lockup and got a 
fortnight. Another had been living on this flat for months; no 
one knew how he lived; he hadn’t a sixpence. 

Before he left on the seventy-mile track to Mount Manaro station, 
Morrison, with money telegraphed from Geelong, gave an al fresco feed 
to all the tramps and vagabonds. The way now meandered through “vast 
clay flats of salt-bush and malice, interspersed with sedges of mulga, borce, 
leopard woods and sandalwood”. The walking was heavy, and water 
scarce. But from Ivanhoe there were public- houses every ten or twelve 
miles. The landlady of one of them posed in Melbourne society as a 
squatter’s wife. Locally, Morrison noted, she was known as “the scrub 
Turkey”. 

It was now less arduous country, and Morrison travelled rapidly 
through Hay and Dem'liquin to Echuca, where he had stopped on his 
canoe trip two years before. Echuca is in Victoria, and Morrison was 
moved by native pride. “It was a perfect picnic,” he wrote: 

Instead of immense tracts of country owned by one man, and given 
up to sheep, there was a succession of beautiful little farms, each with 
its haystack, its neat little cottage, its substantial fence, and its scene* 
of vigorous activitv. . . . Certainly, I thought, my colony ri&y be the 
smallest, but it is ttie healthiest an^ most beautiful of them aU. 
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He reached Melbourne “in perfect condition'’ on 2 ist April, in good 
time for his dinner appointment at Geelong College on the 26th. David 
Syme asked him to write an account of the walk, and paid him ^4 los. for 
an article of 6000 words that occupied four and a half columns of close 
print. As a last word, Morrison said that he had come 1 700 miles through 
the interior of Australia without seeing a kangaroo. And he added mod- 
estly: 

My only objection to writing this account of my walk was a natural 
one. If it had never been written many p<^ple might think I had done 
something wonderful. They will read this and see that any one who 
cared to take the trouble and give up four months of his time could 
have done the walk more quickly than 1 did, more easily, and with 
less discomfort to himself. 

Many years later he wrote, “If nothing else, my walk proved how 
great had been the progress of colonization in tlie interior . . . since the 
Burke and Wills party met with disaster.” 

Morrison’s transcontinental ramble of 2043 miles in 123 days received 
curiously little attention from the Australian Press. But a Victorian country 
paper, the Inglewood Advertiser^ invoked the memory of Burke and 
Wills, a giant statue of whom had been erected in the heart of Melbourne’s 
fashionable Collins Street; 

If the bronze Burke and Wills . . . could have seen young Morrison 
trudging home with his swag upon his back, would they not have 
been rather astonished? A solitary footman, with no help beyond a 
strong will and A\</nderfill powers of endurance, had accomplished 
the task which brought such disaster on the grand cavalcade of horses 
and camels. . . . Alone, unarmed . . . for Four months, this gallant 
youngster, day by day, through flood and fire, had won his weary 
way. To what good? cries some Collins Street dandy, w ith slim waist 
and spindle legs. To what good? Why, to show that in the hardy 
Australian native’s veins there flows the same blood that sent Cook to 
traverse, in his cockle-shell, the great and unknown Southern Seas; 
that sent Livingstone to the source of the Nile, and Franklin to the 
thin-ribbed ice that guards “the arctic Zone.” 

And an equally erudite writer in the Leader said it was “a very hope- 
ful sign that the colony had been able to produce already so fine a speci- 
men as Mr George Ernest Morrison” whose “quiet self-reliance, dauntless 
courage and invincible determination” provioed “a splendid foundation 
for a national character”. His daring achievement was compared to 
Leander’s swim across the Hellespont and Captain Webb’s swim across the 
Channel: 

It has been alleged that Australians have a tendency to blow. In 
young Morrison this characteristic is conspicuous by its absence. He 
^:ells his story with the simpli::ity of a Swift or Defoe. And what a 
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strange story it is! The romantic episode in which he and his black- 
fellow traveller vied with each other in self-sacrifice in the thirsty 
desert brings to mind the curiously parallel and pathetic incident in 
Sir Samuel Baker’s Cast up by the Sea. 

More austerely, The Times in London observed: 

A man who ventures in this country alone and unarmed must be 
possessed of no small amount of hardihood. Mr Morrison’s feat com- 
mands the admiration of all interested in exploration, and must be set 
down as one of the most remarkable of pedestrian achievements. 


[IX] 

Morrison’s final article on the kanaka traffic had appeared in the Leader 
in December 1882, while he was on his way to Normanton. When he got 
back to Melbourne he found the traffic was still being discussed. The Rev. 
John Paton, now living in Melbourne, had again attacked it vehemently. 
He had been supported by another missionary, the Rev. Thomas Neilson, 
who said that during his sixteen years on Tanna he had known dozens of 
young islanders trained “under the British flag and by British subjects” 
to a career “of bloodshed and crime” as kidnappers. “If Mr Paton and 
those who share his views arc correct in only half their assertions,” the 
Afre commented” ... we must either bring about a change or sweep the 
entire system away as an accursed thing.” 

From Geelong College, tw'^o weeks after his return, Morrison wrote 
a letter of 27og words to the Age which went far beyond his articles in its 
denunciation of the “Queensland slave trade”. He was convinced, he said, 
that the “slave captains” did not encourage kidnapping “except under 
very exceptional circumstances”. Most kanakas were obtained by a simple 
and effective technique of false pretences: 

When a schooner arrives at an island its two whaleboats are at once 
sent ashore for recruits. In one is the recruiting agent paid by the 
owners of the vessel to get boys, in the other is the Government agent 
paid by the Government of Queensland :o see that the boys are ob- 
tained fairly The boats pull in to the shore, and while the recruit- 

ing agent’s boat backs into the beach, the one in w^hich is the 
Government agent keeps 50 yards or more away, so as to cover in 
case of an attack. Then the bargaining commences. At every island 
there are beachcombers, cunning natives, who have been carefully 
trained to decoy boys off to the schooner. The recruiting agent 
quickly engages in conversation with one of these, and enters into 
a compact by which the beachcomber undertakes to sneak off a cer- 
tain number of boys, his success to be substantially rewarded. He is 
given a present to racer him on his task, and the boats put back to the 
schooner. Nothing further is done until a smoke is seen on ^e beach 
— a preconcerted Signal. . . . The gioment the smoke becomes visible 
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we jump into the boat and pull for it with all our might. The recruiter 
urges us by promises of grog if there in time. Perhaps while we are 
rowing over the water the natives — ^friends of the boys — opposed to 
their going, are running along the beach to intercept them. The boat 
must be 3\ctc first even though the recruiter has to fire on these 
friends to compel them to cease running. Just as the keel grates on 
the sand the boys, who all this time have been waving us to come 
quick, step into the boat and are pulled leisurely off to the schooner. 
Most of the boys are recruited in this way. They have not keen kid- 
napped, they have come of their own free will deceived by the lies 
the beachcomber has been bribed to teH them, and the Government 
agent assists in the deception 

No native could leave the schooner once he was recniited. If he tried 
to escape by jumping overboard 

the watch will vie with each other in the sport of shooting him. So 
that in this traffic in flesh, encouraged by the Queensland Govern- 
ment and fostered by the Impend Government, a native, if he 
attempt to regain the liberty of which he has been fraudulently de- 
prived, is to be shot like a dog, and the sailor who held the rifle that 
slaughtered him is to be honoured on the schooner as a hero. 

On some sugar plantations, Morrison wrote, the kanakas were treated 
kindly, on others “most shockingly”. They were kicked, beat^, “terror- 
ized with the stockwhip”. At one of Queensland’s finest plantations the 
owner showed his guest with pride “a terrible prickly hedge, through 
which he compelled a ^yaked Kanaka to pass under fear o^ braining him 
with a tomahawk”. This inan^was known in the trade as responsible for 
“one of tlic most awful mas.sacres in the slave trade”. 

Righteous-minded men favour this labor traffic so long as they make 
money out of it, but surely they cannot justify the recruiting of 
women. ... A nice, pretty chaste girl leaves for Queensland, and a 
year or two later she is sent to her home an ugly, wrinkled, diseased 
hag. It is the diseases brought back by the women that are depopulat- 
ing the islands, no less than the taking away of the men. . . . When a 
number of women are recruited by a vessel the ship becomes a 
brothel. . . . The Government agent, you will say, is on the schooner 
to protect the women. But the Government agents, I can testify from 
personal knowledge, connive at every misdeed 

Morrison told the story of Remncstelesa, a “bright, pretty and happy” 
woman from Vanua Lava, who with her husband was recruited by the 
Lavinia: 

A sailor conceived an unholy passion for her, and thrashed her hus- 
band every day until he was compelled in self-defence to forfeit his 
wife^ honour. That sailor communicated a disease to the poor girl, a 
*tllsease which she will carry t<^,her grave. 



Next day the Age devoted its first leader to an endorsement of Mor- 
rison’s letter, which was of “transcendent interest, not because the facts 
told in it are new, but because the writer, an educated young man of high 
character, witnessed them with his own eyes”. The leader, almost certainly 
written by David Syme, said it was noteworthy that Morrison, “no closet 
philanthropist . . . but a practical man . . . was not roused to protest against 
the atrocities . . . when he first returned from the islands”. His letter there- 
fore was not an outburst of passionate indignation. (Morrison’s reticence 
in his articles was puzzling as well as noteworthy, and was later invoked to 
discredit him.) The leader ended apocalyptically: 

When we read the descriptions of the floating hells ... we arc 
tempted to wonder that fires of heaven do not consume ship and 
crew. But it is not in this tumultuous manner that God’s vengeance 
executes itself. We shall multiply sugar plantations, keep irreproach- 
able Sabbaths, and boast of our imports and exports for scores of 
years before the thunderbolt falls. When it comes it will be inexor- 
able. 

A few readers of the Age supported Morrison. One, who signed 
himself “Mallicola”, said he had taken labour to almost every market, and 
his experience coincided exactly with that of Mr Morrison: “He tells a 
plain, unvarnished talc ... in fact, he lets the trade down softly.” The Rev. 
Paton, congratulating the Age and Mr Morrison “in the interests of 
humanity”, pointed out that “the sad traffic” had carried off about a third 
of the population of the New Hebrides group and of many other islands. 
In a personal letter Mr Paton thanked Morrison with all his heart for his 
“excellent and»s\viping letter” and prayed that ouj Lord Jesus would bless 
and reward him. But Melbourne in May 1883 was much more concerned 
with the “Sunday Question” than with the slave question. A decision of 
the trustees of the Picture Gallery and the Public Library to open these 
institutions on Sunday had fired a tremendous explosion of puritan protest. 
There were endless meetings, deputation.s, petitions, and .sermons, though 
the Sabbatarians could not decide whether the supporters of culture on 
Sundays were atheists or Papists. 

“The ways of the Victorian clergy are certainly very wonderful,” 
said the Age: 

Who has ever heard a clergyman denounce the greed of house own- 
ers, which has led them to convert whole streets of our populous city 
into rookeries and clusters of brothels? . . . Take again the Queensland 
traffic in human fle.sh. The true character of it has been notorious for 
years, but where do we read of a Presbyterian synod waiting upon a 
premier of Queensland to stop it? . . . Is diere not a tacit understand- 
ing, incomparably better observed than any written law, which con- 
strains the clergy to keep silence when all matter in which vested 
interests of property are concerned? . . . But how magnificently do 
die clergy avenge themselves on sin when it has no balaBce in the 
bank. 
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As the organ of the ^Vested interests”, Melbourne’s other morning 

E , the conservative Argus, found it necessary to discredit not only 
Ison’s attack on the labour trafiic but also his walk across Australia: 

For some time past the accredited exponent of radical opinion in 
Melbourne has devoted a good deal of pains to the task of showing 
that Queensland sanctions a wholesale system of murder and man- 
stealing under the guise of the Polynesian labour traffic. To prove its 
assertions it relies chiefly on the authority of a young gentleman 
who has recently acquired some transient notoriety by performing the 
curious and purposeless feat of walking as a swagman from Carpen- 
taria to Melooume and who had previously gratified his love of 
adventure by taking some trips to the South Seas in labour vessels. 
This amazing pedestrian recently published a horrifying story of 
murder and violence, which he presented as a series of facts, that had 
come within his personal knowledge or under his own observation. 
It would, of course, strike every reader of his letters that, if his allega- 
tions were true, he should have sworn an information of murder or 
kidnapping against the offenders . . . and that by omitting to do so, he 
made himself an accessory to all the crimes he witnessed. But so 
obvious a reflection did not apparently occur to the radical writer. . . . 

To which the Age replied: 

If Mr Morrison had not been a native of the soil, or ii instead of 
humping his swag like a common bushman, or roughing it in a 
Queensland labour boat like a still more common sailor, he had saun- 
tered Europe roun^ with recommendations from Sir William Mitchell 
in his pocket, or had be^ presented at Court by that distinguished 
nobleman, the Duke of Manchester, there would have been scarcely 
anything too polite to say of his prowess 

In London the secretary of the Aborigines Protection Society, Mr 
Chesson, sent a copy of Morrison’s letter to the Secretary of State for the 
Odonies, the Earl of Derby, a distinguished statesman who had defected 
from Conservatism to Liberalism, and his Lordship politely advised the 
Governor of Queensland, Sir Anthony Musgrave, that he would be glad 
to receive a report on the subject. By appropriate bureaucratic processes 
the Inspector of Pacific Islanders, Mr A. R. Macdonald, and the Police 
Magistrate at Mackay, Mr W. R. Goodall, were instructed to inquire into 
Mr Morrison’s charges. The inquiry, held at Mackay on isr June 1883, had 
little more value as a judicial process than the trial of the Queen of 
Hearts in Alice in Wonderland. The man who had made the charges ^\as 
not present, and the only witnesses were the men involved, and a few 
bewildered and no doubt intimidated natives, testifying through a native 
interpreter. 

Nearly all of Morrison’s charges were categorically denied, and some 
of the Mritnesses defended themselves by attacking him. Able seaman 
Frasde Whitford said that “Morris<in used frequently to long for a woman, 
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but was afraid to touch one — ^like a hungry man looking at a tart'’; Able 
seaman Cooper said, “I have often heard him say he would like to have 
a woman himself, but that he was afraid to attempt it”; and Captain Smith, 
whom Morrison had described as the “little brutal skipper”, said that at 
Cape Lisburn, Santo, Morrison had attempted to drag a woman into the 
bush, and only by threats was induced to return to the boat. Able seaman 
James Gerard, known as Joe, admitted having connection with one of 
the Vanua Lava women, but denied laying hands on her husband Manlip, 
and was not sure whedier he had paid him five shillings for the loan of his 
wife. Manlip, through an interpreter, gave his own account of the trans- 
action. 

One fellow sailor man been take my Mary and had connection with 
her; his name Joe; he paid five shillings; Joe one fellow been take him; 
Joe says he want him Mary; I told Joe suppose you give me five 
shillings I give you my Mary; Joe did not fight or hit me; no other 
man been take my Mary; Joe only took my Mary one time. . . . Joe 
did not make my Mary sick; my Mary is not sick now. 

Dr Robert McBurney, as health officer rather than as part owner of 
the Lavinia^ testified that neither Manlip nor his Mary “at present nor at 
any past period have . . . apparently suffered from any venereal disease”. 
He also explained that he was always in favour of sending sick islanders 
back to their homes, and had he not done so he did not think any of the 
eighteen or twenty — he was vague about the number — sick “returns” 
would have survived. He did not explain the mysterious therapy of curing 
a number of siyk natives by cramming them for a long sea voyage into a 
tiny hold, where, according to Morrison, the atm&phcre was so pestilen- 
tial that, no matter how cold it was on deck, the moment he turned in he 
was “bathed in a horrible sickly sweat” as if he had a “malignant fever”. 
On only one point did all the witnesses not agree; Captain Smith swore that 
he had never heard of the song about “Beelzebub being nigh”, and three 
seamen swore they had never heard the captain sing it, but a fourth, appar- 
ently inadequately briefed, swore that he had heard the captain singing it. 
Mr Macdonald ended his report on a remarkably eloquent note: 

We dismiss Mr Morrison with the hope that, ere his restless vanity 
again urges him to sally forth from the classic precincts of the Scotch 
College, Geelong, in quest of a fresh budget of horrors ... he may 
have Teamed to discriminate between the loveliness of truth and the 
hatefulness of falsehood, and that he may pause to consider whether 
the ephemeral notoriety of a newspaper scribbler is not dearly earned 
by the indelible stigma of infamy attached to the character of a 
slanderer and a liar. 

Magistrate Goodall entirely concurred, and Queensland’s Colonial 
Secretary and Premier, Samuel Griffith, had the honour to forward a 
copy of the report to the Governor, Sir Anthony Musgrave, observing 
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that “no facts were elicited corroborating in the slightest degree the seri- 
ous allegations of Mr Morrison”, and adding the improper comment that 
Morrison was “a very young man, who does not bear a high reputation, 
and whose narratives need to be received with much caution”. Sir Anth- 
ony had the honour to forward a copy of Mr Griffith’s letter, and a copy 
of the Mackay Report, to the Earl of Derby, regretting very much that 
he was “unable quite to agree” with Mr Griffith that none of Morrison’s 
accusations had been corroborated: “The evidence is that of witnesses 
more or less implicated in the offences charged, and simple denial ... by 
no means amounts to disproof; while a good deal that is distinctly admit- 
ted is not inconsistent with Mr Morrison’s narrative.” As for Morrison’s 
character. Sir Anthony directed his Lordship’s attention to “tw o remark- 
able leading articles in the Melbourne in which Morrison had been 
described as “not an interested or untrustworthy observer”. 

Morrison himself, about to leave Melbourne for Edinburgh with a 
New Guinea spearhead in his abdomen, wrote a spirited letter to Mr 
Griffith, which the Age published: 

Sir — observe . . . that you have been pleased to describe me as a 
“very young man who does not bear a high reputation”. I need hardly 
say that, were you not shielded by Parliamentary privilege, I should 
compel you to retract your words or you should have to answer for 
your libel in a court of justice. . . . But your cowardly attack upon 
me is not likely to achieve the end you had in view’. At an early date 
I am leaving for England to continue at a home university my medi- 
cal studies begun at the Melbourne University, and I shall then have 
an opportunity of laying before the Right Honorable the Secretary of 
State for the Colonies wTell-authenticated vouchers as to my char- 
acter. . . . The Colonial Secretary will doubtless be able to discrimin- 
ate between the value of statements made by a disinterested witness, 
whose veracity can be vouched for, and a person like yourself, whose 
policy is to suppress all the facts connected with the “odious traffic 
in human flesh”, and whose character, moreover, may be estimated 
by the fact that he has selected to preside over the deliberations of 
the Assembly, of w'hose honcur he should be the jealous custodian, 
an individual w’ho has twice been brought under the purview of the 
criminal law. 

There was a sting in the peroration. The Speaker in Queensland’s 
House of Assembly, William Plcnry Groom, had come to Australia as a 
convict with two convictions — a disability w'hich did not prevent his also 
becoming Mayor of Toowoomba nine times and the member for Darling 
Downs in the Federal Parliament. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


[I] 

The r.REAT island of New Guinea, “like a vast bird hovering over the con- 
tinent of Australia”, was in 1883 the largest unexplored and unwanted 
region in the world. It was the last unknown. Only the fringe / Was ner- 
vous to the touch of voyagers^ wrote the American poet, Karl Shapiro, 
who was stationed in New Guinea during World War II. Missionaries and 
naturalists had explored a little of the coast, and attempted to penetrate 
inland. In 1879 a young Italian naturalist, Luigi Maria D’ Albertis, steamed 
up the Kly River some 580 miles, in a nine-ton launch lent by the Govern- 
ment of New South Wales. But as die Melbourne Argus said four years 
later: “The streajns are untraversed, the mountains^unscaled, the forests 
and plains of the interior are unvisited. Romance and mystery, dispelled 
from most other portions of the habitable globe, still linger about New 
Guinea.” 

During the seventies the Au.stralian colonies had become increasingly 
aware of New Guinea’s proximity and importance. Disturbing rumours 
of French, Rus.sian, Italian, and German designs on unclaimed New 
Guinea — the Dutch had held the southern coast since 1828 — ^reached 
Australia from time to time. In 1 874-5, tGreat Britain rejected several 
Australian appeals that, in her own and Australia’s interests, she should 
annex eastern New Guinea. Lord Derby’s attitude was expressed in his 
often-repeated statement that the empire had “too many blacks already”. 

The New Guinea question came to a head in 1882, with fresh reports 
of a German colonization plan, but again the Colonial Office showed a 
polite indifference to Australia’s fears — partly because of Britain’s reluct- 
ance to offend Germany, partly because she did not want to bear the cost 
of annexation, partly because of her suspicion that Queensland wanted to 
make New Guinea safe for blackbirders. The Premier of Queensland, Sir 
Thomas Mcllwraith, an aggressive, unscrupulous entrepreneur with a zeal 
for empire-building, national and personal, who was said to be endowed 
“w'ith all the vulgar forces of the Glasgow school”, reacted forcefufly anj^ 
vulgarly. While the Colonial Office shilly^-shallied, Mcllwraith ordered 



the Thursday Island police magistrate, Henry Chester, to take formal pos- 
session of “all that portion of New Guinea . . . lying between the 141st and 
155th meridians of east latitude, in the name and on behalf of Her 
Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria, her heirs and successors**. 

Without Her Gracious Majesty’s knowledge or approval, Mr Chester 
raised the Union Jack at Port Moresby on 4th April 1883, in the presence 
of the white population of three, and a few bewildered natives, to one of 
whom he presented a commemorative red felt hat. “The annexation of 
New Guinea, coming upon the almost criminal neglect of the Imperial 
Government, has found favour throughout the continent,” said the Gee- 
long Advertiser^ on the very day that Morrison finished his transconti- 
nental walk. But it did not find favour in Britain. When Lord Derby 
learned of the annexation — by courtesy of Reuter*s News Service, which 
sent him a copy of a message from its Brisbane correspondent — ^he was 
inclined to accept it grudgingly, rather than bicker with the troublesome 
Colonies, but the Prime Minister, Mr Gladstone, an old-fashioned anti- 
imperialist, was not convinced of the “necessity or propriety*’ of Queens- 
land’s action, which was also opposed by the Aborigines Protection 
Society, on the grounds that Queensland, with its notorious slave trade, 
was unfit to govern a native people. Mr Gladstone agreed with this when, 
on 2nd July, he told the House of Commons that Cabinet was fiot pre- 
pared to recognize the annexation, which was illegal and unjustified. 
Derby made a similar statement to the Lords, adding the suggestion that if 
the Australian colonies desired an extension of territory they should 
federate, as singly they would tfe unable to undertake the task. “The 
Ministry have decided, if not exactly to snub the Australians, at least to 
check their ambitious ardour by the timely application of a little cold 
water , . .” said the Saturday Review^ approvingly. 

The Colonials did not appreciate the cold-water treatment. There was 
general indignation at Britain’s action. Fifty-seven public meetings were 
held throughout Australia in 1883, all insisting that British rule in New 
Guinea was essential to Australia’s security. As the Leader said on i6th 
June: 

We cannot afford to let thi islands of the Pacific pass into the hands 
of dangerous neighbours; and it is not only the European powers 
who can be dangerous to us. Settlements of Chinamen or Malays will 
infallibly be formed. ... If Chinamen enter in, they will be the out- 
post of a possible Chinese invasion. 

In Victoria the New Guinea Question had dirolaced even the Sunday 
Observance Question as the topic of the day, and Morrison saw another 
opportunity for a special correspondent. He let it be known that he was 
prepared to lead an expedition into unknown New Guinea: 

My desire was communicated to Mr Syme, and took his fancy. The 
rdSult was that I undertook to return to New Guinea, with the gran- 
diloquent title of “Special Commissioner of the Melbourne Age^" 
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but without any pay, and without the remotest prospect of obtaining 
any. 1 was young and inexperienced and ardent. 1 cared nothing for 
money. I had a firm belief in my own future. I could not believe in 
the possibility of failure, and against the advice of my friends, I 
accepted a responsibility for which I was unfitted. 

Sv.'iftly and secretly he prepared for the expedition. He tried to 
insure his Hfe, but no company in Victoria would issue a policy. A Gee- 
long chemist made him up a medicine chest, “a marvel of compactness”, 
that included not only instruments, scales, bandages, and ointments, but a 
galvanic battery. On the advice of the Government Astronomer, Mr L. J. 
Ellery, he bought two Waltham watches instead of a chronometer, a fact 
which the Waltham Watch Company advertised proudly when Morri- 
son’s departure was announced. 

At the end of May, Mr J. C. Syme wrote to Morrison urging him to 
hasten his departure: “If the Argus people once know definitely you are 
going they will be certain to try and get up an expedition of their own,” 
he wrote. The Argus people soon learned of Morrison’s plans, and hastily 
organized a rival expedition under the leadership of an ambiguous adven- 
turer whom it presented as “Captain William Armit, a Fellow of the Lon- 
don Linnean Society ... a former officer of the Queensland Native Police, 
an accomplished writer, and a gentleman specially qualified for such an 
hazardous enterprise”. In a letter to his mother Morrison described Armit 
as “a drunken scamp”, twice discharged from the Queensland service for 
misbehaviour, and “a bullying, boastful, lying, man of 35, with no more 
claims to the title of Captain than I have to General”. 

New Guinea now became the prize in a contest between two rival 
newspapers. 

Morrison left Melbourne by train on 6th June and was interviewed 
on his arrival in Sydney. He told the Sydney Morning Herald that he was 
going “a short distance inland from Port Moresby to sec what prospects 
there would be of forming a mission station in connexion with the Presby- 
terian Church of Victoria”. 

Two weeks later David Syme telegraphed him at Cooktown: do not 
STUDY ECONOMY IN MEN OR EQUIPMENT FOR PERSONAL SAFETY AND SUCCESS 
WIRE IF ANYTHING REQUIRED SYDNEY MORNING HERALD SHAKING EXPENSES. 

Encouraged by Syme’s unexpected telegram, Morrison overdrew his 
account by £i$o and laid in £100 worth df additional stores. In the 
complete catalogue that he sent his mother in a letter from Lizard Island 
he lists 6lb. soap, files, saws, axes, soldering irons, and photographic appara- 
tus including a ruby lamp with 61 b. of candles and 37 dozen plates. Food 
included 4001b. salt, 20olb. sumr, 4501b. meat, one side bacon, 6 tins extract 
of meat, 6 bottles pickles, 60Tb. tea, 8 tins colfee, iz tins milk, i doz. Lea 
and Perrins sauce, 2501b. flour, 6 tins baking powder, 421b. oatmeal, 301b. 
maizemeal, 4olb. apples, and i dozen tins Huntly & Palmer biscuit^ 
“Trade”, for the conciliation and civilization of the natives, included 



44l dozen knives, 14 dozen tomahawks, 50 dozen Ashhooks, 3 dozen bead 
necklets, 12 81b. beads, i gross necklets, 3 dozen lockets, 2 dozen mouth- 
organs, 5 dozen “jawharps”, 4 dozen whistles, 2 gross mirrors, 5 dozen 
magnifying-glasses, about 100 yards print, 100 yards turkey red, 5 dozen 
pipes and 120 pounds of “trade” or inferior tobacco. (Tobacco, intro- 
duced by the missionaries, was the most effective weapon in their 
evangelizing armoury. When the Board of the London Missionary Society 
expressed doubts about the ethics of conversion by nicotine, the Rev. 
Lawes told them tersely, “If we dispensed with the use of it, the expenses 
of this Mission would be increased at least nyelve-fold. We should have to 
give a tomahawk which costs a shilling where we now give tobacco which 
costs a penny.” Each teacher in the mission used about 120 pounds of 
tobacco a year.) 

Apart from “trade” tobacco, Morrison's stores included i2lb. of 
“good tobacco” for consumption by the white men of the expedition. 
Other items were fireworks, medicines, books, and writing material. The 
stores, weighing four tons, were loaded on board a two-masted, five-ton 
lugger which Morrison chartered for ^ 80 — “a large sum,” he wrote to his 
mother, “but 1 would pay double that to be in New Guinea before the 
Argits expedition.” The lugger was commanded by a former Boston 
whaler. Captain J. W. Bollcs. 

In Cooktown, Morrison engaged two white men, John Wheeler 
Lyons and Edmund Snow, and two natives, a man from T#nna named 
Lively and a Malay named Cheerful. Lyons was a tall, wiry man of 
twenty-.six, an experienced prospector, reputedly one of the best bushmen 
in Queensland, who gave up a job at /12a month, with everything found, 
to accompany Morrison. He and Snow were both to receive £j 2. month, 
and the natives each /4 a month. Snow was a typical “wandering digger”, 
in his late forties, who had tramped with pick and shovel through many 
parts of Australia and taken part in the unsuccessful gold rush behind 
Port Moresby in 1878. “I should have picked my men with care,” Morri- 
son afterwards wrote, “but I was anxious to commence the important 
work with which I had been entrusted. The men 1 had engaged . . . were, 
with one exception, curious ctistomers.” The exception was Lyons. 

“Captain” Armit enlisted an equally dubious team. It included a 
“Professor” William Denton, whose academic title was as questionable as 
his leader’s military title, and his two sons. Denton, a former grocer’s 
assistant from Durham, England, had lived in America, where he edited 
a paper, practised psychometry, and once debated with a future President 
of the United States, James Garfield, on the origin of man. In Melbourne 
he was known as a writer and lecturer on Methodism, geology, spiritual- 
ism, mesmerism, temperance, and evolution. Armit left Cooktown on 20th 
June, and reached Port Moresby on loth July, three days behind Morri- 
son. “In the race to supply the public with news of New Guinea, it is 
pleas(«nt to notice that Morrison has been the first of the ‘specials’ to get 
7 here, landing in that darkest^of lands on the 7th of July,” the Leader 


44 



announced on 21st July. And it added optimistically, “Whether we are 
to annex New Guinea or not, we shall now know all about what we 
should gain in one case or lose in the other.” 


[II] 

Morrison had a “wretched passage” from Cooktown to Port Moresby. 
The lugger was “patched together in a disgraceful way. The deck was not 
caulked, and the scams of the top streaks and round the combings let 
water in by the bucketful.” Eleven days out from Cooktown, about sun- 
down, they sighted New Guinea, and in the morning ran in through a 
howling gale, not knowing whether Port Moresby was to windward or 
leeward. It was dark when they reached an anchorage, and they could 
not land till the following morning. The stores had all been damaged by 
sea water, “the sugar resembling the original juice”. 

Morrison found the port little changed since his previous visit, but 
there was visible sign of the abortive annexation. The Union Jack now 
waved before one of the largest and finest of several new houses, this 
being “the seat of royalty, the palace of Bor Vagi, the great chief of 
Aloni, who now sports an old suit of missionary’s pyjamas”. In the after- 
noon Morrison went to church and saw a missionary pour about a pint 
and a half of water on the mop of a savage, w'ho “laughed and seemed to 
enjoy it — for visions of tobacco rose before him”. .Morrison did not 
approve. In his dispatch to the Age he wrote: 

I think the missionaries do wrong to pander to the taste of the natives 
for tobacco. . , . The mi.ssionaries giv'c the natives tobacco, not be- 
ca\ise it does them good hut because it does you good to see their 
heartfelt gratitude. . . . Their fondness for the fragrant weed seems 
to amount to a passion. There is scarcely any sacrifice they will 
not make to obtain a supply. 

He did not mention the 120 pounds of inferior tobacco in his own 
stores. » 

Morrison spent sixteen days making his final preparations. He ran into 
trouble from the start. I he two natives proved un.satisfactory — one was 
a drug addict and the other a drunkard — ^and were replaced by two Aus- 
tralian aborigines. The two missionaries, Messrs Lawes and Chalmers, 
were equally troublesome. Morrison was soon involved in a bitter and un- 
Christian argument with them over the ownership of fifteen horses that 
were running free about the mission. Ten had been brought over by the 
diggers in the gold rush of 1878; five were young brumbies which Morri- 
son and Lyons broke in. The missionaries claimed them all. Morrison 
resolved the dispute rather arbitrarily by announcing that, as there was no 
law in New Guinea, he proposed to take the horses in spite of the mission- 
aries. “By my arrival, I simply euchre Armit,” he wrote to his Hlbther^ 
. . the horses he counted on will be hobbled and belonging to me before 
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he can get here.’* As for the missionaries: **The behaviour of Mr Lawes 
causes me the greatest disgust. It is charitable to assume that he is half- 
witted. St George [another missionary] is over here on a visit chiefly 1 
think to aid in drin^ng the missionary spirits. He is usually drunk for he 
can’t stand as much as Mr Chalmers.” 

Morrison left Port Moresby on i ith July, planning to cross the island 
to Dyke Acland Bay, on the north coast, lOo miles away. “1 shall be away 
months perhaps a year or over”, he telegraphed his mother, by way of 
Cooktown. “Everything promises success apprehend no danger. . . .” But 
he did not underestimate his task. “It is etident that the difliculties of 
travelling in this country are not trifling,” he wrote to the Age: 

I do not know if any of your readers have ever been in a mangrove 
swamp. Nothing can exceed the toilsomeness of endeavouring to 
penetrate such country. It is a serious matter to lose your way in one 
of these labyrinthine thickets, for the sunlight is often completely 
shut out, and as you go stumbling along in a most oppressive atmos- 
phere — ^now plunging in an unexpectea slime, through missing your 
foothold on the tortuous twigs, and now narrowly escaping impale- 
ment from a projecting bough, you feel a good deal like a rat in a 
cage. ... In some places these giant mangroves, closely packed, rise 
in a dark mass of foliage to a height of 70 feet. 

Beyond the malarial sw’amps of mangroves, cane, and floadng grasses, 
a much more formidable obstacle lay in Morrison’s path, the majestic 
Owen Stanley mountains, a series of jungle-covered peaks, rising from 
eleven to thirteen thousand f^t, their summits lost in mist. 

“Lianas, creepers, rattan and lawyer vine form thick webs among the 
trees, shutting out sunlight and impeding human travel,” wrote Stephen 
Winsor Reecf in 1903. “Ferns, begonias, mosses and orchids grow' under- 
foot or attach themselves to trees and vines. In the swampland country a 
thick layer of oozy, decaying vegetation offers the poorest imaginable 
support for travel on foot.” Sixty-four years before, D’Albertis had writ- 
ten: “It is easier to ascend the highest peaks of the European alps with an 
alpenstock than to cross an ordinary hill in New Guinea.” 

Morrison had an inauspicious start, which he reported in another 
telegram to his mother: 

. . . HORSE RAN ABOUT SMASHED PACKS STARTED AGAIN WORTHLESS YOUNG 
ENTIRE RUSHED MARE SHOT IT DRUNKEN MISSIONARIES EXAGGERATED 
TRIFLING ACT OF NECESSITY INTO DASTARDLY CRIME THEY HAD NO CLAIM 
TO ENTIRE MISSIONARIES BEHAVED DISGRACEFULLY THREATENING TO SET 
NATIVES ON ME HAVE NOW GOT HORSES MISSIONARIES BEING SATISFIED 
WITH DELAYING ME ONE WEEK. . . . DONT BE AFRAID I DO ANYTHING 
ILLEGAL WITH HORSES. 

On 24th July they set out again. The expedition now consisted of 
fliree white men, two aborififinRl boys, and eleven Motu carriers. Travel- 

46 



ling north-east from Port Moresby towards the Goldie River, Morrison 
had covered only fifteen miles in three days, when he had trouble with 
Ned, who was in charge of the horses. “The old digger who swore to go 
with me to death gave in at the end of 15 miles from the start,” Morrison 
wrote. The party returned to Port Moresby and Ned was replaced by the 
only available white man, Frank Wilkinson, who was acting as cook in 
Port Moresby’s one store. But — ^Frank was “a worthless halfwitted new 
chum, who became a constant source of danger to us”: “Our party was 
very weak. . . . The two black boys could never be taught to fire a gun. 

. . . Lyons gave unqualified satisfaction, but when 1 went forward to pros- 
pect the track 1 was never certain but that 1 might find the camp 
wrecked on my return.” 

When Morrison came back to camp one day he found the black boys 
drying some damp cartridges on hot cinders, while “the new chum” lay 
close alongside watching. “As might have been foreseen,” Morrison later 
wrote, “my journey ended in disaster.” There was constant trouble with 
the natives: 

They saw the weakness of our party, and took advantage of it. . . . 
Our camp was always more or less surrounded by natives, waiting an 
opportunity to make a raid. ... In spite of all our vigilance we had 
axes and tomahawks stolen, and a native sneaked off in open daylight 
with one large red blanket. We awoke one morning to find our tea 
stolen. . . . Our only safety lay in conciliating the chiefs by a liberal 
distribution of gifts. 

Morrison seefned incapable of seeing the natives’ J)oint of view. It may 
have been irritating to lose a tomahawk, a blanket, or a tin of tea, but, on 
his own account, these cannibals and headhunters, who had never enjoyed 
the blessings of baptism or bad tobacco, behaved with admirable restraint: 

. . . crowds of men were in the habit of coming with spears, clubs and 
shields, and motioning us to go back. They would also run with 
their spears and pretend to discharge them at us. On one occasion, a 
man brought a shield down to our caihp, laid it at our feet, signed to 
us that it would be to our advantage to go back, and immediately ran 
away. 

As the Sydney Bulletin, a strident organ of Australian nationalism 
and a bitter opponent of imperialism, later said of the natives: 

They discovered, pushing his way among them, a mysterious stranger, 
of alien race and suspicious motives. He came uninvited and unde- 
sired. These savages showed wonderful — we may say unheard of — 
forbearance. The numerous population of each district resorted to 
every means short of actual violence to induce the intruder to turn 
back. We scarcely see what the most civilized society could^have 
done that would hau been more dec^t and praiseworthy. 
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The party struggled on for thirty-eight days, hacking its way through 
tangles or liana and lawyer vines, dll it reached the foot of the dividing 
range: 

As we got further inland, the country became densely populated, and 
the natives increased in boldness. One came quietly down to where 
three of us were packing the last horse, picked up a tomahawk, and 
darted for the scrub. 1 could have shot him easily but instead of 
doing this, one of the party chased him, caught him, punched his 
head and let him go, though tlie savage had turned round half-way 
and flung the tomahawk at his pursuer. We decided next time to use 
the gun. The opportunity came on 2nd October. On that day 1 went 
out with four natives to cut the track, all the others but the new 
chum being sick with fever. I gave the natives a valuable scrub 
knife. ... As we proceeded with our work the natives increa^d in 
number till 4 had become 40, most of them carrying spears. . . One 
of them suddenly seized die knife and bolted with it. This stealing 
was getting a farce, so I waited until the man had got such a distance 
that a shot could not inflict much injury, and I then gave him one 
charge in the back. 

Morrison’s purpose, he said, was to show the natives, ^‘without doing 
serious injury to any of their number”, that he would no longer submit 
to the thievery which threatened to put an end to the exploration. When 
he fired, the native rolled over. Morrison went along the track; when he 
got close, the native rose to his feet and walked away through the scrub. 
Morrison went backjto camp, three miles away, and told Lyons, who was 
very ill with fever, that he felt like a murderer. They passed an uneasy 
night: 

The forest was brightly illuminated by huge fires which had been 
lighted by the natives on the hills everywhere around us, and within 
the glare, the forms of the savages, all in full war trim, could be seen 
constantly moving about. Some of them were so close to us that we 
could observe the white paint with which they had besmeared their 
faces, and in the night, as in the day, additional members of the tribe 
continued to come up, each w caring his charm, and carrying three or 
more long spears, a club, and a shield. . . . We determined to make an 
early start in the morning. 

Next day, as Morrison loaded up, warriors with heavy bundles of 
spears gathered in crowds, and the long grass “fairly bristled with spears”. 
Lyons was scarcely able to walk. Morrison was leading his horse a little 
in advance of the others, climbing a steep spur densely covered with 
scrub. The top was clothed with long grass as high as the top of his head. 
He was making his way quietly through the grass when he was struck 
violently by two spears thrown almost simultaneously. One penetrated 
hi;s stomach just under the chest, the other entered the hollow of his 
right eye and struck the botton^f the bridge of his nose: 
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At the moment I was struck, I was raising my foot to step up a bank, 
a couple of feet in height, and instinctively, as the spear sped towards 
me, I threw my head back, overbalanced, and fell to the ground. Had 
it not been for this, I should undoubtedly have been killed, for if 
instead of yielding with the spear and falling beneath the elevation of 
■ its range before it struck me, my head had offered a firm resistance 
to the weapon, it must have pierced through my skull. As soon as I 
fell, I pulled out the spear, which still hung from a comer of my 
eye, and directly I did so, a torrent of blood rushed from my nose. I 
rose and picked up my rifle which had fallen from my hand, and dis- 
charged it in the direction from which the spears had come I was 

overcome by a feeling of faintness, and had just lain down again 
when T.yons, alarmed by the report of my gun, came running up. I 
was reeking in blood. 

Morrison gave two accounts of the attack in his reports to the 
one written from hospital in Cooktown. But the most vivid came from 
the untrained pen of Lyons. Writing to Mrs Morrison of her “kind and 
generous son” and his “noble behaviour”, he said: 

W'e were going alright and were not much more than a mile from 
place where we intended to camp going up a very steep scrubby hill 
when suddenly I heard a piercing scream after which a shot was fired 
then your son called out Jack. I mshed up saw your son stretched 
on his back covered with blood from head to foot with spear in 
corner of eye and another in his body, I have seen a good few spear 
w^ounds in my rime but never saw tw^o in one pian so close to vital 
parts and not to prove fatal. The first w'ords he uttered were “Oh 
my poor dear A'lothcr the trouble 1 have caused you.” He also said 
“What w'ill Mr Syme say at my failure.” He hurt his leg very much 
for in falling his leg must have doubled under him so must have con- 
tracted some of the sinews — could not touch it without paining 
him very much. 

I quickly made up my mind to unpack all the horses leave the 
trade and only take your son’s instniificnts and most valuable things. 
Your son told me to be sure and take the Bible and Testament also 
Watch you had made him a present of. He was very anxious about 
these. Then he started vomiting large clots of blood. The other man 
the whole time I was unloading honscs .seemed frightened to death 
lent me no a.ssistance whatever but wanted me to go and leave every- 
thing. However I unloaded the horses I don’t know how for I was 
very bad with fever ... I was thinking all the time which would be 
best way to take your son down to Port. I knew he must be very 
weak from loss of blood in fact I was thinking whether he would 
be able to sit a horse for he was very bad — To go back the way we 
had come would be madness, I determined to cut across country and 
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strike old track 30 miles from here. At last he made a start but he 
had to get off on top of hill to vomit more blood. After little while 
we went a little further and gave him a drink of nice cold water. 
Drinking it I thought he would have died he suffered such awful pain 
in stomach. We kept going though very slowly. We fell in with five 
natives at sundown and 1 got them to carry him a short distance in his 
blanket. The black boys had lost the other blanket so all your son 
had on that night was a blanket but no covering. I had to shift him 
from side to side about every ten minutes he could get no rest which- 
ever way he lay but he bore it very bravely without complaint. Next 
day we made a good stage, then 1 had to leave him in charge of Frank 
while I went to find and cut track. I was away two days and when 
1 came back your son told me that Frank would not go to get him 
his blanket that was on his horse tied up about 100 yards away so he 
laid there in the bitter cold all the night. He could not walk himself 
... I had the fever and your poor son w'as as ill as ill could be — He 
eat nothing for 8 days and getting like a shadow but he kept up 
bravely all the time. I never saw a better fellow to endure hardships, 
such a fine temper never complaining though how he managed to sit 
a horse was something wonderful for at places it was like going up 
and coming down side of house that steep— one side of his face got 
paralysed his eye he could not close I can assure you he suffered 
very much. His chief anxiety seemed to be thinking wffat Mr Syme 
would say at his turning back. 1 tried to cheer him up by telling him 
he had risked his life in the service of Mr Syme and he could expect 
no more from anyone. I have written to Mr Syme and told him main 
points of trip up till the time they attacked ns ... I should say that 
Mr Syme ought to give him great credit for what he has done. . . . 
Anyway he had the satisfaction of going 25 miles further than any 
white man and that over country that has never been reported on. 
... If the party had been a large one your son would have done what 
he had undertaken to do. That was die only fault he made in taking 
too small a party. None but a very large party will ever penetrate far 
inland in New Guinea • 

1 have no doubt at some future time he will make a brilliant name 
for himself. 

I know he will make very light of this to you and I think it nothing 
but right that a mother should know what her son has gone through. 

[A party of fourteen white men, eleven Malays, and a New Guinea 
interpreter, organized by the Geographical Society of Australasia, tried 
to explore New Guinea in 1885. More than ^^4500 was spent in prepara- 
tions, and the supply of trade included four and a half dozen cricket and 
boating caps and four dozen fancy garters. The expedition spent four 
months in New Guinea, but despite a generous distribution of haber- 
j^ashdty, achieved little.] 
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[III] 

A clinical account of Morrison's injuries appeared in the Edinburgh Medi- 
cal Journal in October 1884. It was written by Mr George Mackay, House 
Surgeon of the Royal Infirmary, Edinburgh, and President of the Royal 
Medical Society. “One spear,” he writes, “entered at the side of the nose 
about i inch below the inner canthus of the right eye; the other pierced 
the abdominal wall about zi inches above the umbilicus, and i inch to the 
left of the middle line.” The spears were about twelve feet long, made of 
wood sharpened only at the point. “Rising to his feet he pulled out the 
roears. That in the abdomen came away much more readily than that in 
me face. . . . Towards evening he became unconscious and remembers 
nothing more of that night.” 

4th Oct. Rode all day in great pain. . . . Once while sitting in the 
saddle he had a sensation in his left leg as though a “nerve had been 
drawn out like a bow string, and suddenly let go”. He says he heard 
ir distinctly, and that it was accompanied by a “galvanic shock” down 
the leg. He felt dazed all day. He ate nothing. Had great thirst but 
found that if he drank water it set up griping. No shelter at night. 
Sth. His mouth broke out, and was very sore both inside and on the 
lips. He had to lie down most of the day, while his men were cutting 
a track through the forest. The weather was very cold and damp, and 
he had neither blanket nor sheets. He ate nothing. 

6th. The lower part of his belly to the left was swollen and yellow 
and walking was painful. The wound in the abdomen was closed up, 
but the horse falling with him the wound opened and pus began to 
trickle dowif. Stooped very much; same shocks; moutii very sore. 
For nourishment i pint coffee, i pint Liebig, 3 little fancy biscuits. 
No shelter. 

^th. Pus still trickling. Had to walk 3 miles because horse knocked 
up Some coffee and a little Liebig. 

8th. Pus stopped trickling, and wound closed. Left side of his face 

benumbed and paralysed complete loss of power over left eyelid. 

Left eye protruding. Ate nothing. Drank plenty of water. Rained all 
night. 

9th. Left leg becoming fixed in flexed position. Face bad. Very hard 
work this oay. Took i pint coffee and a few wet biscuits. 
loth. Shot a mick, and had a pint of soup. 

nth. Shot six ducks and had giblet stew. Left leg almost useless. . . . 
I Sth. Carried into Port Moresby. 

[IV] 

Morrison remained in Port Moresby for a fortnight. The numbness in his 
left cheek continued, and he did not regain power of the eyelid. His leg 
was so shrunk up and contracted that he could scarcely walk. He^took 
forty or fifty minims of Ludanum every other night to induce sleep. Oi» 



the night before leaving, the pain in his thigh was so acute that he took 
loo minims, and finished his supply. He was very thin. His normal weight 
was over 1 1 stone. In Port Moresby, he weighed 7 stone 2 lb. 

From Port Moresby, Morrison sailed in a small beche-de-mer 
schooner, the Pride of the Logan^ for Cooktown. At die end of the first 
week, anchored under the lee of a mangrove swamp, he developed fever 
and ague, which continued more or less severely every other day till after 
he got back to Geelong. The journey from Port Moresby to Cooktown 
took twenty days. Just before reaching Queensland, Morrison’s moudi 
healed up and he found he could close his left eyelid. In Cooktown he saw 
a German doctor who fried to straighten his leg by kneeling on it. He 
spent seven days in hospital in Cooktown before catching the steamer 
Warrego for Sydney. Five days out from Cooktown, he blew a splinter 
of wood about ^ inch long out of liis nose. 

“I do not care to dwell upon these disagreeable months . . .” Morrison 
wrote in his “Reminiscences”, “and 1 have destroyed every paper tliat 
I had in connection with my journey and endeavoured to efface from my 
memory, all recollections of it. . . . My voyage back to Melbourne, de- 
feated and wounded, was the most disagreeable experience of a lifetime. It 
seemed to me as though I had been lamed for life.” 

In Geelong, Morrison saw his family doctor who treated his fever 
widi quinine and gave him borax to snuff up his nose, llie homely therapy 
was not effective. Morrison blew another splinter out of his right nostril, 
and continued to suffer from intermittent fever, and though anxious to 
complete his journal w^as quite unfit to do so. Syme was not to be put off. 
He sent a reporter, Mr Stephens, down to Geelong with instructions to 
wait till the whole a(^:ount of Morrison’s journey was finished. Ultimately 
the Age received nine long articles which Morrison titled “My Failure 
in New Guinea”. “The exigencies of the new'spaper required a less modest 
title,” he wrote later. “I had no copy to speak of. . . . Very ill at the time, 
I am only partly responsible for the scries. . . .” 

After a few’ weeks in which his condition got w^orse Morrison con- 
sulted Australia’s leading surgeon, Mr T. N. Fitzgerald, who lanced his 
buttock twice and removed from his right nostril a splinter which was 
impinging on the spine, being wxdgcd in between the first and second 
cervical vertebrae. Considerable force had to be used in pulling it out, 
and the operation, performed without chloroform, was a very painful one. 
The splinter w^hich had been in 169 days was a tapering piece of wood 
about 2 inches long by \ inch in diameter at its thickest part. The other 
spear point remained in his body. Fitzgerald would not operate on it, and 
suggested that Morrison be put in the hands of the celebrated John Chicnc, 
Professor of Surgery at the University of Edinburgh. Fitzgerald w’as going 
to England on the R.M.S. Mirzapore, and Morrison sailed with him on 
27th March. He suffered greatly from severe rigors, and the day after the 
ship left Colombo, Fitzgerald, having detected the presence of a foreign 
bodyiiy a probe in the left buttock, pur Morrison under chloroform, cut 
Ihto the buttock, and findings sinus leading into the pelvis, came to a 
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large sac of pus in which fragments of splinter were collected. He wanted 
to make an abdominal incision, but was deterred by an epidemic of scarlet 
fever on board, and by lack of antiseptics. Morrison was in bed six days, 
and became a great favourite with the young women passengers, who 
decorated his cabin and brought him gifts. He arrived at Gravesend on 
14th May. 

Fitzgerald would accept no fee, but before he left Melbourne, Morri- 
son had raised with David Syme the matter of his medical expenses. Syme 
replied through his manager, K. D. Bennet, that he was not refusing to pay 
any expenses, “but we cannot be expected to pay an indefinite account”. A 
second letter from Bennet was equally sympathetic: 

Mr Syme requests me to ask you what further expenses you want the 
firm to defray. You must bear in mind that already your expenses 
have far excelled the limit to which you pledged yourself and that we 
have gained nothing whatever from the Expedition one way or 
another, and that in fact the Expedition has not only been a peciim'ary 
loss to us, but the source of serious annoyance and vexation. 

When this letter reached him, Morrison w^as in the Royal Infirmary, 
Edinburgh, also suffering a little annoyance and vexation. 

tV] 

“Captain” Annit’s expedition had been no more succc.ssful than Morri- 
son’s. Leaving Port Moresby on 14th July with fifty native carriers, Armit 
went in a north-easterly direction to Sogeri, which he made his head- 
quarters. 

In his first dispatch to the Argus he wrote: “These Papuans are no 
more savages than \vc arc. . . . My love of botany, and a habit I have of 
sticking specimens in my hat w hen on the march, seems to have endeared 
me to rlicm. I reciprocate the feeling. ... 1 am actually beginning to love 
these Papuans — so much belied and yet so good.” 

By 17th August, Armit had reached a pomt which he claimed was 
about 120 miles ESE. from Port Moresby, and sKty miles from the nearest 
point on the coast. Here the party was attacked by fever, and at the end 
of August the expedition was abandoned. “Professor” Denton died on the 
way back. In his last sickness he refused all nourishment because of a 
theory that food stimulated the progress of disease. The rest of the party 
reached Port Moresby on 3rd September. Armit’s claim to have penetrated 
1 20 miles inland, and Morrison’s to have gone twenty-five miles farther 
into the interior than any other white man, were both disputed by the 
Rev. Chalmers, who declared that he himself had reached the farthest 
point, forty miles inland from Port Moresby. According to Messrs. Lawes 
and Chalmers, who seemed to have a proprietary interest in New Guinea 
exploration, Armit had penetrated no farther than thirty-nine miles in a 
straight line from Port M‘»resby, and Morrison, thirty-five miles. But the 
nii.ssionarics were not: reli.iole witnesses. Meriting to a Sydney newspapef 
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in 1888, Sir Edward Strickland, president of the Royal Geographical 
Society of Australasia, denounced them both for the *Meplorable loose- 
ness" and “absurdly" of the accounts of their travels, and their **melan- 
choly ignorance" of the geography of New Guinea. 

Both Armit and Morrison were criticized by Mr Hugh Hastings 
Romilly, Deputy Commissioner for the Western Pacific, in a report 
dated 20th November 1883: 

The two so-called exploring expeditions have done no good. One of 
them has unfortunately done much harm. It is worthy of notice that 
the accounts of their doings ... are vefy inaccurate. Mr Morrison, a 
boy of 2 1 . . . reached a point probably 15, certainly not more than 22, 
miles from the coast, though he asserts it must have been nearly 100 
miles from the sea. . . . Mr Armit . . . reached a spot 40 miles from the 
coast, which had previously been visited by Mr and Mrs Lawes. These 
private expeditions, led by men of no experience, will do much harm 
if any more should be organized. 

TTie Bulletin was even more uncharitable towards Morrison. Iden- 
tifying him with the hated cause of imperialism, it devoted a page to a 
sardonic inquest on his misadventures, and another page to a series of 
cartoons ridiculing them. “When Mr Morrison introduced capital punish- 
ment, so did the savages, and not before it," it said. “Thus Mr Morrison 
was the first savage in the affair." And it drew a political laoral: 

The imaginative persons of Jingo proclivities, who have begun to 
gabble about the necessitjr of annexation should discover in Mr Mor- 
rison’s narrative — notwithstanding its MuNCHAUSEN-like episodes 
of stan^ation — sufficient reason for suspending their excited clatter. 
... It becomes clear that, although the mere farce of hoisting a flag 
and firing a salute will hurt nobody and do nobody any benefit, any 
steps to take active possession of New Guinea must lead to a bitter 
and bloody conflict. 

In spite of the Bulletin^ Britain on 6th November 1884 proclaimed 
a protectorate over south-east New Guinea. She had been spurred into 
action because Germany had tdken possession of north-east New Guinea. 
The Union Jack was again hoisted at Port Moresby, this time by the 
commander of the Australian naval station. Commodore J. E. Erskine, 
who adorned the ceremony with a display of electric lights on his flagship 
H.M.S. Nelson, rockets, speeches, salutes, the presentation to a native 
chief of a walking-stick with a n^'o-shilling piece screwed into the top, 
and a generous distribution of trade tobacco. The commodore is reported 
to have said to a group of natives who were relaxing after a feast of human 
flesh, “Queen Victona doesn’t like her children to do that sort of thing." 
Among them was Queen Koloka of Naara, who, however, called herself 
Queen Victoria’s sister. It is doubtful whether Victoria would have 
appre^ved her buxom sister’s ceremonial costume: a short grass skirt and 
%. trade necklace. 



[VI] 

Morrison arrived in London, lame and suffering severely, on 14th May 
1884, and was admitted to St George’s Hospitsd for treatment. A week 
later he entered the Royal Infirmary, Edinburgh, where Professor Chiene 
examined him, probing the sinus deeply. Chiene could feel no foreign 
body, and determined to wait and see the effect of simple rest, but when 
an intense burning pain in Morrison’s left thigh got worse, with great 
abdominal tenderness, he decided to operate. His decision was supported 
by another distinguished surgeon, Mr Joseph Bell, whose powers of 
deduction had so impressed a young student called Arthur Conan Doyle a 
few years before that he inspired the character of Mr Sherlock Holmes. 

On I St July, Chiene, assisted by Bell, and with sixteen other surgeons 
watching, made the incision that Fitzgerald had wanted to make on board 
ship, and with some difficulty with£cw from the iliacus muscle, where 
it was firmly embedded, a tapering fragment of wood 3 inches long, and 
from i to i of an inch in diameter. A countryman of Morrison’s, Dr F. 
Lidell who assisted as instrument clerk, said, “I well remember the look 
of surprise and satisfaction when, having carefully manipulated a long pair 
of forceps in the depths of the wound, Chiene extracted ... the head of 
the spear.” 

The fragment is preserved in the museum of the medical school at 
Edinburgh University. Morrison wrote to his mother: “It was about the 
size of your second finger. ... I was extremely fortunate I came home 
here when I did for who in Victoria could have removed it?. ... An 
account of this very remarkable case will appear in the Edinburgh Medical 
Journal , . . .” 

In his “Reminiscences” Morrison recalled that a^year after the opera- 
tion Chiene gave a dinner in honour of Morrison’s recovery, and ex- 
pressed his intention of sending Morrison’s parents a model of the spear- 
head in gold: 

It was very pleasant for me to hear this, and I wrote to my parents 
in Australia telling them of tlie gift that would soon reach them. 
But the gift was never sent. In 1895, ^ again in Edinburgh . . . 
and it was pleasant for me again to meet th»‘ Professor to whom I owe 
so much. He then said to me, “Man, I have long intended to send 
your father a model of the spearhead in silver'" I again wrote to my 
parents, telling them that they were shortly to receive this valuable 
souvenir. But the model was never sent. Some years later, when I met 
the cautious professor a third time, I was disappointed that he did not 
offer to send me a model in bronze. 

Morrison was in the Infirmary for eighty days. When he left for the 
country on 7th AuOTst his lee was no longer bent, although he walked 
with a slightly rolling gait. By the end of the year his health was so 
much better that on 6th January 1885 he was able to resume his medical 
course. He took lodgings at 6 Marchmont Road, Edinburgh. A fellow- 
student, T. J. Henry, als-^^ an Australian, recalled him at the univerSty: 
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In mentioning men, he invariably mentioned their full names, Chris- 
tian and surname. This was in line with his passion for precision in all 
things. He was a non-smoker and an abstainer. A healthy contempt 
for sartorial conventions was a characteristic. At that time wc suffered 
under the tyranny of the prim fashions of the Victorian era and he 
who did not wear the stiff-fronted shirt, high collar, and full cuffs 
prescribed, was liable to be classed with socialists, artists, poets and 
other undesirables. Morrison courageously defied this prejudice, and 
affected a soft shirt, with limp turn-down collar, a suit of inconspicu- 
ously patterned tweed, loosely cut. 

“There is no question but that I worked hard,” Morrison wrote in his 
“Reminiscences”, “I was anxious to finish my course as soon as possible, 
and travel round the world.” He took little interest in sport, either as 
participant or as spectator, but it is apparent from some of the letters 
he kept that he had time for girls, if not for games. 

“I regret to hear that the Woman incident still lies heavy on your 
breast,” another student, W. S. Newton, writes to him. “Remember j our 
late experience of the lady who wants your address and keep clear of the 
wiles of the charmer opposite. As your landlady is cxzcmatous, I need 
not warn you against her.” 

The life of Edinburgh medical students in the eighties followed a 
traditional pattern. Newton reported on a students’ ball: 

Tonight, or rather tomorrow, for it is to begin at 12, uill t)e a grand 
and affecting farewell from the students to the ballet girls, said fare- 
well to take shape of a grand ball, tickets to men 10/- each, females 
free, drinks and^feed found, bar champagne. Under these circum- 
stances I suppose it will resolve itself into a drunken riot. . . . Some of 
the ballet girls are sure to fight, there was a big light, I hear, amongst 
them the other night. It began by one telling a rival charmer that she 
was little better than a prostitute, the rival fair replied that at least she 
could “thank her gawd” she had never slept with 4 men in one night. 
Thereupon they tore each other, and a free light ensued. Both these 
ladies are to be present tonight, besides other inflammable material 

The report continued next day: 

Saturday . . . Ballet did not quarrel consumed its superfluous energy 
in putting away liquor which, being gratis, was sw^allowcd by them 
literally in floods. One helplessly paralytic drunk lay on floor with 
rest sprinkling her with brandy and soda, perhaps as a “pick-me-up”. 
Committee got mostly drunk and quarrelled fearfully. Out of the 
wreck I have 3 bottles of cham. Dresses of ballet were pictures. 
Mostly horribly ugly with an enormous amount of adipose tissue, and 
evidently all were proud of these personal charms, else the display of 
mammae even unto the nipples in one case — would not have been so 
great. Greville and I got home about 8 o’clock. . . . Does the girl 
opposite “go it”? 

5<5 



Two medical students who shared Morrison’s sexual confidences, 
J. C Hutton and J. W. Dungate, were to remain his lifelong friends. 

From Corrie, a primitive and “tipsy”, but pretty little village of 
thirty-five cottages on the isle of Arran, Hutton in August 1885 coun- 
selled Morrison on the technique of rustic love-making. He described 
an “Arcadian afternoon”: 

Today I have been nutting with my landlady’s daughters — We man- 
age ic this way. I run after the eldest daughter act. 18, a buxom 
wench — she runs away — I catch her and drag her to a nut tree — I 
place her hands on a bough and tell her to swing on it or pull it down 
as low as possible — 1 then place a hand on the bough and my disen- 
gaged arm round the lassie’s w^aist and thus I give the advantage of 
14 stone to pulling down the branch. The others then pick of the 
nuts whilst 1 take my pleasure in clasping Flora ... as tight as I can. 
In about one minute both Flora’s hands give way she slips on the 
ground and I slip my hand from the bough die other one remaining 
in its original position around Flora’s waist — and I find myself on 
the ground beside Flora, Tableau d’amour and curtain falls. Only 
to give rise again to show another similar scene and yet another. . . . 
J hope you have ceased that charming waste of time legitimate love 
making. Give me the illicit still where the love elixir is brewed per- 
haps not with the same refined flavour but where the strength is 
strong and lusty and enflames one’s ardour to heroic pitch with the 
additional quality that it doesn’t pay any legal duties. 

Two years later* Hutton, who then had a junior* post in a Liverpool 
luospital, wrote to Morrison: 

Please do not make me envious a^^ain. Three in one night. On landing 
after a voyage to Montreal I treated myself to a couple of ladies in 
one evening but three in one night — ^it’s positively too greedy. How 
the Lord must watch over you to give yon three. ... 1 really think 
that every week that a man doesn’t hav<' his lassie is an insult to 
Human Nature. 

When Morrison was involved with a “little courtesan” or “strumpet”, 
Hutton advised him to come down to Liverpool. “In a week or two or a 
month you will get a ship and you are out of the way.” 

Morrison had another diversion, less demanding. He collected glossy 
studio portraits of the faculty, which he annotaied with brutal frankness. 
Alexander Russell Simpson, Professor of Midwifery, was “a pious fraud”. 
Thomas Grainger Stewart, Professor of Medicine and Queen’s Physician 
for Scotland, “a man universally distrusted. The most unpopular teacher 
in Edinburgh.” On the other hand, Sir John Wyllie, lecturer in Medicine, 
was “the best physician ii* Scotland”. 
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[VII] 

Morrison graduated on ist August 1887, having in two years and six 
months passed the preliminary, first, second, ancf final examinations. His 
examiner gave him a generous testimonial: “His knowledge of Medicine 
and Surgery is extensive and accurate, his abilities are great. . . . Besides 
being well versed in his professional work, he is a wiefely read and cul- 
tured man. ... I know few whom I can more highly recommend, and 
few whose success in life I look upon as more certain.” And John Chienc 
wrote as a “sincere friend”: 

My dear Morrison 

I first made your acquaintance in the students’ ward two years ago 
when you suffered from the effects of a spear wound. ... You were 
then working for your first professional and you have now gradu- 
ated. . . . This gives the best evidence of your capability, perserver- 
ence, and energy. ... You go from here with knowledge and power 
for your future work. 

A few days after his graduation, with testimonials and diploma in his 
bag, / 15 in his pocket, and a “bona fide emigrant’s” certificate, Morrison 
sailed as an intermediate passenger on the S.S. Hibernia for St John’s, 
Newfoundland. The fare was ^ 6. Three other men shared his cabin. One, 
a Glasgow manufacturer of pork sausages, confidentially Explained to 
Morrison how one pound of pork, blended with knowledge, could flavour 
forty pounds of anonymous meat. Applying this expertise, he made an 
income of £yoo a year. 

From St Johns, Morrison went to Philadelphia, in tiue to participate 
in the celebration of the Centennial Anniversary of the adoption of the 
American Constitution. He saw General Phil Sheridan riding at the head 
of the troops, heard President Cleveland deliver a stirring address, and 
Marion Crawford’s Commemoration Hymn sung in Constitution Hall. 
Then he wandered aimlessly about the town. He thought of walking to 
San Francisco, but one day, strolling along the river, he saw a steamer 
unloading bananas from Jamaica, and decided at once that he ought to go 
to Jamaica, which he pictured as a small island that could be crossed in 
a day’s walk. After beating the agent down from $50 to $30, he booked a 
passage, but forgot to ask to which part of Jamaica the steamer was 

n . He found himself landed in St Ann’s Bay, on the north of the 
, when his destination was Kingston, on the south. By this time he 
had little money left, and when he had paid for a passage to Ewarton he 
was almost penniless. In Kingston he took a room in a boarding house 
and tried without success to find employment as a doctor. He spent his 
last money on a train to Ewarton and walked on through the night. Next 
morning he called on a doctor in the neighbourhood, Dr Frank Rand, who 
told him there was no possibility of his getting a job. Rand advised Morri- 
son tob leave Jamaica, and lent him enough money to see more of it. With 
this money Morrison walked from Falmouth round the coast to Montego 
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Bay, and then crossed back over the island to the Black River, and finally 
to Porus. From here he took the train back to Kingston. “Travelling as I 
did,” he wrote in the “Reminiscences”, “a ‘walk-foot bucra*, I excited 
the derision of the niggers and sdll more of my white countrymen. A 
white man walking in Jamaica, they said, was an ‘insult to the Almighty*.” 

■ In Kii^ston he found he could get a job either at the Panama Canal 
or on the &sta Rica Railways, if he could speak Spanish. “It may seem 
ridiculous,*’ he wrote, “but I detected in this the hand of providence 
direcdi^ :iie to go to Spain, and I remembered the intercourse I had had 
at the Cockatoo Wells in South Australia, with the shanty keeper who 
had lived in Spain and whose stories of that country of ancient glory had 
fascinated my imagination. I determined to go to Spain.” But Spain was a 
long way from Kingston, “immensely far for a man whose pockets were 
empty”. Again, help was given him. The editor of the Colonial Standard, 
a namesake of Morrison’s, give him a little money, and the Kingston agent 
of the Atlas Steamship Co., Captain W. Peploe Forwood, offered him a 
free passage back to New York, shipping him as an assistant purser. On 
the Atlas steamer Alps he sat on a chair with his heels on the rail, keeping 
tally of the oranges and bananas brought on board at Morant Bay and 
Port Antonio. 

He arrived in New York on 4th November 1887 with $7.13 in his 
pocket. It was bitterly cold and he was dressed for the tropics. He took a 
room at 203 West 19th Street, Mrs Davis proprietress, at $2 a week, pay- 
able in advance. The room was at the top of the building, and very cold. 
Morrison tried to warm it by keeping the gas burning, but Mrs Davis told 
him sharply that lodgers at $2 a week were expected to put their light out 
at 9 o’clock. He* continued to shiver as he trampedi round New York in 
search of a job. He applied for many without success. Among them was 
the post of warder at $30 a month at the New York Hospital in 15th 
Street. A “motley crew” waited in the ante-room to be questioned by the 
secretary on their qualifications. When Morrison's turn came, he showed 
his testimonials. “How do I know these haven’t been written by your- 
self?” asked the secretary. Morrison replied that had they been, they 
would have been more flattering. The secrctar)' said, “You would have to 
obtain the guarantee of some reputable citizen of New York that the testi- 
monials were genuine and while you were doing that I could obtain 100 
men competent to fill the post.” 

Piece by piece, Morrison pawned his things to buy food, beginning 
reluctantly with his cardigan jacket, the only piece of warm clothing he 
possessed. He asked the pawnoroker, Mr Simpson, of 17: Bowery, for $5 
on this, but had to accept 75 cents. Then he livcvl for several days on his 
small surgical instrument case, taking one proper meal only every second 
day: ten cents’ worth of pork and potatoes at Beefsteak John’s in the 
Bowery. After t>venty-four days of semi-starvation Morrison met a man 
named Junner M. Croll, who inspected his credentials and arranged for 
him to get a passage to Glai^ow for I30, to be paid on arrival. 

On his last evening ai New York, Morrison went round the dime 
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shows of the Bowery — ^which included a man with two mouths and a 
man with no arms who could thread a needle with his toes — and had a 
long talk with the Tichborne Claimant, Arthur Orton, who still insisted 
that he was Sir Roger Charles Doughty Tichborne, Bart. Sir R^er was 
mixing and swallowing drinks as manager of a saloon called Cassidy's 
Shades in Chatham Square — a sleazy neighbourhood between the Bowery 
and Chinatown. He was in “an elevated condition” and told Morrison he 
would soon return to England to renew his claim, backed by Miss Geor- 
giana Baring, a cousin of Lord Northbrook, who was putting up ^ 100,000 
to restore him to his domain. “It was amusing to hear this overfed bul- 
lock tossing about thousands with such cheerfulness,” Morrison wrote 
to his mother. 


[VIII] 

Back in Edinburgh, Morrison set about getting a job in Spain. To see 
Spain had become an obsession with him. One day he learned that Dr J. S. 
Mackay, Senior Medical Officer of the Rio Tinto Co., was in Edinburgh. 
Morrison called on him, produced his well-worn credentials, and told 
Mackay of his desire to go to Spain. Mackay promised to do what he 
could, but was suddenly recalled to the mines, and Morrison, again penni- 
less, took a locum-tenency in Skye for three weeks. When he returned to 
Edinburgh, Captain David Gray, of the Eclipse, a famous Afttic whaler, 
sailing from Peterhead, offered him the post of ship’s surgeon. But Morri- 
son, unable to escape his obsession with Spain, rerused the offer. He also 
refused the job of shq^’s surgeon on a steamer trading to the West Coast 
of Africa. He was temped 06 accept this, when he received a telegram 
ALRIGHT BUY SPANISH GRAMMAR MACKAY. It was follow'cd by a monitory 
letter: 

Go up to London . . . and call upon Mr Mathieson at Lombard 
Street. . . . Say that you will come out for per month. ... Of 
course, you will have a house and horse . . . expenses, fare by sea. Do 
not mention you have had fever. Keep clear of religious topics. And 
drop your “isms”. Have your certificates with you and tell him all 
about the Labour traffic etc. . . . P.S. Do not let your Socialism be 
roused by being in Lombard Street. 

Mr Hugh Mathieson, of Mathieson & Co., agents for Rio Tinto, was 
described by Morrison as a “pietistical Presbyterian elder”. In appointing 
Morrison as assistant surgeon to the Rio Tinto mines on six months* pro- 
bation, he said he was confident Morrison would not only perform his 
duties well but also “could help bring the word of Grace to the heathen 
in Rio Tinto”. Morrison arrived at Huelva, the port for the mines, on 8th 
May 1888. “Don’t stay there longer than is necessary to get a good smat- 
tering^pf the lingo,” Hutton wrote to him, “then wend your way to other 
elimes. Your life will be such as 1 would like to lead — ^that educated 
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I poetical adventuring which you indulge in.” In June, Morrison wrote to 
I his mother, “1 am becoming a very great surgeon indeed and amputate 
^ limbs with a sang froid which is wonderful.” 

Three months later Mackay resigned and Morrison became Chief 
t Medical Officer at a salary of £400 a year, in charge of a staff of eight 
I Spanish and three British doctors who served 9500 workmen and their 
i families. The company’s wage bill was 450,000 a year. “Nothing of in- 
terest marked my time in Rio Tinto,” he wrote. “It was a god-^rsaken 
spot.” Th?re was not a blade of vegetation to be seen. The country was 
desert-like, devastated for miles around by sulphur fumes from the 
mine. 

Despite Mr Mathieson’s exhortation, Morrison’s missionary endeav- 
ours seem to have been limited to one heathen, a Spanish girl called Pepita 
who fell passionately in love witli him. His relations with his employers, 
particularly with the manager, Mr William Rich, were not harmonious. 
There were many disputes, such as when Morrison complained that the 
gait of his horse, Liebre, was not to his taste, and Rich replied that it was 
a hopeless task to supply every member of the staff with an animal that 
suited him. Finally Morrison received a letter from Rich which he could 
not stomach, and on 7th August 1889 he resigned. “I was thankful to leave 
Rio 'Finto,” he wrote: 

I'he immediate cause of my resignation was this: As head of the medi- 
cal service, 1 had discovered an extensive series of frauds in the drug- 
gist department involving several thousands of pounds. On sending 
the Company a report on this fraud, I received an astonishing letter 
. . . expressing the gravest disapproval of the directors at the unbecom- 
ing language in which my report was couched. 1 resigned two hours 
after getting the letter. It appears that the frauds I discovered 
were insignificant compared witli other frauds that soon after came 
to light, of which even some of the directors who had admonished me 
had not been guiltless. 

[IX] 

When he left Rio Tinto, Morrison drew up a balance-sheet, the first of 
many that he was to compile with great precision throughout his life. 
He was owed 65 4s. 6d., he had furniture worih £4 13&., ^ 187 2s. i id. 
in the bank, £y 12s. 2^d. in his pocket, and in his valise an authorization, 
seldom granted to foreigners, to practise medicine in Spain, a bundle of 
love letters from Pepita, written in purple ink, and a silk dance programme 
which showed he had danced a waltz and a polka with her, and sat out 
the Circassian circle, the mazurka, the Sir Roger de Coverley, and the 
quadrille. “Pepita appears to be very much affected, poor girl, at your 
going away,” a colleague of Morrison’s at the mines reported. She con- 
tinued to pour out her heart in ardent letters: 

*61 



Today I am little more calm because I see that you love me very 
much, and believe me that today 1 end up by being mad with joy 
and satisfaction with your precious letter. 1 have always loved you 
very much but I love you very much more life of mine. Your depar- 
ture has aroused in me a love and a passion so that I do not leave off 
thinking of you for a moment. ... I am not content nor satisfied if I 
am not at your side. . . . You tell me in your letter it is not so hopeless. 
. . . but I cannot calm the grief that I suffer today. . . . Never forget 

me, my dearest you are my joy, my consolation, my life. ... I am 

blind with love and do not think of other thing except to give you 
pleasure. . . . 

From Rio Tinto, Morrison went to Jerez and Cadiz, where he saw the 
trials of a submarine invented by a young Spanish engineer named Isaac 
Feral: 

All Spain went mad about the discovery. Pictures were seen in every 
shop in the Peninsula, depicting the Feral restoring to Spain her 
ancient naval glory. Every town in Spain . . . gave the name Petal to 
one of its streets. ... An immense crowd mounted the ramparts of 
Cadiz to witness the triumph. At the trials no proof was given that the 
vessel could move underwater. The Spaniards were quickly disil- 
lusioned. 

Unable to find employment, Morrison, through his frijnd Newton, 
spent ^4 I os. on an advertisement in ten London and provincial papers, 
including the Lancet, the Country Gentlemafi, and the Manchester Exam- 
iner, offering his services as a travelling companion to an invalid. “There 
is ... I am sorry to sSy, no r^ly — absolutely none,” Newton reported. “I 
can only pity the Briti^ traveling invalid public~and hope they will all 
die,” Medical graduates were not much in demand; a contemporary ad- 
vertisement in the Lancet for Clinical Assistants reads: “Remuneration is 
limited to residence and rations.” 

In December, Morrison was in Tangiers. He went into a chemist’s 
shop to buy some glycerine. The chemist was very busy and explained in 
a high-pitched falsetto voice that he was leaving for Fez next morning. 
Morrison said he had often wislied to see Fez. ‘Then come with me, sir,” 
said the chemist, introducing himself as Nicholas Dassoy. “You shall have 
a mule and we shall go first to Wazan, to see the son of the Sherif who is 
ill, and then to Fez. 1 shall present you to the Sultan. I have bedding and 
pack-mules and everything needful. It won’t cost you anything. Nothing. 
Nothing. Nothing.” Dassoy had a strange history. His father was Greek, 
and his mother Italian, but he claimed British nationality because he had 
been born on a ship flying the British flag in New York Harbour. He 
spoke eighteen languages and was famed as a doctor throughout Morocco. 
He had been Sir James Paget’s favourite pupil at Gray’s, where he took 
his degree of Bachelor of Arts, and had been wounded in the Franco- 
Pnisskn war. “His chief surgical work,” Morrison wrote, “may be 
ttnphadcally described as repairing the ruptured anuses of the buggered.” 
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Early next morning Morrison packed a holdall with a few clean 
things, his telescope, his pocket instrument case, and 15s. in English 
money, and the party, which included a soldier of the Sultan's bodyguard, 
a Jewish servant, and five Moors, set out. Before leaving, Morrison was 
presented to the Sherif of Wazan, an ugly mulatto. “Sherifs arc as com- 
mon as Colonels in America or Captains in Queensland," Morrison noted. 
But the Sherif of Wazan was an uncommon specimen. As the spiritual 
head of the Mohammedan church in Morocco, his person was so sacred 
that his subjects would try to kiss his foot as he passed on horseback; fail- 
ing this, they would fall to the ground and kiss the imprint made by the 
horse. His many wives had included an Englishwoman, Miss Keane, 
whose father had been Governor of Horsemonger Gaol. The Sherif had 
recently been cured of a long illness by Dassoy, who was now on his way 
to treat the Sherif s son, also a holy man. When they reached Wazan, Das- 
soy invited Morrison to take over the case. Morrison reported on it to his 
mother. The patient, who had not been out of his house for four 
months, Wiis an effeminate man of thirty-five suffering from a huge 
abscess in the loin and thigh. Dassoy washed him, for he was “fearfully 
dirty", and Morrison opened the abscess and removed 22 ounces of extra- 
vasated blood: “His relief was great and instantaneous. It is such a ridi- 
culously small thing to us that you will be amused to hear the whole town 
now knows of the improvement in the saint and the whole town is in 
jubilation." 

Morrison and Dassoy celebrated Christmas in the Palace with a tin of 
Cambridge sausages from their stores, and so much port wine that Morri- 
son had to sleep pfif its effects. From Wazan they rode to Fez, where he 
noted that the lost books of Livy were said to be preserved, and venereal 
diseases were inconceivably common: “Hemmorrhoids arc the commonest 
non- venereal diseases which afflict the suffering ladies of the harem. 
Their life is sedentary and voluptuous . , . tliey habitually overfeed . . . 
everything conduces to that unladylike complaint — ^piles.” 

In Fez, Morrison met the English Commander-in-Chief of the 
Emperor’s army, Henry dc Vere Maclean, who told him that on one occa- 
sion when the Sherif was in Morocco city, twelve sons were born to him 
in one day. “This is probably a lie," Morrison wrote. But the report set 
him thinking: 

It is said that a minute record is kept of all the births in the family of 
the Sultan. If such be the case, the Emperor owes a duty to science to 
publish this record since hardly anything is known of the possible 
fertilizing power of man. The late Victor Eir«anuel left 95 illegitimate 
children besides his lawfully begotten. Sir Samuel Baker mentions that 
at the time of his visit to Mamrasi, this potentate was blessed with 125 
sons and daughters. And Trotter estimates that the Sultan must have 
at least 100 children per annum. 

Maclean also mentioned some of his experiences as a mercenaty.TReb^ 
prisoners were offered the choice of serving the Sultan or having their 
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heads cut off. Maclean had seen eleven rebels one after the other choose 
decapitation. A soldier would draw a sharp curved knife across the throat, 
sever the muscles at the back of the throat, twist the head around to separ- 
ate it from the upper cervical vertebra, and pitch it into a sack. As the 
Sultan paid for each head, there was a strong temptation to fill the sack 
with the heads of innocent non-combatants. 

Morrison noted with equal interest that Mrs Maclean measured 
eighty-five inches round the buttocks. 

For the next few months he wandered again through Spain. He told 
his mother that Madrid was a magnificent ^i^ “and licks Geelong into a 
cocked haf*. In Madrid he boarded for 3s. yd. a day, including morning 
chocolate, went to the Prado during the day, the Teatro Laro at night, 
drank coffee, bought lottery tickets, and visited a few gay houses. When 
he got back to London his money was running out, and an Edinburgh 
friend, Edward Jacob, then working in Paris, suggested Morrison join 
him: “I don’t think there’s a cheaper town than Paris in Europe . . . cost 
of living would not exceed six francs a day.” (A franc was worth 9id. ster- 
ling.) Morrison took Jacob’s advice. Before leaving London he had three 
shirts refitted and reversed at a cost of three shillings each by the Capital 
and Labour Clothing Association — ^“The Largest Firm of Manufacturing 
Clothiers in the World” — of Tottenham Court Road, whose trade-mark 
depicted a refined hand labelled “Capital”, emerging from a neatly cuffed 
sleeve, clasping a rugged hand labelled “Labour”, emerging ^rom a care- 
lessly rolled-up sleeve. 

“I went to Paris to study at the Salpetriere under Professor Charcot,” 
Morrison wrote latert tongu^ in cheek: “Unfortunately the only day that 
I went to the hospital, Charcot was not there, but I can truthfully assert 
that I did go to Paris to study at the Salpetriere.” 

With the assistance of a grisette named Noelle who not only betrayed 
him for a waiter but misspelt his name, Morrison soon spent what remained 
of his savings. In August 1890 he applied, unsuccessfully, for the jol) of 
medical officer to the British North Borneo Company. At the end of the 
year, when he returned to Australia after an absence of five years and 
eight months, he had only seven francs, and owed ^63 for his passage 
money. 


[X] 

Back home, Morrison found nothing to do. For a few months he loafed 
around Victoria, but his mother’s keen eye read an advertisement for a 
resident surgeon at the Ballarat and District Base hospital, and on 21st 
April 1891 he was given the appointment, at a salary of ^31 3s. 4d. a 
calendar month. “This was in some ways the most coveted hospital 
^pointment in Australia,” he wrote, “for the city is interesting, the 



cliinate glorious, and the pay was generous.” The hospital, established in 
1855 during the gold rush, was administered by a rather heterogeneous 
committee of laymen, elected by public vote: 

In giving me the appointment the Committee paid attention to other 
- factors than mere medical knowledge. On paying my visits before the 
appointment was made, I called first on the most aggressive member 
. . . Mr George Smith, a market-gardener, who had been in his time 
a handy man with his fists. “Weren’t you the young man who walked 
across Australia?” Mr Smith asked. “We all admired that plucky 
feat. I don’t think we will go far wrong if we appoint you.” . . . And 
when I was appointed, the Press notices, while generously referring to 
my going to Paris to study at the Salpctriere, laid special stress upon 
the circumstance that I had carried my swag across the continent of 
Australia. 

Morrison was soon at loggerheads with the committee. The hospital 
was bankrupt, with an ovcrdrjift of 3290, and the committee insisted 
on retrenchments, which Morrison resisted. He would not compromise 
the efficiency of the hospital by reducing the nursing staff, though he 
agreed to a five per cent cut in salaries and a cut of £ 24 a year in the 
annual budget for fish and poultry. (The cost of feeding 108 patients and 
48 staff was 6I:d. per head per day.) He also displeased members of the 
committee by isolating typhoid cases. The Ballarat Courier congratulated 
him: “Anxious and sympathetic friends of patients have doubtless felt 
aggrieved at their rigid exclusion from the typhoid ward, but the Resi- 
dent Surgeon, Ur G. E. Morrison, and his very able and successful staff 
of nurses, can confidently appeal to the results or that policy fully to 
justify it.” 

A war of words developed between the committee and their resident 
surgeon, which an obdurate Morrison, in signed and anonymous letters, 
carried into the columns of the Ballarat Press. I'hc conflict went on from 
February 1892, when the committee gave Morrison notice of removal, 
till 2 ist April 1893, when he agreed to leave. “What a loss I was to Ballarat, 
and what a vast amount of suffering I alleviated when 1 was there w ith 
Mist. Cop., Mist. Lax., Mist. Ammon., Mist. Sod — really I forgot what 
mists they were!” he wrote to a former colleague, John Anderson, in 
1 91 1. “I remember I wrote countless thousands of times, ‘Rep. Mist.’” 
Anderson’s reply recalled their time together, when Benevolent Society 
patients were called “Beneveyes”, and Chinese patients “mowlahs” or 
“chows”: 

Yes, those were the days — ^when one never knew what day a chow 
had to be helped downstairs with his pigtail — or whether a fellow 
W'as to have his pyjamas ripped to pieces in a holy Tommy Bums 
scruff on the bottom landing. ... 1 often tliink of Harry Salmon’s 
endeavouring to “tap” an old “Benevey’s” vesica in No 1, andlie 
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Leach couldn’t make out why— >with a gallon of fluid m him — none 
would rise through the tube, until as he walked down the ward 
scratching his head and like the captain’s immortal parrot — wonder- 
ing what-the-devil was he to do next — had noticed his trocar had 
never entered and watching a chance gave the thing an extra jab 
(permiscuously like) that might have transflxed the old fellow to 
the mattress — to the great relief of the Surgeon Major as much as to 
the Benevey. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


[I] 

Once more out of work, Morri‘;on decided to try his luck in the Far East 
— that part of the world which to an Australian is neither far nor east. 
Refusing the post of surgeon on a China steamer, he took passage to Hong 
Kong and then to the Philippines, hoping, because of his knowledge of 
Spanish, and his Spanish authorization to practice, to get a job there. Un- 
successful, he returned to Hong Kong and went up the coast to Tientsin. 
He found it economical to travel as a Chinese missionary, in Chinese dress, 
with pigtail and slippers. In this guise he presented himself to the China 
Inland Mission House in Peking. “You will be delighted to hear what a 
blessed time I am having with the Missionaries,” he wrote to his mother on 
1 5th September 1 893: 

I'o-day, for instance. Called 7. Breakfast 7.30. prodigiously long 
grace then prayers, including psalms, biblc-reading and prayer for 
20 minutes. Then to hospital. Address by Doctor to outpatients kneel- 
ing down in outpatients’ room among a lot of dirty Chinamen. Then 
lunch with grace and then a special prayer for one of the seven mis- 
sionary divisions of China. Then afternoon tea with grace and special 
prayer for the conversion of all Unitarians. Then to dinner with Doc- 
tor — grace, and in the evening, music, hymns, etc., a most blessed 
conversation concerning the conversion of a sea captain by the Doc- 
tor’s sister and then family prayers. Then home or would have had 
more. Total 10 hours, having sung 26 hymns, 25 being out of tune, 
have had prayers 17 times and have put in gracious word for Heathen 
of all lands and of every colour. 1 am making up for lost time with a 
vengeance. 

From this salvational orgy Morrison moved on to Peking, where, con- 
cealed in the London Mission chapel with two other Australians, he saw 
the Emperor of China and his cortege pass down the road on his return 
from the Summer Palace-— one of the rare occasions upon whi^h the 
Emperor had been seen by strangers, Morrison noted. After a few days in 
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Peking, he returned to Shanghai, where he pawned his boots, hat, and 
socks for two thousand cash — about two shillings (“interest 3% per 
month, sold if not redeemed within fourteen months”) and crossed over 
to Japan. Again he failed to find employment. “1 was really hard up in 
Japan,” he recalled. “In Kobe when I sold my telescope for $12, I truth- 
fully wrote to a friend in Australia telling him that I had come round 
from Yokohama on my shirt studs, that I was at present living on my 
telescope, and that I hoped to return to Shanghai on my surgical instru- 
ment case. And that happened. . . .” 

From the Seamen’s Refuge in Kobe, where he spent most of his time, 
he wrote to his mother: 

Japan has been a very costly experience to me and when I arrive in 
Shanghai 1 will hardly have anything. 1 could raise a good many dol- 
lars on my books which I have picked up for a trifle, but I am not 
going to do that and I really am afraid that I will have to telegraph 
home for money from Shanghai. will, I think be enough for me. 

Methodically, he recorded that he had been “taken in” by “i. English 
vice-consul. 2. English shipping office. 3. Japanese bank-teller. 4. Japanese 
guide. 5. Yokohama hotel keeper”, besides having his handkerchief and 
his umbrella stolen. 

He arrived in Shanghai with fifteen shillings. His mother telegraphed 
him /40, which he changed into S362. Acknowledging it, ke wrote: “I 
always pay my debts and I will of course return with 5% interest every 

penny of the money spent on me ” 

In Kobe, Morrison had conceived the idea of crossing Western 
China, the Shan States, and the Kachlin Hills, to Burma. “The journey 
was, of course, in no sense one of exploration,” he wrote, adding with his 
characteristic half-contrived, half-genuine understatement: 

It consisted simply of a voyage of 1500 miles up the Yangtze River, 
followed by a quiet though extended journey up another 1500 miles 
along the great overland highway into Burma, taken by one who 
spoke no Chinese, who had no interpreter or companion, who was 
unarmed, but who trusted implicitly in the good faith of the Chinese. 

In fact much of the journey was through a part of China at that time 
almost unknown to Europeans, and believed to be very anti-foreign. 

On nth February 1894, Morrison left Shanghai by steamer, again 
dressed as a Chinese. He had found that the traveller who “put his pride 
in his pocket and a pigtail down his back need pay only one-fourth of 
what it would cost him ... in European dress.” Ten days later he reached 
Ichang, the most inland port on the Yangtze accessible by steamer. From 
here to Chungking, a distance of 41 2 miles, the Yangtze for a great part of its 
course was a series of rapids. At Ichang he chartered a a frail 

craft tjK^enty-eight feet long and drawing only eight inches, whose captain, 
Yddi a crew of four, contracted to land him in Chungking in fifteen days, 
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for jfz 1 6s. There were anxious moments in the great Yangtze gorges, but 
Chungking was reached on the promised day; the fastest journey on 
record up the perilous rapids. Five days later Morrison started his land 
journey to Suifu, 230 miles west of Chungking. He hired two coolies to 
carry his things, paying one 4s. lod., the other 5s. 7d., for the seven-day 
journey. They would not go beyond Suifu. The way was mountainous 
and little trodden, and they feared robbers would come down and stab 
them. Morrison engaged new coolies and pressed on to the walled city of 
Chaotong, in Yunnan province, 290 miles distant. 

In Qiaotong, which had been devastated by plague and famine, he 
was told that the previous year at least 3000 children, mostly girls, had 
been sold to slave-dealers and “carried like poultry in baskets to the capi- 
tal”. Normally the price of girls was one tael (about three shillings) for 
every year of their age, but in time of famine girls of any age fetched no 
more than six shillings. In this district infanticide, too, was common. Dead, 
and often living, infants were thrown out on the common where they 
could be seen any morning, gnawed by dogs. 

Morrison noted other facets of civilization in Chaotong. He was 
shown a spot near the west gate where a few days before a woman taken 
in adultery was done to death in a cage before a crowd of spectators who 
witnessed her agony for three days. On the gate itself a murderer and rob- 
ber had been nailed with red-hot nails through his wrists, and then exposed 
in mrn at each of the three other gates, till he died four days later. In the 
published account of his journey Morrison wrote: 

No people arc more cruel in their punishments than the Chinese, and 
obviously the reason is that the sensory nervous system of a Chinese 
is either blunted or of arrested development. Can anyone doubt this 
who witnesses the stoicism with which a Chinaman can endure physi- 
cal pain . . . and the indifference with which he contemplates the 
suffering of lower animals, and the infliction of tortures on higher? 

The belief that the Chinese arc relatively insensitive to pain has often 
been proclaimed by Europeans, sometimes to justify their own brutality. 
When General Burgevine, of the Ever- Victorious Army, in 1863 blew 
Taiping rebels from the guns — a picturesque mode of execution perfected 
by the British during the Indian Mutiny — Mr Andrew Wilson, editor of 
the China Mail, reassured his readers that “what might be exquisite torture 
to the nervous vascular system” was something “much less to the obtuse- 
nerved” Chinese. Mr George Lanning, a Shanghai schoolmaster, writing of 
China in 1912, suggested that this insensibility, which, like Morrison, he 
took for granted, might be due to a vegetable diet; surely a powerful 
argument for vegetarianism. 

But Morrison recalled that his owm countrymen could also contem- 
plate with indifference abominable cruelties: 

I question if the cruelties practised in the Chinese gaols, allowing for 
the blunted nerve sensibility of the Chinaman, are less endurable than 
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the condition of things existing in English prisons so recently as when 
Charles Reade wrote It is Never Too Late to Mend . . . . And it can- 
not admit, 1 think, of question, that there are no cruelties practised 
in Chinese gaols greater, even if there are any equal, to the awful and 
degraded brutality with which the England of our fathers treated her 
convicts. . . . 

Morrison’s route from Chaotong lay through Tongchan to Yunnan. 
In Tongchan he again looked on the face of famine. Descending a pictur- 
esque valley from the flower-girdled Temple to the God of Literature, he 
was shown two common burial pits: 

With famine in the city, with people dying at that very hour of star- 
vation, there was no lack of dead, and both pits were tilled to within 
a few feet of the surface. Bodies are thrown in here without cover- 
ing, and hawks and crows strip them of their flesh, a mode of treating 
the dead grateful to the Parsec, but inexpressibly hateful to the 
Chinese, whose poverty must be overwhelming when he can be found 
to permit it. Pigtails were lying carelessly about and skulls separated 
from the trunk. Human bones gnawed by dogs were to be picked up 
in numbers in the long grass. . . . Many, too, were the bones of dead 
children; for poor children are not buried, but arc thrown outside the 
wall, sometimes before they are dead. 

Morrison found the people “cowed and crushed”, like countless 
generations before them, and many after them, they had seen “the horrors 
of rebellion and civil war, of battle, murder and sudden death, of devasta- 
tion by the sword, famine, ruin and misery”: 

In the open, uncultivated flelds women arc searching for weeds and 
herbs to save them from starvation till the ingathering of the winter 
harvest. The children were pitiful to see. It is rare for Australians to 
see children dying of hunger. These poor creatures, with their 
pinched faces and fleshless bonc^ were like the patient with typhoid 
fever, who has long been hovering between life and death. 

Yet nowhere in the famine district was Morrison solicited for either 
food or money. The people, dressed in rags that scarcely held together, 
were friendly and charming, tlicir courtesy and kindliness a “constant 
delight”. 

From Yunnan, one of the most important cities in China, which 
Marco Polo visited in 1283, to Bhamo, on the Irrawaddy in British Burma, 
was “a difficult journey of thirty-three stages over a mountainous road”. 
Morrison bought a little white pony in Yunnan City for £ 3 6s., and partly 
riding, partly walking, reachea Bhamo exactly a hundred days after leav- 
ing Shanghai. Bhamo is 1520 land miles from Chungking, and Chungking 
about the same distance from Shanghai. The ennre journey, Morrison 
calculated, had cost less than £ 30 sterling, including his Chinese outfit. 
“Had I travelled economically,” he wrote, “I estimate that the journey 
need not have cost me more thiaui ^ 14.” 
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As he farewelled it on the Irrawaddy, Morrison saw China as a place 
of great beauty, hideous poverty, and widespread corruption. He was at 
once appalled by the indifference of the Chinese to life and suffering and 
charmed by their courtevSy and friendliness. He thought that the evils of 
opium-smoking had been greatly exaggerated by the missionaries and that 
thb missionaries were, on the whole, meddlesome and futile. His dislike of 
them is an often recurring theme, though he sometimes conceals it with 
ponderous irony: “Among the most comfortable residences in Hankow 
are the quarters of the missionaries and it is but right that the missionaries 
should be separated as far as possible from all mscomfort — ^missionaries 
who are sacrificing all for China and are prepared to undergo any reason- 
able hardship to bring enlightenment to this land of Darkness.** 

This enlightenment, he noted, was sometimes obscured by the great 
diversity of cSiristian sects, and their rather un-Christian hostility to one 
another. The principal bone of contention was the “Term Question’*— 
each of the sects, to the bewilderment of the heathen, insisting on its par- 
ticular Chinese term for God. It was also hard to explain to a people dedi- 
cated to ancestor-worship the words of Christ: “If any man come to Me 
and hate not his father, he cannot be My disciple.** Despite these difficul- 
ties, converts were sometimes made, though many were said to be mere 
“Rice Christians’* who accepted the faith in return for a ration of rice. Of 
the missionaries generally, Morrison wrote: “Expressed succinctly, their 
harvest may be described as amounting to a fraction more than two 
Chinamen per missionary per annum. If, however, the paid ordained and 
unordained native helpers be added . . . you find that the aggregate body 
converts nine-tenths of a Chinaman per worker per annum.” 

In the province of Yunnan he asked the question: “In a population 
of from five to seven millions of friendly and peaceable people, eighteen 
missionaries in eight years . . . have converted eleven Chinese, how long 
then will it take to convert the remainder?*’ 

Five years before the Boxer uprising, in which anti-missionary feel- 
ing played an important part, Morrison wrote: 

China may be a barbarous country: many missionaries have said so 
. . . but let us for a moment look at the facts. During the last 23 
years foreigners of every nationality and every degree of tempera- 
ment, from the mildest to the most fanatical, have penetrated to every 
nook and cranny of the empire. . . . But all the foreigners who have 
been killed can be numbered on the fingers of one hand, and in the 
majority of these cases it can hardly be denied that it was the indis- 
cretion of the white man which was the inciting cause of the murder. 
In the same time how many hundreds of unoffending Chinese have 
been murdered in civilized foreign countries? 


From Bhamo, with the congratulations of the garrison ringing in J^s cars, 
Morrison went by river-boat to Mandalay, by train to Rangoon, and by 
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steamer to Calcutta. The nieht after his arrival he was stricken with inter- 
mittent fever, and a few days later nearly died. His slow recovery was 
illuminated by the solicitude of a nurse named Mary Joplin. In the first 
draft of his book he wrote: 

My nurse was a Eurasian dark of complexion but most fair to look 
upon. It did my heart good to watch t^e animation of her beautiful 
features, it inspired me with enthusiasm to witness the charming 
grace and noiseless celerity of her movements. Quinine I took from 
her hands in a cracked medicine glass and smacked my lips after it 
with greater unction than ever did Jupiter when Nectar was brought 
to him by Hebe in a golden goblet. 

Fortunately for Morrison’s reputation, in the published text this in- 
congruously purple paragraph was bleached to a few pallid lines. Nor did 
he mention that when he went to a French settlement in the hills to con- 
valesce his Hebe accompanied him in a much more agreeable role than 
as an adroit dispenser of hydrochlorate of quinine. 

When he was well enough to travel Morrison shipped as surgeon on 
the stcamership Port Melbourne^ bound for Auckland, New Zealand. Five 
days out from Calcutta, a full ash-bucket fell on the head of a Lascar sea- 
man, splitting his skull from frontal bone to occiput. Morrison treated 
this successfully, and was given by the grateful captain a free passage to 
Sydney. He reached Geelong at the end of November 1894, t^ find several 
letters from Mary Joplin awaiting him. In one she wrote: 

Darling — ^I received both your loving letters . . . Darling I promised 
to give 10 R’s for the Holy Souls but I have not been able to do so as 
I have been out df w'ork all this month. . . . Will you dear one give 
the Rs 10 to some priest in Australia as the promises I made were more 
in fact all on your account and myself. Darling give it God 'will bless 
you for it . — and do get married to some good girl of your own station 
in life who in safety can be at your side and care for you. / love you 
but us living together will be a sinful life and when we will be dying 
death would taunt us much, do not be angry sw'eet one darling . . . 
but if I were to live with you I would be unhappy . . . those few short 
days so enjoyed in the little home along the river bring me one un- 
happy thought of sin 

Theodore Fink, a benevolent if unscrupulous Melbourne lawyer with 
newspaper and literary interests, tried to get Morrison appointed to the 
staff of the Argus. “It is impossible,” the editor, Edward Cunningham, 
told Fink, explaining, with sublime imperception, “he cannot write up to 
our standard.” The distinguished editor w^as later given a doctorate of let- 
ters and a knighthood, for his services to Australian journalism. Soon after, 
Morrison faced two alternatives; he could return to medical practice in 
Ballarat at a salary of £ 1000 a year or go to England as a ship’s surgeon 
and arrjve in London with £ 30 and the manuscript account of his journey 
aoross China. He consulted Fink, who advised him to take the risk and go 
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to England. But he had already made up his mind. “There was never any 
doubt as to the decision,” he wrote later. “The craze of travel had bitten 
me. 1 had never seriously contemplated the discomforts of medical prac- 
tice ” He shipped as surgeon on the Warrego, paying lo for his passage. 
There were no passengers, and he had plen^ of time to complete his 
manuscript. 


[ni] 

Morrison arrived in London on 15th February 1895. He took a room in 
Burton Crescent at 6s. 6d. a week, lived austerely, and tried to find a 
publisher. He had acquired an impressive collection of polite rejections 
when Douglas Sladen, a prolific if undistinguished writer who had lived 
in Australia, induced Horace Cox of The Field to buy the manuscript 
outright for ^^75, “a sum with which I was well content,” Morrison 
wrote. While waiting for the book to be published he worked in the 
British Museum on a thesis for his doctorate. The subject was Hereditary 
Transmission of Various Malformations and Abnormalittes. The thesis 
was accepted, and on ist Au^st he graduated in Edinburgh. 

An Australian in China^ heing the narrative of a quiet journey across 
China to Burma was dedicated gratefully to John Chiene, ‘‘who gave me 
back the power of locomotion”. It w^as enthusiastically reviewed. The 
Times, the North British Daily Mail, and the Aberdeen Free Press said it 
was “lively”; the Saturday Review and the Athe 7 iaeum, “very entertain- 
ing”; the St James Gazette, “fascinating”; the Lancet, “delightful”; the 
Liverpool Daily^ Post, “thoroughly enjoyable”; the Morning Advertiser, 
“most original” and the Whitehall Review, “most rAdable”. The Saturday 
Review found the book fascinating, but could not explain why. All the re- 
viewers seem to have been charmed by Morrison’s infonnal, personal 
style. Morrison .sent a copy to Mr Gladstone, who, without reading it, 
wrote courteously, if not very grammatically: “The great importance of 
the subject of your work combined with the remarkable nature of your 
feat (as 1 estimate it) you have achieved . . . invests the book with a very 
high interest.” 

In a long review the Melbourne Age said: “Christianity w'as intro- 
duced in its early days by adapting it to the creeds and modes of thought 
existing at the time among the Gentiles. But the missionaries in China 
seem to have gone on exactly die opposite tack, and most of the enmity 
and angry contempt widi which they are regarded . . . must be attributed 
to this cause.” 

This so displeased the Bishop of Ballarat that he wrote six letters to 
the Melbourne Argus denouncing Morrison and his works. Morrison, in 
his reply, said: 

The opinion was forced on me that when 41 different Protestant mis- 
aon bodies are working . . . with litdc harmony and often ^ com- 
plete variance . . . j;iission work must be seriously retarded. . 
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Without having read my book the Bishop says bluntly that he does 
not believe me. Yet he has “no imputation whatever to make against 
my veracity.” His method reminds me of that American senator 
“who would not say Mr John P. Binn was a covetous person, but 
who was prepared to wager a five dollar bill that if you baited a 
mousetrap with a threepenny bit and stuck it within six inches of his 
mouth, you’d catch his soul.” 

His Grace wrote Morrison a sharp personal letter rebuking him for 
his “improper” and “offensive” remarks. 

[IV] 

Throughout these months Morrison tried to get a job on a newspaper. 
There was trouble in Venezuela and Cuba, and he thought that his know- 
ledge of Spanish and his experience of travel would commend him as a 
correspondent. But from every editor he received the stereotyped reply 
that the staff was complete. Mr Cooper, of the Scotsman, and Sir Henry 
Norman, of the Daily Chronicle, advised him to try The Tmes, but Mor- 
rison was too abashed by the transcendent repute of The Thunderer even 
to write for an interview. He was, says the History of the Times, “appar- 
ently more afraid of Printing House Square than of the New Guinea 
jungle”. It was through Sir William Gowers that he was introduced to the 
paper he was to serve with such distinction. Gowers, a great authority on 
nervous diseases, had read with interest Morrison’s remarks on the blunted 
nerve sensibility of the Chinese. He invited Morrison to call, and intro- 
duced him to Sir Henry Howarth, author of a History of the Mojigols. 
To them Morrison cohfided^is wish to join a newspaper. At the Athen- 
aeum Club, Gowers spoke to the editor of The Times, George Buckle, 
whose physician he was, about Morrison. As a result Morrison, to his pro- 
found astonishment, on Tuesday 22nd October received a letter from the 
manager of The Times, Moberly Bell, asking him to call at the office on 
the following Wednesday, Thursday, or Friday: 

When I received the letter I was worth considerably less than one 
sovereign. Every day, therefore, was of importance, and I proposed 
calling on Wednesday, but confiding my intention to Thomas Wat- 
ters, a retired British Consul General from the Chinese service ... he 
said to me, “That would be bad policy. They will think you are too 
eager. Better go on Thursday.” So I went on Thursday. 

Morrison presented himself at Printing House Square, “dressed”, 
says the History of the Times, “in a manner more appropriate to King’s 
Cross than to the City”, and was ushered into the office of the manager. 
As Morrison recalled the interview: 

Mr Bell said to me, “I don’t know where I heard of you but I have 
re^ your book. Would you care to go to Peking as our correspond- 
ent)” 
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1 said, “I will have to think over the matter.” “If you went, what 
salary would you require?” 

1 told him that in my two previous appointments 1 had been paid 
the equivalent of ;C4oo a year. He replied, “You will have at least 
that.” Then he said: “But why do you hesitate to go?” 

I said, “Because for some time past I have been studying the sub- 
ject of Siam and French Indo-China. Relations between England and 
France regarding Siam have been critical. My hope was that I might 
be there as a correspondent.” He said, “Q)mpared with China, 
Siam is of minor importance to us. Will you come and dine with us 
quietly one evening?” 

“I am in an embarrassment,” I said, “because I have no dress 
clothes. I was hard up,” I added hastily, “and I sold them.” 

This made him laugh. He said “Never mind about your dress 
clothes, but come and dine with us.” I agreed to. 

Among other things he said to me was: “Have you read the articles 
by our Special Correspondent who has lately been in China?” I had 
read them. There were the articles by Mr Valentine Chirol which 
were afterwards republished in a book The Far Eastern Question. He 
said “If you come to dinner you will meet the author of those letters.” 

Chirol, who was assistant to Sir Donald Mackenzie Wallace, head of 
the Foreign Department of The Times ^ had returned from a tour of the 
Far East convinced that a Russo-French combination had displaced 
Britain as a dominant power in China. A week or so before Morrison re- 
ceived Bell’s invitation to dine, the Saturday Review^ commenting on 
ChiroFs articles,* lamented: 

It seems only the other day that the influence of England in China 
was greater than that of any other country, perhaps indeed greater 
than that of all otlier countries combined. But a year ago the power 
of the purse was ours; wc had the undivided power of the Imperial 
xMaritime Customs, which afforded China the only revenue upon 
which she could raise money, and this revenue was in main due to 
British trade and British administration. And behind the power of the 
purse, wc had also the power of the sw^ord. In 1842, and again in 1S60, 
wc had proved our strength — . Now everything was changed. 


[V] 

Morrison went to dinner at 98 Portland Place and met not only Chirol 
but Buckle, W, F. Moneypenny, who was Buckle’s assistant, and the 
Colonial Editor, Flora Shaw (later Lady Lugard). “This was the turning 
point in my career,” Morrison wrote. In the galaxy of Printing House 
Square talent, the host, Charles Frederick Moberly Bell, was the outstand- 
ing personality. Bell, then forty-eight, was more than the manager^! The 
Ttmes; he was the force that was keeping it from disintegration. He w%s 
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bom in Egypt, the son of an English merchant in Alexandria, and had been 
Egyptian correspondent of The Times for many years when the proprietor, 
Arthur Walter, summoned him to London to take charge of a paper that was 
bankrupt. A heavily built man with a big head, strong acquiline features, 
and a short moustache, he radiated energy, enthusiasm, and hospitality. He 
had a peculiar sense of humour; when he lost an entire ankle bone in an 
accident he had it set in the top of his walking-stick so that as he limped 
along he could say that his bone still supported him. As a former corres- 
pondent, he was interested in news, and had a big say in staff appoint- 
ments and foreign policy. The editor, George Earle Buckle, was described 
by a colleague, Leopold Amery, as a “vast, burly man, with a fine red 
beard and a laugh that shook Printing House Square”. A barrister of 
Lincoln’s Inn, and a Fellow of All Souls, he had become assistant editor of 
The Times in 1880, at the age of twenty-five, and editor four years later. 
“He had given himself heart and soul to The Times,'' says Amery, “and 
his conception of what it should stand for in accuracy, good English, dig- 
nity and fair-mindedness.” Very different in temperament was Valentine 
Chirol, a slight, neat, nervous man with a pointed reddish beard and rest- 
less blue eyes. He had left the Foreign Office in 1876 after four years’ 
service, in circumstances that he never discussed. He turned to journalism, 
and joined The Times as Berlin correspondent in 1892. It was difficult to 
get on with him. “Chronic ill-health, and acute self-consciousness rendered 
him extremely sensitive . . . and apt to take offence without cause,” says 
the History of the Times. 

Bell and the head of the Foreign Department in effect dictated the 
foreign policy of The Times. “It was an illogical set-up,” says Amery. But 
no more illogical than the fact that Bell, as manager, had no say in the 
production of the paper, which was conducted as a separate business by 
two members of the Walter family, and that Buckle, as editor, had little 
or no control of the staff. Behind its august facade, and despite its thunder- 
ous voice. The Times was disorganized and debilitated. But Morrison did 
not suspect this when he sat around Moberly Bell’s great dinner table, an 
awe-struck boy from the bush, listening to some of the most distinguished 
journalists in England. “I dined in a friendly way with G. E. Buckle . . . 
and other famous people who treated me well,” he wrote to his mother. 
“Don’t think I am boasting when I tell you that one man said I was a ‘de- 
lightfully modest man.’ . . . Mrs Moberly Bell said my book was a fascin- 
ating story.” 

Morrison had his wish. A fc,v days later it was arranged that he 
should go to Indo-China and Siam on six months’ probation, “to carefully 
report upon the political, financial and commercial prospects of Siam”. 
His mission was to be confidential. He was to travel as an Australian 
doctor with business interests in the Far East, “and as long as possible,” 
Bell instructed him, “to maintain this character and appear to have no con- 
nection with The Times." Even the Foreign Office, which gave him intro- 
ductions to British diplomatic representatives in Asia, did not know of 
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this connection. It was not the first time that The Times had employed 
a secret correspondent. 

Relations between France and England had been tense since July 
1893, when the French fleet forced the passage of the Menan, and France, 
despite British protests, took over a large part of eastern Siam, nearly 
doubling her possessions in Indo-China. The French Colonial Party, with 
Russian approval, was mapping out an Empire of Indo-China that would 
stretch from the Russian border in Asia to the British border in India. 
France wa*? steadily encroaching upon Siamese territory to the west of the 
Mekong, which ^e had accepted as her boundary, and upon British 
territory in the Shan State of feang Tung, east of the river. “The idea,” 
wrote Holt S. Hallett in the Saturday Review of 7th September 1 895, “is 
to effect a rapprochement with Russia in Asia, the whole of the Chinese 
dominions, wMch contain about one-fourth of the inhabitants of the 
world, being divided between the two Powers.” But the immediate 
rivalry between France and England was, in Victor Purccirs phrase, “a 
race to Yunnan”, a race to penetrate Chinese markets “from behind”. 


[VI] 

Morrison left England in November, equipped, as he told his mother 
proudly, with “a nice Kodak . . . good dress clothes and letters of intro- 
duction that would surorise you”. He reached Saigon two days before 
Christmas, and sent his nrst report on 28th December. It did not flatter the 
French administration. He described the French functionaries as “fat, 
wheezy middle-aged gentlemen, sipping absinthe^ and perspiring even 
with the effort of speech, as they mopped their close-cropped heads and 
double chins. They were not only inefiicient but corrupt.” It was an 
assessment very similar to George Curzon’s, who in 1893 wrote of them 
as “shuffling little stubble-bearoed Frenchmen of the most unattractive 
type, superficial and indolent”. 

Morrison was convinced that France was planning to annex all Siam. 
He urged Britain to preserve Siamese independence because British inter- 
ests, particularly in Singapore, would suffer if France were not checked. 
He did not know that the Foreign Office was already negotiating a com- 
promise settlement with France. On 3rd December, while Morrison was 
crossing the Indian Ocean, the Prime Minister, Lord Salisbury, wrote to 
Curzon, then Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs: “If no agree- 
ment is come to, France will swallow up Siam in ren years, and I greatly 
doubt die English being disposed to run any risk in its defence.” The 
agreement, signed on 15th January 1895, ® before Morrison 

reached Bangkok, guaranteed the integrity of the central portion of Siam, 
conceded France a free hand in east Siam, recognized British and French 
spheres of influence east and west of guaranteed areas, and divided com- 
mercial privileges in the provinces of Yunnan and Szechwan, thq^richest 
provinces in China. It also rectified the boundaries of Burma and Ind^ 
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China — partly at China’s expense, of course. Morrison’s dispatches, written 
while the settlement was under discussion, were widely read, especially 
in Paris, where, says the History of the Times, they were “known to have 
had important reactions”. 

As the guest of the British charge d’affaires in Bangkok, Maurice de 
Bunsen, Morrison wrote to his mother; 

... I am here with letters of introduction from the India Office, the 
Foreign Office, the Colonial Office, from Scott, the Former Minister, 
and many others. Sir Thomas Sanderson, the right-hand man of Lord 
Salisbury, actually wrote privately to Mr de Bunsen about me. I have 
been treated everywhere with the greatest attention by the Royal 
Princess and the Siamese authorities. 1 did the work 1 was asked to do 
whether satisfactory or not remains to be seen. I am now going a little 
into the North to see things. ... I have at last got my chance and if 
successful you will hear of me, if unsuccessful 1 am no worse off than 
I was before. Guard strict silence about this mission of mine. 

From Bangkok, Morrison set out up the valley of the Mekong for 
Yunnan City, where two years before he had bought his white pony. He 
journeyed to Korat, partly on the unfinished railway, partly on horseback, 
and struck north-west across Siam, travelling on bullock cart, on horse- 
back, on foot, and by elephant, into Burma. At Keng Tung he had pass- 
port trouble. A British subject crossing from Burma to China needed a 
passport written in Chinese. No one in Keng Tung could write Chinese, 
so the British Commissioner fabricated an impressive document in English, 
Shan and Lu, w’hich Morrison put in the biggest envelope he could find 
and stamped with “a magnificent official-looking seal” — fhe lid of a Van 
Houten’s cocoa tin. Thus equipped, he set off for the frontier, accom- 
panied by a Chinese half-caste, seven coolies, and two ponies. Again he 
was unarmed. The Chinese frontier official, despite the Van Houten 
seal, wished to detain him till a superior officer at Saumao was 
consulted. Morrison gave the official a cake of a “much advertised soap” 
to treat a skin affection of the neck and at once received a letter authoriz- 
ing him to proceed. “It w^as not my fault,” Morrison wrote, “that his letter 
somewhat imaginatively described its bearer as a ‘Chao Sala, a Prince Doc- 
tor specially sent by the Queen of England at the urgent entreaty of the 
Viceroy of Yunnan to save the sick and dying.’ ” 

A few days before reaching Yunnan City, Morrison w'as plundered 
by brigands and lost his medicine chest with the rest of his kit. Soon after, 
he became seriously ill with what he believed to be a form of bubonic 
plague. Without medicine or medical help, he thought he might drive 
out the sickness by profuse perspiration. He had a big fire lit in the long 
fiat brick stove of a Chinese house, and lay down on the hot bricks 
till his skin was scorched and blistered. “It was something like the old 
compurgation by fire,” he said, “but I came out of the ordeal trium- 
phantljt, and it is probably the most original cure I ever effected.” 

After convalescing in Yunnan Qty for some weeks, Morrison went 
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south-east to the treaty port of Mengtzu, the most distant from Peking 
of the Maritime Customs Stations then operating. On ist October he started 
westwards along the base of the Yunnan plateau for Saumao, following 
mountain paths not previously visited by a European, through a tangle of 
jungle, ravines, and watercourses. From Saumao, which he reached on 
3 ist October, he travelled south to Mong Hsing, the small state which 
had so severely strained the relations of England and France, and which, 
by the agreement of 15 th January, Britain had handed over to France. 
.rPrhe town of Mong Hsing, a “paltry village of 160 native wooden houses'*, 
was the chief town of a “jungle-covered malarious district, scantily 
peopled by an enfeebled race steeped in opium” but abounding in tigers 
and leeches. Contemplating its unusual charms, Morrison recalled how 
possession of Mong Hsing once nearly involved England and France in 
war. “Truly the quarrels of nations have often strange origins,” he re- 
flected. 

Morrison crossed the Mekong at Chieng Lap and travelled south- 
wards to the Siamese border. At Chieng Mai he sold his horses and, engag- 
ing a native boat, floated down the Menan to Raheng and Bangkok. It 
was almost exactly a year since he had set out to go “a little into the 
North”. At Bangkok, to his great surprise, he was met by Valentine 
Chirol, who, before taking over the Foreign Department from Wallace, 
was louring the world reorganizing the services of The Times and ap- 
pointing new correspondents. Morrison felt that his work had been “of 
little advantage to the paper”, but was soon reassured. Among the mes- 
sages that Chirol brought from Printing House Square was an instruction 
to Morrison to go at once to Peking as permanent correspondent. His 
work had been •appreciated not only by The Timfs but by the Foreign 
Office. On 14th November 1896 the Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, 
Sir Thomas Sanderson, had written to Moberly Bell: “We are greatly 
indebted to Mr Morrison for the information which he has forwarded. 
Have you any idea how 1 should address to him my acknowledgement?” 

When Chirol returned to London he gave his new Peking corres- 
pondent a briefing: 

For our purpose, the incidents and adventures of travel must always 
be merely subsidiary to the general information and enlightenment 
we require for the lurthcrance of British interests and of an Imperial 
policy. In one word, what you seem to me to lack in some measure 
is a sense of perspective. You must try and focus your lens to our 
eyes, remembering always that we are a very long way off and only 
want to look through the big end of the telescope. Picturesque details 
should be the garniture, not the foundation of your work. . . . Con- 
dense as much as possible, giving us a maximum of information and 
instruction in a minimum of space. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


[I] 

The China that was to be Morrison’s home for the rest of his life was 
weak, badly governed, and corrupt, a fossilized society indifferent alike to 
progress within its frontiers and to the dim world of barbarians beyond. 
Recurring crop failures, flood, and drought brought death and misery to 
millions of its people; celestially remote from them was the Court, living 
a fantastic characle in its closely guarded, resplendent palaces. Kuang 
Hsu, the Manchu Emperor, had assumed titular power in 1889, at the age 
of twenty-two. As the “Son of Heaven”, the “Supreme Ruler”, the “Aug- 
ust Lofty One”, the “Solitary Man”, the “Buddha of the Present Day”, 
and the “Lord of Ten Thousand Years”, he was the object o^ profound 
reverence and worship; but the real ruler of the Empire was his Heaven- 
Blessed, All-Nourishing, Perfect, Worshipful, Exalted, Illustrious aunt, the 
sixty-one-year-old En?press Dowager Tz’u Hsi, known also as Yehonala 
and the “Old Buddha”. Begiffning her career as a beautiful, tomboyish 
concubine of the third rank, one of twenty-eight Manchu recruits to the 
harem of the Emperor Hsien Feng, she had become, at the age of twenty- 
six, an absolute monarch of enormous power. Murder, intrigue, and be- 
trayal punctuated her progress, but the authors of China Under the Em- 
press Dowager, J. O. P. Bland and Edmund Backhouse, say approvingly, 
“It is not recorded that she ever took life from sheer cruelty or love of 
killing”: 

When she sent a man to death, it was because he stood between her 
and the full and safe gratification of her love of power. . . . Among 
the effete classical scholars, the fat-paunched Falstaffs, the opium sots, 
doddering fatalists and corrupt parasites of the Imperial ^urt, she 
seems indeed to have been ... a cast back to the virility and energy 

that won China for her sturdy ancestors To get something of her 

atmosphere and perspective we must go back to the early days of 
the Tudors. In a country where merciless officials and torture arc 
part of the long-accepted order of things, no more stress was laid 
on her numerous acts of cold-blooded tyranny than . . . was laid on 
thV: beheading of the Earls at the close of the 15th century. 
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In fact the Court of Peking closely resembled a European court 
of the Middle Ages. The life of the Imperial Palace, says a historian, was 
“one of profound learning and crass stupidity, of infantile gaiety and sud- 
den tragedy, of flashing fortunes and swift dooms”. The Empress, who 
liked appearing in pageants as Kwang-Yin, the Goddess of Mercy, was 
above the law which she herself made. A few days after issuing a decree 
prohibiting corporal punishment, she had a troublesome reformer flogged 
to death. Her successor, Lung Yu, was no less capricious. When an 
eminent actor was playing before her, she found his performance lacked 
enthusiasm, and ordered him to receive forty strokes of the whip before 
being expelled from the Court. 

Peter Fleming says of Ychonala: “Her public life was paved with 
ceremony, and roofed with superstition. Of her private life we know little, 
save that she was fond of amateur theatricals, water-picnics, and pugs.” 
She was also fond of clocks (I have inspected her considerable collection 
in the Imperial Palace), of eggs poached in gravy, and of money. When 
she died in 1908 her private fortune was estimated at about £16 million 
sterling. I'his figure is speculative, hut during the Sino-Japanesc war of 
1894-5 consulted Guy Hillier, manager of the Hong Kong and 
Shanghai Bank in Peking, about remitting to London a nest-egg of 
/ 8,2 50,000 in gold and silver bullion. China’s disastrous defeat in this war 
was largely due to the fact tliat Yehonala had spent most of the naval 
appropriations on her fairy-tale Summer Palace. The cost of maintaining 
her Court with its vast population of parasites, headed by the ambiguous 
Chief Eunuch, Li Licn-ying, was about /6, 500, 000 a year. Li Lien-ying 
was a very much magnified John Brown. He enjoyed a remarkable 
intimacy with Kis Celestial Mistress, influenced hcwreatly, and rewarded 
himself richly by relentless “squeeze”, selling official posts for as much as 
/ 40,000. He had millions of pounds invested in pawnshops and money- 
lending establishments. 

Eunuchs, most of whom did a ! risk trade in appointments and cere- 
monies, occupied an envied position at Court, where they often attained 
high rank and power. They were treated with great discretion: because 
they resented allusion to their deficiency, a ic.ipot with a missing handle, 
or a tailless dog, could not be mentioned in their presence. Most were 
natives of Chihli, a province so famous for their manufacture that all good- 
quality eunuchs were supposed to come from it. The lost parts, known 
as the “precious”, were treasured in hermetically sealed pots and had to 
be produced by the ambitious young eunuch seeking promotion. 

Eunuchs had adorned the Imperial Court for thousands of years. 
Their survival into the twentieth century was as anachronistic as the 
survival of slavery, torture, and a criminal code as brutal as it was arbi- 
trary. A wife who struck her husband was punished with a hundred blows 
of the bamboo on the buttocks; a husband could assault his wife with 
impunity so long as he did not inflict a cutting wound. A man sentenced to 
flogging could save his skin by paying five ounces of silver; anv officer 
above the fourth rank ^^ntenced to strangulation could save his neck by 
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paying iz,ooo ounces. Anyone using a road on which the Imperial retinue 
was passing suffered death by strangulation. More overt acts against the 
Throne were punished by the lingering death of many cuts; the culprit 
was tied to a cross, and gashes were made on his body “varying in number 
according to the disposition of the judge”, before his head was mercifully 
cut off. All male relatives above the age of sixteen of a man convicted of 
treason were beheaded. 

[II] 

Morrison took up residence in Peking on 15th March 1897. “That first 
summer I recall with shuddering,” he wrote later. “Everything was in 
darkness.” A friend tried to light his way; it was easy to extract informa- 
tion about the Far East, he said. If he wished to cable the latest intelligence 
on, say, Manchuria, he would call in his No. i boy. They would have a 
talk in pidgin: 

“What belong very bad business in Manchuria?” The boy would say: 
“I no savvy.” His friend would then say: “What for you no savvy 
Russia belong very bad Manchuria.” The boy would say: “Please, 
Master, suppose belong angly, all lite.” And that evening a telegram 
would be sent for the enlightenment of the world to the following 
effect: “In a confidential conversation which I had this afternoon 
with a high Chinese authority, whose name 1 am not at libfrty to men- 
tion, he spoke with indignation of the aggressive attitude assumed by 
Russia to Manchuria.” 

This was scarcely the A^orrison method, and despitb the prevailing 
darkness he got to work right away. Albert Fldmohds, the correspondent 
of the Pall Mall Gazette^ recalled his arrival in Peking: 

The next day he devoted himself to his first communication. There 
was a reception at the Russian Embassy that night to which we were 
all invited. Morrison would not come. He was too keen on his first 
dispatch. He sent me a note to the Embassy. “Come round and see 
me when the show is over. 1 am damned miserable.” I dropped in to 
find him immersed in his manu.script doubtful as to whether to send 
it or not. He asked me to give him my frank opinion on it. I read it 
and found it to be a perfect diagnosis of the then troubled condition 
of China, masterly in its phrasing, luminous in its broad conception of 
the general situation. I said to him, “Mobcrly Bell will be delighted. 
It’s great stuff.” This was the first of the long series of brilliant contri- 
butions which made Morrison the most &-seeing foreign corres- 
pondent of his day and generation. 

[III] 

From the beginning, Morrison wrote, he received “help and encourage- 
ment” from the recently appointed British Minister at the Manchu Court, 
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Sir Claude MacDonald. Sir Claude, an elongated man of forty-five, with a 
long nose, reproachful eyes, and long, lovingly waxed thin moustaches, 
had fought in Egypt and the Sudan, been Consul-General at Zanzibar, 
Commissioner of the Oil Rivers Protectorate, and gunnery instructor at 
Hong Kong. It w’as a training which, though varied, was perhaps inade- 
quate for one of the most important and difficult posts in the diplomatic 
service. “Everyone denounced the appointment,” Morrison wrote. “He 
was attacked as imperfectly educated . . . weak, flippant and garrulous 
. . . the D^pe of military officer rolled out a mile at a time and then lopped 
off in six foot lengths.” Morrison himself would have endorsed this popu- 
lar estimate, though he wrote, in a manuscript intended for publication: 
“such were the criticisms levelled against a British officer of singular charm 
of manner who had not sought the post thrust on him by Lord Salisbury, 
and who quickly inspired to an unusual degree the confidence of his 
famous chief.” A note in Morrison’s diary was less flattering: “When 
Admiral Bruce asked Sir Thomas Sanderson . . . the secret of MacDonald, 
‘Don’t you know?’ said Sanderson, i thought everyone knew that Salis- 
bury believes MacDonald has in his possession evidence to prove that Lord 
Salisbury and Jack the Ripper are the same person.’ ” 

Another friend whom Morrison soon made in Peking w'as Sir Robert 
Hart, a much-decorated sixty-two-year-old Ulsterman, perhaps the mo.st 
important figure of his time in Sino-forcign relations. As Inspector- 
General of the Imperial Maritime Customs of China, he wielded enormous 
poucr. This va.st and complex organization, which Hart had directed 
since 1863, and of which he was the virtual creator, controlled the Cus- 
toms services of all China, and collected about one third of the Manchu 
Government’s Revenue: it employed nearly a thousand foreigners, of 
whom more than half were British, and about 4500 Chinese. T hough a 
servant of the Manchus, Hart had been honoured by Queen Victoria with 
two orders of knighthood and a baronetcy, while the Chinese had con- 
ferred on him in turn the Red Butt n, the Peacock’s Feather, the Double 
Dragon, and even a Patent of Ancestral Nobility. He was constantly 
consulted by the Tsungli Yanien, the Chinese equivalent of the Foreign 
Office — ^which Morrison described as “the mo -r cumbrous body that ever 
mismanaged the affairs of a nation” — and ^' as, in effect its principal 
adviser. At the same time, as The Tivies w rote of him in 1900; “For a 
quarter of a century, at least the final instructions given successively to 
every British Minister on his appointment to Peking might be summed up 
in half-a-dozen words: ‘When in doubt, consult Sir Robert Hart’.” 

His position w as ambiguous. British critics accused him of being pro- 
Chinese; Chinese critics, of being pro-British. He had lived so long in 
China — he had gone out as a student interpreter in 1854, and made only 
two brief visits to England since — ^that The Times thought “he was per- 
haps too much accustomed to look at China mainly through Chinese 
spectacles”. Yet to many Chinese the fact that he had been decorated by 
the British Crowm proved conclusively that his true function was^o fur- 
ther Western penetiatJon of China, A contemporary historian, Victor 
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Purcell, favours this view. He describes the Imperial Maritime Customs as 
“an outstanding instrument for indirect foreign political control of 
China”. Certainly Sir Robert had a genuine love for the Chinese, blended 
with a curious admiration for the Impress Dowager, and his administra- 
tion, unlike any of their own, was efficient and incorrupt. In Peking’s 
social life he played a conspicuous part. His position, said The Times, 
was “socially, as well as politically, unique”. In the constant squabbles 
between diplomats his Customs compound was recognized as neutral 
ground. He was an accomplished host and a passionate music-lover. He 
had organized a band of twenty Chinese, Portuguese, and Filipinos, known 
as “I.G.’s Own”, >^ hose weekly concerts in the compound gardens were 
an appreciated feature of Peking’s social life during the cool season. As a 
man, Morrison found he had “limitless capacity for work, considerable 
ambition, and love of power”. 


[IV] 

On 30th March 1900, Mr Joseph Walton, M.P., recently returned from a 
fact-finding and tea-drinking mission to China, spread a large map in the 
Tea Room of the House of Commons and invited the Hon. Members to 
inspect it: the map illustrated a speech which he had that day delivered on 
the neglect by Lord Salisbury’s administration of British confhicrcial and 
political interests in China. Ffaving regard to the fact that out of a total 
Chinese foreign trade of ^^70 million in 1899, the share of the British 
Empire was ^43 million, and that, in Mr Walton’s opinion, the great 
Empire of China, “with its ffiur hundred millions of industrious trading 
people, its greater fertility of soil, and its enormous mineral resources”, 
was commercially more important to the British nation than India, 
Britain’s failure to pursue a firm and definite policy in China was “disas- 
trous”. 

Mr Walton was typical of many Foglishmen in the City, for whom 
China was a melon of infinite proportions to be sliced eternally to their 
greater profit. That it was also an ancient civilization, and still a sovereign 
power, however mismanaged, never seemed to have occurred to them. In 
the counting-houses of E.C. i no distinction was made between the Con- 
fucian scholar and the coolie labourer; both were inliabitants of an out- 
landish country upon whom Britain was conferring the inestimable 
benefits of British trade — whether they liked it or not. As Colonel Francis 
Younghusband, of Lhasa fame, declared in a letter to The Times during 
the siege of the legations: “The earth is too small, the portion of it ±ey 
occupy is too big and rich, and the intercourse of nations is now too inti- 
mate, to permit the Chinese keeping CJiina to themselves. . . .” 

The English attitude — or the attitude of some influential Englishmen, 
for it impossible to know what the general public feels about foreign 
p*)licy, even if it is aware of it — ^towards China at this period is summed 
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up with engaging naivety by Lecmold Amery, in his book My Political 
Life. Amery, who was in charge of the Foreign Department of The Times 
from October 1900 till June 1901, writes: 

For some 50 years we had been active in opening up an Empire 
. hitherto sealed up from the outer world. At Hong Kong we had built 
up . . . one of the world’s most Nourishing transit ports. At Shai^hai 
we had, without actual annexation, created what was, in effect, 
another flourishing British colony dominating the whole trade of 
central China. Her Majesty’s ships patrolled some 1600 miles of 
China’s great waterway, the Yanpze. ... A tottering Empire had 
been saved from destruction at the time of the Taiping Revolution by 
the courage and energy of ‘"Chinese” Gordon. Another Englishman, 
Sir Rdbcrt Hart, had organized a great British financial service, the 
Chinese Maritime Customs, which was the mainstay of China’s central 
finance. ... All this seemed part of the natural order of things. . . . 
We were well content that it should endure. But if the feeble control 
of the Manchu dynasty should break down entirely . . . then pre- 
sumably we might have to take on greater responsibilities, particu- 
larly in the Yangtze Valley, either through the great provincial Vice- 
roys, or even more directly. No one was clamouring to sec Queen 
Victoria Empress of China, as well as of India. But no one, at the 
time of the Diamond Jubilee, would have dismissed the idea as incon- 
ceivable. . . . 

This is how an intelligent Englidiman interpreted his country’s role 
in nineteenth-century China. But an intelligent Chinese might have put it 
rather differently.* 

For some fifty years Britain (and other powers who followed her 
example) had been active in carving up die Chinese Empire. At Hong 
Kong, Britain had taken from China, at the point of a gun, a strategically 
important island, and added to it, by diplomatic pressure, the leasehold of 
355 square miles of Chinese territory. At Shanghai (and elsewhere) Britain 
had robbed the Chinese of their fiscal independence, forcing on them 
tariffs that allowed foreign imports to flood the country at the cost of 
native industries. Her Majesty’s sliips patrolled the Yangtze (and other 
rivers) to protect British interests which had driven Chinese ships from 
the waterways without any compensation to dieir owners. A tottering 
Empire had been saved from destruction (partly) by “Chinese” Gordon 
because Britain was prepared to support any dynasty, however unpopular 
and corrupt, rather than suffer injury to her commercial interests. Sir 
Robert Hart had organized a great British financvil service which was, in 
effect, a powerful instrument for the indirect foreign domination of 
China. . . . 

None of these facts would be disputed by a historian today. Yet 
Morrison, despite his intimate knowledge of Chinese affairs and his deep- 
rooted affection for the Chinese people, seems to have been so bomused 
by his Imperialist faith that he never perceived them. 
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[V] 

Peking with its two million people was, according to a writer of the 
time, a city of “marvels, dilapidation and dirt”. Within the buttressed 
walls of die Tartar City, forty feet high, fifty feet broad at the 
base, and wide enough at the top for four teams of horses to be driven 
abreast, were the pink- and yellow-tiled walls of the Imperial City, 
which in turn enclosed the red battlements of the Forbidden City, a 
sprawling, walled congeries of gardens, courts, lakes, pavilions, pagodas, 
and buildings, the most important of which was the Winter Palace. An 
unauthorized person passing through any bf the gates of the Forbidden 
City was punished with a flogging of a hundred strokes. If imprudently 
he strayed into the Imperial apartments, the penalty w^as death by strangu- 
lation. The Tartar Wall, with its crenellated parapet, was a favoured prom- 
enade among Europeans, the one place where you could escape the dirt 
and smells of the narrow crowded streets. There was no sanitation in 
Peking, and, with the exception of Legation Street, the streets were un- 
paved, ankle deep in dust or mud. The nine gates that led into the Tartar 
City were closed and barred each night at sundown. South of the Tartar 
Wall, surrounded by another wall, w^as the Chinese Gty. 

One of the first things Morrison noted when he arrived in Peking 
was the self-imposed isolation of the diplomats. Surrounded by their own 
nationals, they lived in a diplomatic vacuum, completely doiached from 
the Chinese. The eleven legations were grouped in an enclave about three- 
quarters of a mile square, bounded on tliree sides by Peking’s towering 
walls. They had their own shops, their banks, their hotel, their chapels, 
their club, their theatie, theu sports-grounds. Perhaps thd most dedicated 
exponents of this splendid isolation were the British. In a little transplanted 
world, they allayed their nostalgia with dinners and dancing, gossip and 
golf, happily ignorant of the customs or language or feelings of the people 
they lived among. Though China has perhaps the most exquisite food of 
any nation, the British exiles clung tenaciously to their native fare; Morrison 
attended a British banquet one torrid night in June to celebrate Queen 
Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee. The guests were fortified with Jubilee Soup, 
Oyster Patties, Roast Beef, Macaroni, Boiled Ham, Fongue in Jelly, Roast 
Lamb, Spring Qiicken, Plum Pudding, Citron Ice Cream, and Cheese, 
before they sang vociferously; 

Thou Who for threescore years 
In Sunshme, cloud and tearsy 
Has kept our Queen, 

Still be her guide and stay 
Through lifers uncertain way y 
Till dawns the perfect day^ 

God save the Queen, 

Not surprisingly, there were raised eyebrows among the diplomats 
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when Morrison found himself a house in a Chinese quarter, some distance 
from the enclave. He described his establishment to his mother: 

I live in a Chinese house which I have converted into a European 
one. 1 am alone with my books on China, cut off by dirty streets from 
• the rest of the foreign community. 1 have a cart and horse and driver 
^2. a month. A No. i Boy — /i. a month. No. i. Cook — /i. a 
month. No. 2 cook — 12/- a month, but he is paid by the No. i cook. 
A co«'!ie at 14/- a month, two horses and two grooms, together at 
^ 3. a month. No. 2 groom is paid by No. i groom. 

Life in Peking may have had its disabilities, but shortage of servants 
was not one of them. 


1 VI] 

As soi)n as he was settled, Morrison set out on a journey to Siberia “to in- 
spect the course of the railway and report upon its possibilities”. He went 
by boat to Vladivostok, part of Russia’s great grab of Chinese territory in 
1858, and travclletl over the main line, then on to the verge of completion, 
to Iman, where he embarked on a river steamer to Khabarovsk. I'hc Rus- 
sians received him “correctly if not cordially”. He had a look at the 
quarters of the 1200 convicts who had been working on the railway, and 
reported favourably on their conditions. From Khabarovsk he went by 
crowded steamer more than one thousand miles up the Amur as far as 
Stretensk, the limit of steam navigation. lie had begi round three sides of 
Manchuria by river. I^eaving Stretensk in a tarantass, he drove eastwards 
as far as Nerchinski Zavod and southw ards through country “as treeless as 
the plaias of Australia” across the Chinese border to I lailar, in Mongolia, 
a village of 2000 men, no women, anu vast supplies of satnshu^ “that fiery 
spirit which is Chinese vodka”. Here he exchanged his tarantass for a light 
and springy high-wheeled Mongol cart in which he drove across the 
steppes and through the forests of the Khingan mountains to Tsitsihar in 
the Nonni valley. Russian engineers and Russian guards were everywhere, 
rhe guards “marched through the town with an air of possession” which 
greatly impressed the Chinese while the engineers, “big bearded men”, 
were reverenced for their age, the Chinese “being apt to estimate years 
by the length of a beard”. The Chinese soldiers were armed with “old 
Tower muskets bought ... in the belief that tliey were the weapons with 
w hich England won the battle of Waterloo”. 

At Tsitsihar, Morrison acquired a heavy springless Peking cart in 
which he drove along the banks of the Nonni to Petua, and crossed to 
Kirin, the capital of Kirin province. There was still uncertainty as to the 
route the Trans-Siberian railway was to follow, but every Russian 
engineer of authority whom Morrison met spoke of Port Artliuroas the 
hoped-for terminus. Witi* this knowledge, Morrison made his way badt 

87 



to Vladivostok and cabled The Times that a preliminaiy survey for the 
projected railway was about to be made to Port Arthur: 

Fearing, however, that the words “Port Arthur” would not be per- 
mitted to pass over the wire, 1 wrote instead its Chinese name “lu 
Hsuan Kao." But the name was unfamiliar; it was printed as ‘‘lu 
Ksuan kan” and was unintelligible. No attention was given to the 
announcement, and in view of what happened shortly afterwards, 
this was unfortunate. 

The telegram was supplemented wto a long report which Morrison 
posted from Vladivostok on 22nd November. In it he said that Russia 
intended her railway to go “farther and farther to the south, so as to loop 
on to Russian territory an ever-increasing area of Manchuria”. The Rus- 
sians, he added, spoke with “unconcealed derision” of Japan’s pretensions, 
but “the importance of Japan in relation to the future of Manchuria can- 
not be disregarded”. A few days later Morrison went by steamer to 
Chef 00, where the British consul told him that the Germans had seized 
Kiaochow, in Shantung province. “A new chapter of far Eastern history 
had opened,” he wrote. Though it is true that the seizure of Kiaochow 
was one of the causes of the Boxer uprising three years later, it was just 
another chapter in the long and shameful record of the vivisection of 
China by the European powers. But the events that led up to it are worth 
recapitulating as a typical case history of this international butchery. 

Germany, with commercial interests in China second only to Britain’s, 
had for a long time been pressing China to grant her a naval station. The 
most favoured site was Kiaochow. Early in October 1897 the German 
Minister in Peking, Baron v6n Hayking, a worthy protege of Bismarck, 
called at Kiaochow in the cruiser Prince Heinrich, Under pretence of 
examining the ship’s hull, divers were sent down to inspect the harbour. 
Satisfied that Kiaochow was suitable, von Hayking went on to Hankow 
to continue negotiations. But he was happily saved the tedium of a long 
diplomatic parley; on ist November two German Roman Catholic priests 
in Shantung were murdered by armed Chinese; simple robbers according 
to some historians, members of a secret society according to others. Tlie 
Kaiser responded enthusiastically: “I am firmly determined to . . . demon- 
strate through our use of sternness and, if necessary, of the most brutal 
ruthlessness towards the Chinese, that the German Emperor cannot be 
trifled with,” he declared. And “Hundreds of thousands of Chinese will 
quiver when they feel the iron fist of Germany heavy on their necks.” 
Admiral von Diedrichs was ordered to occupy Kiaochow immediately. 
When the German marines landed on 14th November the Chinese garri- 
son was quite unaware of their intention. Soldiers turned their old- 
fashioned jackets inside out to conceal their military character and carried 
the luggage of the Germans ashore to earn a few cents. At the price of 
two priests Germany had acquired a ninety-nine-year lease of the finest 
harbotir on the coast of China, together with exclusive railway rights, 
mining rights, and preferential employment rights throughout Shantung, a 
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province larger in population and area than England. She also exacted, 
according to time-honoured precedent, an indemnity for her military 
expenses. 

“The blood of martyrs is a seed that sometimes yields a strange har- 
vest,” reflected Henry Cockbum, then Chinese Secretary of the British 
Legation. 


[VII] 

While China \^'as being sliced up bit by bit, and the ultimate disappearance 
of the Empire was taken for granted by many observers, the idea began to 
spread among enlightened Chinese that the assimilation of Western ideas, 
and the rctorm of China’s cumbrous, archaic, and corrupt administration 
offered her only hope of survival. Of those who advocated reform, the 
most eminent was a brilliant Cantonese scholar named K’ang Yu-wei, 
whose writings greatly impressed the Emperor himself. About him 
gathered a group (jf enthusiastic supporters, including Chang Yin-huan, 
the best-known Cantonese in China, who as a member of the Tsungli 
Yainen had represented China at Queen Victoria’s Diamt)nd Jubilee in 
1897 and been invested with the G.C.M.G. K’ang Yu-w'ci six times 
memorialized the h"mperor, urging reforms. Japan supported him, Russia 
supported the reactionaries, and England remained indifferent. 

Keform societies sprang up in many parts of the Empire. The 
Imperial fiitor, Weng Tung-ho, him.self an outstanding scholar and a man 
of great influence, introduced K’ang Yu-wei to the Emperor. “The re- 
sults,” wrote Henry Cockbum, “were speedily seen in a shower of 
Imperial Decrees by which the Emperor feverishly strove to effect, in the 
space of a few w eeks, a vast number of radical changes, administrative, 
financial, educational, military and industrial. . . The Empress Dowager 
at first accepted these reforms, thougii she brought about the dismissal 
of Weng Tung-ho, and when the Eanperor began abolishing sinecures she 
jtiined forces with the court reactionaries to get rid of him and his danger- 
ous experiments. 

By the middle of September 1898 the Emperor realized that for his 
own safety, as well as for the sake of reform, the Empress must be locked 
up and her faithful supporter — ^somc said her girlhood lover— Jung Lu, 
executed. Jung Lu, recently appointed Viceroy of Chihli, was com- 
mander-in-chief of the imperial forces, but the most powerful man in 
Chihli was Yuan Shih-k’ai, the creator and commander of the only well- 
equipped, well-trained army in China. He haa shown sympathy with 
the reform movement, and, trusting in his loyalty, the Emperor instructed 
him to carry out the coup. But Yuan betrayed the plot to Jung Lu, who 
hastened to the Summer Palace and informed the Empress Dowager. At 
dawn on 2 ist September the Emperor was seized by guards and eunuchs 
and put under palace arrest on an island in the lake of the Forbidden 
Gty. K’ang Yu-wei escapes on a British steamer with a price on his headf 
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dead or alive, and passed into exile. His brother and five other young re- 
formers — ^“The Six Gentlemen”, as they have been called ever since — 
were swiftly decapitated, without even pretence of a trial, and countless 
officials were dismissed and punished or exiled to the remote north-west. 
The so-called “Hundred Days” were over. Chang Yin-huan, arrested and 
falsely charged, was banished for life to the New Western Dominion. 
Morrison and a number of other English stalwarts, including Hugh Gros- 
venor, of the British Legation, offered to rescue him and bring him into 
the sanctuary of the legation. They claimed, with dubious authority, that 
they had the right to protect a man whom Queen Victoria had created a 
Grand Commander of St Michael and St George. The offer was disclosed 
to Sir Chentung Liang, the confidential secretary of the Tsungli Yamen, 
who conveyed it to his master, but Chang replied that it was not his desire 
to interfere with the course of “Imperial Justice”. Two years later he was 
put to death with great barbarity in his place of exile. 

But if British derring-do was unable to save Chang, British diplomacy 
probably saved the imprisoned Emperor. Sir Claude MacDonald warned 
the Empress Dowager that his and other governments would “view with 
extreme disfavour” the execution of her nephew. Despite this, there were 
widespread rumours that he had been put to death, and the diplomatic 
body suggested that he should be inspected by a foreign physician “to 
knock the bottom out of all these Shanghai rumours”, as Sir Claude 
MacDonald put it. Morrison was greatly disappointed wjjen a French 
physician, Dr Detheve, the only medical man attached to a foreign lega- 
tion at that time, was chosen for the historic examination, rather than him- 
self, “the senior doctor in Peking”. But Sir Claude took the view that, as 
correspondent of The Tim0s, Morrison was “out of court”. Dr Detheve 
visited the palace-prison and announced after ah appropriate inspection 
that the Emperor was alive. 

The Fjnpress proclaimed her second regency. One by one, the reform 
decrees were rescinded. The sinecures were restored, and Yuan Shih-k’ai 
was richly rewarded for what Dr Jerome Ch’en calls “his kiss of death on 
the cheek of the Hundred Days reform”. From a safe retreat K’ang Yu- 
wei sent forth fierce denunciations of both Yuan and the Empress. He 
denounced her comprehensively, in private and public life, accusing her of 
illicit relations with a “spurious eunuch” and of savage despotism. “Of her 
minions, he impeached no one more passionately than Yuan Shih-k’ai, 
charging him with perfidy to the young Emperor whose person he was in 
duty and honour bound to support,” Morrison reported, adding: “His 
views prevailed for many years. But this judgment of Yuan has been re- 
versed by History.” This judgment of Morrison’s has in turn been re- 
versed by History. It was based on a written account which Yuan gave 
him years later, of the events of the “Hundred Days”. In it, Yuan said 
that when he was given an order, allegedly from the Emperor, to seize 
the I^nipress and execute Jung Lu, he objected that it was written in black, 
iUot vennilion^ ink, and therefore was not an Imperial Order. He insisted 
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on a Vermilion Order, and would not act till he got one. Meanwhile, the 
reactionaries had been kept informed of the plot: 

When he called on Jung Lu, after an audience with the Emperor 
who made no reference to the “sound plan of action,” Jung said 
“You have come for my head. You had better confess all, because a 
man who was here just before you came, has told me everything.” 
Yuan answered, “What you have heard is but the plot of a few poli- 
tical schemers. His Majesty the Emperor said nothing to me about 
such a plan, and he is innocent of such intrigue.” 

Next morning, 2 1st September, Jung Lu called on Yuan and said, 
“Lately friends from Peking have repeatedly informed me of the re- 
formers’ minutest movements. Their daring is astounding. We must 
rescue the Emperor from theu: clutches.” 

In the evening, he sent for Yuan and told him that the plot had 
been exposed in Peking. On dismissing Yuan, he pointed to the teacup 
and said “You can drink — ^there is no poison in the tea.” 

Morrison, with a naivety hard to reconcile with his usual political 
acuity, never questioned Yuan’s blatant exercise in apologetics. 

In the midst of these stirring events, during which foreign guards 
were brought up from I'ientsin to protect the legations — not since i860 
had foicign troops marched into Peking — Charles William de la Poer 
Beresford, better known as Lord Charles Beresford, then an unemployed 
rear- Admiral, also arrived in Peking. Lord Charles’s career in the Navy 
had been brilliant, and he was no lc.ss distinguished as the playboy com- 
panion of the pleasure-loving Duke of I^dinburgh, whom, uniquely, he 
was privileged tcrcall “Darling Matilda”. His qualifi(iitions for his mission 
to China were less evident: he had been sent by the Associated Chambers 
of Commerce of Great Britain to inquire into the position and prospects 
of British trade. He returned with a gloomy view of both, impressed by 
Russia’s growing power in the Far Ea«^, and convinced that China, under 
the decadent and ineffectual rule of the Iimpress Dowager, w^as rapidly 
breaking up. But during his stay he thought of a bold scheme to get rid 
of the indestructible old lady. After inspecting ^^lan Shih-k’ai’s efficient 
army he suggested in picturesque language that Yuan should tie her in a 
blanket and hold her suspended above a well in the palace. A mandate 
decreeing her retirement would be produced and she would be told that 
if slie renised to sign it she would be lowered into the damp and darkness 
until she changed her mind. So pleased was the admiral with his idea that 
he telegraphed the British Prime Minister, Lord Salisbuiy, asking to be 
allowed to accompany Yuan’s forces when they marched on Peking and 
took over the government. Yuan, he explained, would then rule China 
under the orders of Sir Claude MacDonald, and in the interests of all — 
not forgetting, it is to be assumed, the Associated Chambers of Commerce 
of Great Britain. Lord Salisbury’s reply was unsympathetic. “The idea 
would have been attractive at the beginning of the century,” it read,«“but 
any attempt to take over tli^ Government of China in defiance of the vaste 



mass of the Chinese and all the European powers would be too exhausting 
a task for England.” Sir Claude, forwarding this dispatch to Lord Charles, 
added a terse annotation: **Bctter stick to Trade and Commerce.” 


[ VIII ] 

Morrison noted with interest how closely Jap^n was associated with the 
abortive Reform movement. K’ang Yu-wei had advocated an alliance with 
Japan, the adoption of Japanese reforms, and the reorganization of China’s 
Army and Navy by Japan. Each of the “Six Gentlemen” had been on 
terms of intimacy with the Japanese, and the Marquis Ito, who was in 
Peking during the crisis, had been received in audience by the Emperor 
only a day before the Empress Dowager struck. Although travelling un- 
officially, he was received with unusual attention by the Chinese. Morrison 
had a long talk with him, the gist of which he reported to Chirol on 20th 
September: 

He despairs of reform in China, there is no statesman, no man willing 
to take responsibility, no man standing out boldly and conspicuously 
before his fellows, h'dicts decreeing reforms are being issued by the 
Emperor in profusion but they are never acted upon. An imperial 
ordinance that the officials shall be virtuous, upright, and incorrupt- 
ible, cannot transform men who arc hopelessly corrupt with the 
corruption carried to them Jiy hereditary transmission through hun- 
dreds of generations. China must increase her revenue. She can do so 
only by improvjpg the means of communication, by building rail- 
ways. She can do so by decreasing or abolishing the expenditure now 
amounting to some 3,000,000 sterling per annum absorbed by the 
vast hordes of Manchu retainers dependent on the Court. To do this 
mo.st easily and cflFcctively the removal of the Court from Peking 
would be wise. No reform of the court is possible as long as the 
Emperor remains in Peking. At the reformation in Japan the court 
was removed from Kyoto to Tokyo. Russia would probably concur 
in the removal of the court because the vast cosmopolitan interest 
centred in Peking as the capital would then be transferred and the 
movement of Russia southward be less liable to be thwarted. 

Morrison ventured to suggest that on the other hand it was to the 
paramount interest of Russia that the court should remain in Peking, that 
the Manchu dynasty should increase in power in China. As long as Peking 
was the capital, Ru.ssia, holding Manchuria, the traditional home of the 
dynasty, must acquire an increasing voice in the councils of the Emperor 
and an increasing influence through the reigning class. 

The Marquis continued: 

China must have an army and viewing the hopeless corruption of the 
people, the army must be foreign drilled and foreign officered, and 
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this must be done by officers from England and Japan. Events must 
bring closer together England, Japan and China. Russian aggression, 
where is it to end? Before it was an ice-free port on the coast of 
Northern Korea, now it is a port on the extremity of the Liaotung 
peninsula, some hundreds of miles further south. No one can foresee 
where it is going to end. All is dark. . . . Already England has recog- 
nized the right of Russia to impose the conditions upon which a rail- 
way shall be built north of the Great Wall. Where is it going to 
end? . . . 

“What the object of the visit may be,” Morrison commented, “had 
not yet become known.” 

flX] 

The year 1898 closed with Russia feverishly consolidating her power in 
Manchuria. Railway construction, Morrison wrote, was being pressed for- 
ward with “unexampled rapidity”. No less than 140,000 of the finest 
labourers in the world were working overtime on the track. England had 
recognized that Russia's “special interests” extended at least as far south 
as the Great Wall, and had defined, though less explicitly, her own sphere 
of influence in the Yangtze Valley. It seemed to Morrison that the policy 
of the Open Door, though the British Government clung to it hopefully, 
was becoming difficult to maintain and that “events were sending to a 
clearer definition of Spheres of Influence”, with rights within these spheres 
of “interposition^ if not of exclusion”. In Peking, Russia was supporting 
the reactionaries. Officials who had shown any syTnpathy with reform 
were everywhere dismissed: 

In the Tsungli Yamen, the notorious Prince Ch’ing was President and 
with him were associated five of the most incompetent old fossils that 
were ever entrusted with the foreign affairs of a country. Theii’ chief 
recommendation in the sight of the Empress Dowager was their 
complete ignorance of foreign affairs. While above all was the Old 
Buddha . . . plotting schemes for the extermination of the foreigner. 


Morrison saw the old year out on the flagship of the Britisli Squadron 
in Hong Kong, the guest of Vice-Admiral Sir Edward Seymour. Two 
other admirals were in Hong Kong at the same time — ^Lord Charles Beres- 
ford, returning to England, dispirited at the rejection of his stratagem to 
end the Manchu dynasty, and Prince Henry of Prussia, returning to Ger- 
many elated at having propagated the gospel of the Kaiser's “anointed 
person”. Morrison was on his way to Siam to report on its progress since 
his last visit, and to refute “misleading and mischievous reports” in the 
French papers that England was consid^ng the exchange or her interests 
in Siam for concessions on the west coast of Africa; and that the Si^ese 
were incapable of governing themselves. 


93 



It was a great delight to me to return. 1 had first seen Siam when 
after fierce international rivalry, breathing time had been given to the 
country. The King, crushed and brutally humiliated by the French 
occupation . . . remained some time in retirement. But he had pulled 
himself togetlier and with the loyal assistance of his brothers had set 

himself the task of reorganizing the administration of the country 

He engaged the services of selected foreign experts and . . . wise 
above the oriental, he listened to their advice. That capriciousness of 
appointment so conspicuous in China was absent. . . . The King and 
his brothers . . . had been free from the degrading influence of 
Eunuchs. 

The world had been kept ignorant of the true state of affairs in Siam 
after “two astonishing years”: its financial and legal reforms, its improve- 
ments in communications, education, and sanitation. The Treasury, under 
the control of an English expert, Mr Alfred Mitchell-Inncs, had one mil- 
lion pounds in reserve, and Morrison was gratified to note how closely Eng- 
lishmen were identified with Siam’s rehabilitation. He arrived in Bangkok 
on 23 rd January 1899, and a week later telegraphed The Times a succint 
report on these developments, followed by a comprehensive mailed 
survey. One of tlie King’s brothers. Prince Damrong, gave him every 
assistance, and the King himself received Morrison warmly. “Welcome to 
my Kingdom,” he said “There is no one more welcome thai^you.” The 
Times endorsed Morrison’s conclusions and, “in two striking leaders, 
altered the opinion of England with regard to Siam”. Drawing attention 
to the “remarkable telegram” from its correspondent, The Times re- 
minded its readers that only ^ree years before “the decadence of Siam 
seemed to have reached a pitch which constituted a danger to her Euro- 
pean neighbours . . . the collapse of the Kingdom appeared to be at hand.” 

His work in Bangkok completed, Morrison hurried back to Peking, 
arriving just in time to be an eye-witness of the first appearance of Italy 
at the crowded vivisectionists’ table. On the ship he wrote to his mother: 
“Did you sec my portrait in Black and White} I am told it was in con- 
junction W'ith the Empress and Sir Robert Hart. How curious it is that 
my portrait should be considered wortliy of insertion.” In an article by 
Alexis Kraiissc that appeared in the English illustrated weekly Black and 
White on 17th December 1898 Morrison was described as one of “four 
Britons who play a very marked part” in the affairs of China. The others 
were Sir Robert Hart, Sir Claude MacDonald, and the railway engineer, 
Mr C. W. Kinder. Krausse commented on “the regularity with which 
Morrison had beaten not only his competitors, but also governmental 
sources of information”. 

[XJ 

For more than half a century China had submitted to a humiliating and 
apparently endless series of demands by the Western barbarians. But early 
in 1 899 she had a minor but unprecedented victory in resisting yet another 
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claim. Italy, for the sake of pride as much as profit, demanded the lease 
of Sanman Bay in Chekiang, with the usual accompanying parcel of pref- 
erential mining and railway rights. Britain had promised her diplomatic 
support, and Morrison received instructions as to the course he was to 
follow in a laconic, and no doubt to the Chinese post-office enigmatic, 
telegram: morrison Peking remember macaroni friendship times. “The 
situation was one which called for a high exhibition of tact and urbanity,” 
he wrote. But the mission was entrusted to Signor de Martino, the Italian 
Minister to Peking, a highly strung, excitable and superstitious man, much 
dependent on omens and portents. He had represented Italy in Japan 
and Brazil, where he had refused one day to sign an important convention 
because, on the way to the Foreign Office, he had encountered a squint- 
eyed man. In Japan he had formed an attachment with a Japanese woman 
who accompanied him to China. While he was conducting his negotiations 
in Peking she remained in Tientsin. “Her husband, I suspect,” wrote Mor- 
rison, “gave friendly assistance to the Japanese who throughout . . . were 
more than usually well informed.” 

In presenting Italy’s demands, dc Martino encountered semantic diffi- 
culties. None of the Ministers of the Yamen could recognize the name of 
the bay which Italy demanded, and Morrison, in his account of de Mar- 
tino’s dispatch, said that the Chinese characters for the words “European 
Concert” were those used commonly for theatrical performances: 

Astonisliment filled the Chinese when they received the Italian 
demands. Wholly ignorant of the place of Italy among the great 
Powers, they had some vague impression that it was a minor state 
whose troops had been defeated by some black ^>arbarians in Africa. 
They discussed the dispatch . . . and then accepted the suggestion of 
one of their wiseacres that the most friendly act they could do to save 
the face of the Minister . . . was to send it back to him. 

Signor de Martino was “frantic and furious”. Apart from the obdur- 
acy of the Chinese in resisting Italy’s demands, he had to cope with the 
demands of his mistress in distant Tientsin. To make things worse, the 
1 3th of March fell in the midst of the crisis. He would conduct no busi- 
ness on the 1 3th, which he would not even name: to avert the evil eye, 
he always referred to it as “the day of the fox”. In a state of wild excite- 
ment, and without authority from his Government, he served an ulti- 
matum on Peking and sent Italian warships to the Yellow Sea to make an 
intimidatory demonstration. Britain at once withdrew her support, China 
ignored the ultimatum, and de Martino was recalled to Italy in disgrace. 
But as Dr Arthur H. Smith, a knowledgeable American missionary, wrote: 
“The results to China were, perhaps, more serious than if the Italian de- 
mands had been acceded to.” For the Empress Dowager became con- 
vinced that the barbarians could be resisted, and even expelled from the 
Middle Kingdom, and the stage was being set for the disaster of the Bsxer 
uprising. 
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[XI] 


Almosc exactly a year after his arrival in Peking, Morrison became the 
centre of a diplomatic cyclone. On the evening of 5th March 1898 he re- 
ceived a note from W. M. Pethick, an accomplished American scholar 
who for more than twenty years was private secretary to Li Hung-chang, 
China’s elder statesman, and a member of the Tsungfi Yamen, aslung if it 
were convenient for Morrison to come and see him. Pethick was living in 
the Temple of Worthies, which Li always occupied when he was in 
Peking. Morrison found Pethick walking up and down the room in a 
state of “surpressed agitation”. He asked if Morrison were prepared to do 
a service to China by publishing, without disclosing the source, a telegram 
which Li Hung-chang had instructed him to send to Prince Oukhtomsky 
in St Petersburg. It contained a brief summary of peremptory demands 
which Russia had just served in China; the surrender of all sovereign 
rights over Port Arthur and Tailicnwan on the same conditions as had 
been granted to Germany in the case of Kiaochow — a lease for ninety- 
nine years with a neutral zone fifty kilometres wide surrounding the con- 
cession, etc. Pethick did not tell Morrison, and perhaps did not know, that 
Li Hung-chang and Chang Yin-huan, also a member of the Tsungli 
Yamen, had each been offered a bribe of 500,000 taels — about ^62,500 — 
by the Russian charge d’affaires in Peking, Pavlov, to obtain this conces- 
sion. Li Hung-chang’s telegram to St Petersburg, in which h^liegged the 
Prince to persuade the Tsar to withdraw the demands, was probably a 
manoeuvre to protect himself should there be any suspicion of his role in 
the negotiations. ^ 

Morrison agreed to senfi The Times the text of Li’s telegram. He 
amplified it by saying that Russia had threatened to move troops into 
Manchuria if China did not comply with the demands within a stipulated 
period of five days. This interpolation was safe because Morrison knew 
Russian troops had already moved in. He had mentioned them in his de- 
tailed report on Manchuria, which by happy chance was published in 
The Times on the same day as his telegram, 7th March. Before sending 
the telegram, since the matter was of national importance, Morrison told 
Sir Claude MacDonald of his intention, but he could not disclose the 
source of his information. Sir Qaude, wrote Morrison, cautiously replied 
to an urgent inquiry from the Foreign Office that there was “no indica- 
tion of anything in the shape of an ultimatum, nor . . . had any time limit 
been given for a reply”. 

The telegram caused an immense sensation, in Europe as well as Eng- 
land. An Anglo-German loan to China, the first of many, was being 
offered for public subscription in London. Chirol wired Morrison agitat- 
edly; FOREIGN OFFICE SUGGESTS YOUR INFORMATION THROUGHOUT PROBABLY 
MANDARIN PROMPTED BY RUSSIAN LEGATION PURPOSE HAMPER BRITISH NEGO- 
TIATIONS . . . YOUR TELEGRAM NEARLY WRECKED LOAN CREATING FINANaAL 

^ANic. To which Morrison replied, not entirely honestly: foreign office 
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UNJUST KNOW NO MANDARIN WORTH TRUSTING ALWAYS OBTAIN CORROBORA- 
TION BEFORE TELEGRAPHING. 

Fie was, in fact, risking his reputation on the tmth of an uncorrobor- 
ated report. Two days after its publication the banker Guy Hillier wrote 
to him saying he had “high audiority” for declaring Morrison was mis- 
taken, and begging him in the interests of the loan to modify the message. 
Sir Robert Hart still more strongly assured Morrison he was mistaken: 
Sir Chentung Liang had convinced him that no threat had been made b^ 
the Russians, only a “friendly proposal”. Sir Robert begged Morrison, if 
he wished to avoid wrecking his career at the outset, to witlidraw the 
message. “When 1 left him,” Morrison recalled, “J walked up and down 
outsioe the garden wall for a few minutes, thinking the matter over, and 
then 1 walked to the telegraph office and wired: ‘The Chinese Govern- 
ment, while admitting that it has received Russian demands, denies that 
they are pressing or in the nature of an ultimatum. Despite this, I repeat 
the correctness of my message . . 

The Foreign Office, more concerned with the fate of the loan than 
with the fate of Manchuria, continued its bland denials, but the loan 
was a failure, and on 25th March The Times published a telegram from 
Morrison saying that China had agreed to all the demands. That evening 
George Curzon, Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, told the 
House the Government had no confirmation of the “rumours” The 
Times described the situation as a “time of exasperating doubt and per- 
plexity”. No one was more perplexed than Curzon himself. As representa- 
tive of the Foreign Office in the House, he had to echo in his speeches an 
optimism about events in the Far East which he did not share. As the 
History of the f'imes says, “Flis position was one iff extreme difficulty”: 

The public . . . saw with far keener insight than the Government the 
trend of events . . . and developed what Mr Balfour described later as 
“an almost irritable anxiety” on the subject. Curzon’s own estimate of 
the position coincided with that of the public rather than with that of 
the Government, . . . The difficulty of the position was increased by 
the reticence of the Government and the enterprise of the Press. 

It is questionable whether “the public” was very much concerned 
about the future of British commerce in China, or had much insight into 
what was happening there, but the enterprise of the Press, particularly of 
The Times ^ was certainly a constant irritation to the Government, and 
the obscurantism of the Government a constant embarrassment to Curzon. 
“We never had and we have not (now) any policy towards China,” he 
wrote to his successor, St John Brodrick, on 3rd May 1899. “No one 
knows this better than you or I who have successively had to conjure up 
make-believes. But of course, the supreme lesson of the F.O. is that there 
is no determined policy about anything.” 

On 27th March the Port Arthur convention, giving Russia every- 
thing she had demanded, was signed in Peking. When the House met, twp 
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days later, Mr J. Dillon (Mayo E.) put a question to the Under-Secretary 
of State for Foreign Affairs: “I beg to ask . . . if he can explain how it is 
that The Times correspondent in Peking has been able on several occa- 
sions recently to publish facts of the utmost public importance several 
days before the Foreign Office had obtained any information in reference 
to them?” 

Curzon and Morrison had, in fact, identical views on the ineptness of 
the Foreign Office, but Curzon was a loyal spokesman and, perhaps a little 
goaded by Mr Dillon’s taunt, made a reply in which he coined an often- 
quoted phrase: “I am not quite sure mat this question should not be 
addressed to the editor of The Times than to me. At the same time, I 
think the explanation asked for is not far to seek. It is the business of Her 
Majesty’s representatives abroad to report to us the facts of which they 
have official cognizance, and to obtain confirmation of them before they 
telegraph. ... I hesitate to say what the functions of the modem jour- 
nalists may be, but I imagine that they do not exclude the intelligent 
anticipation of facts even before they occur, and in this somewhat unequal 
competition, I think the House will see that the journalist, whose main 
duty is speed, is likely sometime to get the advantage of the diplomatist, 
whose main concern is accuracy.” 

The Times sprang to the defence of its correspondent, “with the pas- 
sion of a furious partisan”. Cur/on wrote to Lord Salisbury, adding: 
“Some mild chaff in which I indulged in a spirit of subdued compliment 
to its Peking correspondent, brought it down on me with the tread of an 
elephant.” 

Britain, having decided tjiat Port Arthur was not worth a war, con- 
soled herself by acquiring Weihaiwei, on the opposite side of the Gulf of 
Chihli. Japan, though bitter at the seizure of coveted territory by one of 
the powers that had forced her to surrender it only three years before, 
was not yet ready to Challenge Russia. She consoled herself by extracting 
concessions in Fukien province. France found consolation in acquiring a 
naval .station at Kwangchouwan, on the southern Chinese coast, and this, 
according to the inviolable mles of the balance-of-power game, led to 
Britain acquiring more territory on the mainland opposite Hong Kong. If 
the venerable Ex-Viceroy, Li Hung-chang, had any qualms about his com- 
plicity in the continuing vivisection of his homeland, he had the consola- 
tion of his 500,000 taels. Besides, it was not the first time he had engaged 
in such transactions. He had no inhibitions about cither taking or giving 
bribes. He had received a handsome douceur from Russia in 1 896 ror his 
part in obtaining concessions for the Chinese Eastern Railway, and the 
following year had offered the indignant Morrison a bribe to advocate in 
The Times a doubling of import dues. “The crafty old man is failing,” 
Morrison wrote to Befl, a little prematurely. Li Hung-chang was not only 
the Grand Old Man of China; he was also one of its greediest old men. 
He had big interests in shipping, mining, banking, and telegraphs, and 
owned all the big stores and money-brokerage firms in Nanking and 
Shanghai. 
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When Morrison interviewed the seventy-seven-year-old statesman 
some months later, Li blew his nose into a mug, a ritual which Morrison 
found “very disgusting”, and questioned him closely about Anglo-Russian 
relations. Li told of his audience with Queen Victoria, whose legs like his 
own, were weak, and praised her “clever face”. He then asked Morrison, 
“What salary does The Times give you?” “It is really so insignificant that 
I am ashamed to mention it,” Morrison replied. “It must be more than 
mine, 240 taels ( 30) a year for being Grand Secretary of State,” said 
Li ingenuously. 

Though removed from the Tsungli Yamen, Li retained his post as 
Grand Secretary till he was given the “much coveted and lucrative” post 
of Commissioner of Yellow River, to devise measures against flooding. 
Commenting on the appointment, Morrison recalled a “classic passage” 
by George Wingrove Cooks; 

The life and state papers of a Chinese Statesman abound in the finest 
sentiments and foulest deeds. He cuts off ten thousand heads and cites 
a passage from Mencius about the sanctity of human life. He pockets 
the money given to him to repair an embankment and thus inundates 
a province; and he deplores the land lost to the cultivator of the soil. 

[XII] 

In August, Morrison decided to take a brief holiday in England and 
Australia. Before leaving, he made a quick visit to Korea. In Seoul he asked 
Count Hayashi if important events were pending in the Far East, remind- 
ing the Count that The Times and he himself were “ever friendly” to 
Japan. Hayashi replied that as far as he knew there was nothing to detain 
Morrison in China. Thus reassured, Morrison returned to Peking. On the 
ferry launch a woman passenger called excitedly to the captain, “Stop the 
launch quick. There is a poor coolie fallen overboard.” The captain was 
not perturbed. “Maskee Ino matter J,” he said. “He have pay fare.” 

Early in September, Morrison left Shanghai for England, with a sheaf 
of introductions from Henry Bax-Ironside, then head of the British lega- 
tion at Peking. At Hong Ktiiig he had tiffin with Captiiin Hadworth 
Lambton of H.M.S. Fowerful, who gave him an introduction to Curzon 
which read; “My dear George — ^lliis is Dr Morrison . . . whose intelligent 
anticipation of facts used to make you sit up in the Foreign Office.” In the 
Chma Mail he read a eulogistic leading article about himself; 

. . . From Siberia to Siam, from Shanghai to Yunnan, from Korea to 
Burma, and from Canton to Peking, Dr Morrison is known personally 
to all the Foreign residents, who have learned to respect him and the 
great work he is accomplishing for British interests in the Far East. 
For it is an open secret that, without in any way subordinating the 
interests of the influential journal he represents so ably ... Dr Mor- 
rison has been guided by higher considerations than the desive to 
administer journalistic shocks to an apathetic pubtic. . . . Thanks t# 
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him, there is no journal in the world better informed on Chinese 
affairs, of the undercurrent that passes for politics in Peking, of the 
machinations of the Foreign diplomatic representatives and the 
schemes that have drawn so many speculators and adventurers to the 
Chinese capital during the past three years. His success as a news- 
paper correspondent has been phenomenal — ^he bids fair to become, 
if he is not already, the greatest living authority on Modern China — 
we have become so accustomed to have an able and unfettered critic 
at Peking, a kind of unofficial attache, tliat we have come to regard 
Dr Morrison as one of the institutions ctf Peking official life. 

[XIII] 

Morrison reached Marseilles at the end of October, and with a shipmate, 
the travel-writer Henry Savage Landor, made the traditional round of the 
brothels near the Old ftirt. His experience in one, the Maison Rcbekah, he 
recorded in Spanish, following the principle established by Pepys that sex 
is more respectable in a foreign language. Two days later, in Paris, he 
was “stricken down, paralysed, with the news yelled at a thousand street 
corners” of British reverses in South Africa. “In honour of the glorious 
news,” he noted bitterly, “the office of La Patrie is hung with the flags of 
the Transvaal and the Orange Free State.” He was even more embittered 
when, passing through Paris again in December, he found a iffoul press” 
directed against Queen Victoria. “Foul and filthy,” he wrote in his diary, 
“a wretched race.” And: “On every pair of English legs doth walk three 
Frenchmen.” 

London was a flattering,|but often boring, round of lunches, dinners, 
receptions, and interviews. His first call was The Times office, where he 
met the proprietor, Arthur Walter, the fourth of the Walter dynasty, 
and his “fine handsome wife”. Walter treated him with “much distinc- 
tion”: 

Among other compliments, he said “I need hardly say you’ve been a 
most tremendous success. You have done what no other man, we 
believe, in the world could have done. Your telegrams carry tremen- 
dous weight in the City. If you were to telegraph a flat lie, it would 
be believed because it came from you. Salisbury was furious with 
you. ‘Newspaper rumour’, he stigmatized it, when it was proved to 
be literally true.” 

Morrison was invited for a weekend to Bear Wood, Walter’s vast 
Gothic mansion near Wokingham, where members of The Times staff 
were frequently entertained with what Leopold Amcry called a “kindly, 
yet somewhat formal” hospitality. Morrison’s assessment of it in later 
days was less charitable. He recorded his first visit tersely; 

November j. Caught 4.45 train for Wokingham. Miserable day. 
Spent 2 1.15.0., pms 8/- plus . . . for clothes plus ticket 9/- re- 
^ turn etc., all to spend one months’ salary in getting an outfit to take 
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me to Arthur Walter^s, the amiable philistine who spoils me. Carriage 
at the station, two horses. Fine park, magnificent house. Splen(£d 
picture gallery v^here I was received by Mrs Walter, a majestic 
queenly woman, very sympathetic and regal. I told the story of Li’s 
question “How much are you paid by The Times'?** and my reply. 
... Scarcely polite, but apropos. Mrs Walter looked rather queer. 
Much style. A pokey bedroom. No. 2 well furnished. 

Having tipped the footman four shillings, the “paunchy butler” six 
shillings, and a coachman four shillings, Morrison returned to London 
early next morning. “Poor breakfast and arrived very hungry,” he 
recorded. 

This note of disillusion with the stately hostesses of England was to 
recur many times in his diaries. A few days after the inadequate break- 
fast at Bear Wood he was the guest of Lady Warrington. “Infernal bad 
dinner, cooking atrocious,” he wrote. “And the company was obnoxiously 
dull.” He was seated between Miss Hilton Price (“mannish with side 
chops and moustache”) and her mother, who “conversed upon frozen 
mutton”. Equally unattractive was an “infernally dull and infernally 
slow” dinner party to meet the Crown Prince of Siam. The guests in- 
cluded Lady Westbury (“old cat with great hair and acid tongue”) and 
Lady Ashburton, who not only ate salt by moistening her finger and dip- 
ping it in the salt cellar, but had dirty nails. Morrison estimated from 
evidence that she had not washed her hands since Jubilee Year, 1887. 

At the Author’s Club, Morrison met Lord Garnet Wolselcy, hero of 
most of England’s “little wars” of the second half of the nineteenth cen- 
tury, and a verel*an of Crimea and the Indian Mutiny* then Commandcr- 
in-Chief of the forces. His repute was such that the phrase “All Sir 
Garnet” was the popular equivalent of “all correct”, but Morrison did not 
find him very acute in military prognosis. WoLseley had served in China in 
i860, and claimed to be an authority on the Far East, but when Morrison 
told him that war between Russia and Japan seemed imminent, Wolseley 
replied firmly: “Then Japan will go to the wall.” When Morrison re- 
ported this to his colleagues, Chirol said: “I am glad Wolseley said this 
because he is always wrong.” Buckle’s comment was: “Wolseley never 
makes a vSpecch without saying something he ought not to have said.” 

Morrison could learn nothing from Sir William Everett, A.A.G. in 
the Intelligence Department of the War Office, but left him imbued with 
Morrison’s belief “i. That war was inevitable. 2. That Japan would be 
victorious. 3. That England should not interfere, but 4. That England in 
her own interests should incite Japan to take early action.” He repeated 
this to Herbert de Reuter, of Reuter’s news agency, “a Jew with an accent, 
but with a marvellous knowledge and insight”, but de Reuter, despite his 
insight, placed no confidence in rumours of conflict between Russia and 
Japan, or even of strained relations between them. He was more interested 
in the enormous cost of the Transvaal war service, of which he^oke 
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“ruefully”; runners, /40 apiece, telegrams, four shillings a word. How- 
ever, he was “very complimentary” to Morrison. 

Lord Rosebery invited Morrison to call on him at 38 Berkeley 
Square. Rosebery, who was Foreign Secretary from 1892 to 1894, 
surrendered the Prime Ministership in 1895 and the leadership of the 
Liberal Party a year later. He was taller than Morrison had expected: 
“very grey with a weak, ill-formed mouth and somewhat prominent upper 
teeth — the same kind of mouth as Oscar Wilde’s”. Morrison added a 
cryptic footnote: “Name closely associated with that of Oscar. Viscount 
Drumlanrig elder brother of Lord Alfred Douglas was his private secre- 
tary and committed suicide. He fainted when report brought him of 
punishment of Oscar”. 

“You were in Peking during stirring times,” said Rosebery. “You have 
a very effective news service.” 

“I have none,” Morrison replied. “I never did, as was implied in the 
papers, forestall the Government. Always 1 told Sir Claude MacDonald 
anything important I happened to hear. The difference was he did not 
believe things which I credited.” 

“But one would have thought he would soon discover that your 
information must be credited. I should have been extremely annoyed if I 
had been in the Foreign Office not to have been better informed.” 

Morrison said that occasionally he was better informed than the 
legation because he had mixed among the Chinese, whereas at the English 
Legation there was no intercourse whatever with the Chinese. 

“That is very extraordinary,” said Rosebery. “Why is that?” 

“It is one of the traditions of the service,” said Morrison. 

“Then the soone** the t/adition is forgotten the betfer.” 

Rosebery turned to reports of friction between Russia and Japan. He 
could not understand why Japan should choose such a time when “her 
chief, if not her only friend” was engaged in serious trouble in South 
Africa. Yet it was obvious, he reflected, that if Japan were to act she must 
not delay until Russia had completed her railway. “I think it would not 
be inadvisable to draw closer to Japan, to make an alliance with Japan 
even,” he said. “To continue the friendly action and encouragement given 
by us — for which action how they attacked me when we refused to join 
the other Powers in the Liaotung peninsula.” 

(Japan, after crushingly defeating China in the war of 1894-5, 
seized the Liaotung peninsula, with the strategically important harbour of 
Kiaochow, but had been forced to disgorge it by the combined pressure of 
Russia, France, and Germany, whose motives, it is scarcely necessar)’ to 
say, were not entirely unselfish. Britain remained aloof.) Morrison’s diary 
comment on Rosebery’s complacent remark was: “Note this: Thus the act 
of laissez-faire and muddle-hcadedness is now to be interpreted and we are 
to take credit to ourselves for great political foresight.” 

Morrison stayed at Queen Anne Mansions with Chirol, but dined 
frequently with Moberly Bell in Portland Place, where he met his boy- 
hood idol. Sir Henry Stanley (“Hon-headed and white-haired”), St John 
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Brodrick, (“very deaf but seemed honest”) and many other eminent 
people. These dinners were his most enjoyable experiences in London. 
Conversation was brisk and uninhibited. At one Buckle said, “Kitchener 
is a boor, no table manners,” and Chirol quoted Winston Churchill as say- 
ing, “My father was War Minister before he was thir^-seven. Before I 
am thirty-seven I will be War Minister. There is then time for me to get 
my knife into Kitchener.” At another Bell recalled an unfortunately 
punctuated Times poster which read: 

PRINCE HENRY OF BATrENBERC 
WHO WOULD NOT DIE FOR ENGLAND 

and told stories of Rudyard Kipling and the Poet Laureate, William 
Austin: 

An agent had sent The Times a poem at Fleet Time (the naval re- 
view at Spithead on the occasion of the Queen’s second Jubilee, 
1897). Breathing war and thunder, bellicose to a degree, urging this 
great fleet to action. The poem was unsuitable for a peaceful time. 
Moberly Bell saw Rudyard, said that the price was nothing, he would 
willingly pay ten times more, etc., but the poem was unsuitable. 
Rudyard agreed. He threw it in the fire and sent the Recessional 
instead. He would accept no pay for this. All his later contributions 
had been gratis. Bell had met Austin today who showed him “a little 
thing I threw off coming down from Oxford.” He announced his 
verses thus: “The Bard w'ill sing tonight.” 

Morrison had a long talk with Lily May, wife of the brilliant black- 
and-white artist* Phil May. She told him that May»got 105 for twelve 
sketches, two days’ work, for the Daily Chronicle, “He makes any 
amovmt of money, but is very improvident, and drinking, has an Ally 
Slopcr nose,” Morrison wrote. 

Among the many fellow- Australians whom Morrison met were the 
writers Morley Roberts and Guy Boothby. Morrison visited Boothby, a 
nineteenth-century precursor of Edgar Wallace in popularity and fecun- 
dity, at Hampton. “Guy dictates into a piionograph,” Morrison noted. 
“Has three novels going at the same time. Has turned out 14,000 words 
in one day.” 


[XIV] 

Morrison left England on 2nd December 1899, paying £jo for a first- 
class passage to Melbourne. Moberly Bell farewelled him with a pleasing 
valediction: “I cannot guarantee it, but you may count upon having £ 100 
a month.” Despite this, it was a “damned miserable trip”. With no one to 
talk to, Morrison consoled himself by writing innumerable letters. The 
first day at sea he wrote dispiritedly in his diary of his London ^cri- 
enccs: 
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Bein^ on The Times I am alwa^ treated as a superior person of much 
' of demeanor and solidity of account. Tlius when my friend, 
James, invited me to the play he took me not to a sprightly 
extravaganza but to a solid and depressing tragedy King John. At 
dinner at Mrs Bell’s I am not seated next to a beautifully-bosomed 
woman of lax morality like Mrs Carl Meyer, but I am stationed 
gravely between her husband and a grim old duchess long past 
the climacteric called St Albans. Thus when Guy Boothby invited 
me to spend the Sunday with him in the country, he added, “I am 
delighted you can come. Usually soiite actors and actresses come to 
see me on Sunday. Some are coming on Sunday, but I’ll wTite and 
tell them not.” “For God’s sake” I said impressively, “don’t do that. 
I’d rather they came than not.” He praised complacently my good 
nature. The actresses, however, did not come, but I had two mem- 
bers of the stock exchange instead! When I went behind the scenes, 
I am not introduced to the beautiful Irene Vanbrugh, but am 
gravely presented to the elderly manager, John Hare. 

Morrison broke his journey at Calcutta to make a pilgrimage to 
Assam, a five days’ steamer trip, to see Mary Joplin. (He afterwards told 
The Times that he had gone there to study new methods of tea cultiva- 
tion.) Mary was out of work, had no money and was very unliappy. He 
gave her 150 rupees (about jfio 12s.) and some handkarchiefs, and 
ordered professional cards and circulars for her to distribute among doc- 
tors and chemists. He also left 10 with an English friend to be paid her 
in instalments. “Thus she is fairly well provided for the winter,” he wrote 
in his diary. “She has in hand^o or 60 rupees.” 

He was at sea fdr Christmas, “the dullest and stupidest Christmas 
spent for many years”. He amused himself by tabulating his whereabouts 
on tw'enty previous Christmases: 

’98 Hongkong 
’97 Peking 
’96 North Siam 
’95 Saigon 
’94 Sea on Warrego 
’93 Kyoto, Japan 
’92 Ballarat 
’91 Ballarat 
’90 Geelong 
’89 Wazan, Morocco 


’88 Rio Tinto 

’87 Edinburgh 

’86 Edinburgh 

’85 Dumfrieshire 

’84 Dumfrieshire 

’83 Corryule, near Geelong 

’82 Walt across Australia 

’81 Corryule, near Geelong 

’80 Canoe down Murray 

’79 QueenscliflF 


gravity 

Lionel 


In a similar statistical mood, Morrison compiled a list of his assets at 
31st December 1899. The total value was >(^1249 los. of which his house 
and furniture in Peking represented >^250, and his 2500 books, £,i$o. 
He had ;£6oo in a London bank and £10 in Peking. Again like Pepys, 
Morcijpn made a practice of setting down what he owned at the end of 
e^h year. 
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[XV] 

“Dr Morrison stepped ashore from the Ville de la Ciotat yesterday with a 
rifle under one arm and a breech-loading gun under the other,” reported 
the Melbourne Age on 4th January 1900. It was an uncomfortable home- 
coming. Melbourne was limp under a heatwave; the Argus reported that 
ten people had died of “heat apoplexy” the day before, when the shade 
temperature reached 105.2 degrees. Morrison told the Age reporter that 
Russia was not a grave menace to British interests in the Far East, though 
Japan viewed wirfi alarm her growing strength. But Japan was infinitely 
stronger, and her strength was increasing by leaps and bounds. To Eng- 
land, Japan had always been, and was then, a sincere friend. To a reporter 
from the Argus Morrison said that Great Britain’s sound and satisfactory 
position in China was in a very large measure attributable to die admirable 
skill with which Sir Claude MacDonald performed his duties. In his diary 
he added the gloss: “Very stupid interview and many errors, but glori- 
fied MacDonald, which was all I wished — apolitical necessity, quite insin- 
cere, though personally attached to man.” 

Morrison’s ship called at Thursday Island, which he found “more a 
Japanese settlement than a British colony”. Queensland was the only 
Australian colony which, by treaty, had admitted Japanese artisans and 
labourers. There were 3100 Japanese on the island and in the fishing 
fleets. 

Morrison returned to Peking by way of Japan and Korea. In Japan 
he met many statesmen and diplomats and discussed approvingly with 
Flayashi Tadasu, later Japanese Minister in London, the proposed Anglo- 
Japanese alliance. He also talked of the developing tension between 
Japan and Russia over Korea, and the possibility* of its leading to w^ar. 
Unlike most of his countrymen, he wanted Japan to fight Russia because 
he wanted to see Manchuria freed by the Japanese from Russian control. 
He desired this so strongly that he became an ardent w armonger, as his 
diary repeatedly shows. 

From Keijo, the capital of Korea, he sent off a long telegram about 
Russia’s acquisition of a naval base at Masampo, on the southern tip of 
Korea, menacingly close to Japan. Russia had sought this base for years, 
but had always been frustrated by Japan. On i6th March igoo, a few' 
days before Morrison’s arrival, she had forced the issue. A Russian squad- 
ron anchored at Chemulpo, thirty miles aw'ay, and the Admiral talked so 
persuasively to the King of Korea that two days later Russia was granted 
the rights to a coaling-station and naval hospital at Masampo. In his tele- 
gram Morrison reported that Japan view'cd the “stand and deliver” 
attitude of Russia witli “increasing distrust”. 

I XVI ] 

Every foreign correspondent suffers from the malaise of isolation. Too 
close to tlie events h: records, and convinced of the primary impoiiiahce 
of his beat, he resents any interference with his copy, whether the intet- 
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ference is dictated by space or by policy. Morrison, early in his Peking 
assignment, began to brood over the way Chirol handled his dispatches, 
sometimes cutting, sometimes amending them. His resentment was to 
grow with the years into an intemperate hatred of his chief. Chirol, on the 
other hand, early complained or the growing bitterness of Morrison’s 
comments on Britain’s fumbling foreign policy. Morrison was furious 
when his telegram from Korea (“costing a very considerable sum of 
money’’) was cut down to make room for a report from Paris on the 
opening of a recreation hall for the use of jockeys in Qiantilly. “Nothing 
could show better the entire lack of iftterest in anything to do with 
China,” he grumbled in his diary. 

Leaving Chefoo on 31st March, Morrison was in his cabin aboard the 
Tokyo Maru, reading a Maupassant novel before going to sleep, when the 
steamer crashed on the rocks in the straits of PechiU. I'here was great 
confusion. The Korean passengers rushed the boats, and Morrison re- 
mained with the captain on the ship, which was firmly aground, till they 
were rescued in the morning by a passing vessel. Morrison’s second ship- 
wreck inspired an elegaic verse from his ribald friend Dr J. L. Molyneux, 
surgeon of the Maritime Customs at Chefoo: 

Escaped the perils of ten thousand poxes 

He came to grief on them there blasted rock^ses 
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CHAPTER SIX 


[I] 


There was plenty of gossip awaiting Morrison when he reached Peking 
on 4th April igoo. Pethick told him that Li Hung-chang was “revelling in 
the spoils of Canton”, and that the Empress had received from him “with 
much weeping and recrimination” the irritating news that 6000 military 
uniforms were being made in Hong Kong to the order of K’ang Yu-wei, 
each with characters saying; “Destroy Manchu Dynasty”. But of greater 
interest to Morrison was the news that the Brooks murder case had been 
“settled satisfactorily” and that the Boxers were “ceasing agitation”. This 
w^as the first mention of Boxers in Morrison’s diary. 

On 31st December 1899 a young British missionary, the Rev. S. M. 
Brooks, was decapitated in Shantung, a province where anti-foreign feel- 
ing was intense.* His murderers were members of q secret society whose 
name, literally, meant “the Fists of Righteous Harmony”. I'he English 
term “Boxers” was coined by missionaries and first appeared in print in 
October 1899, but the movement dated back at least to the eighteenth 
century. It was one of the innumerable associations that had .sprung up 
among the Chinese masses from earliest times; secret societies w'hich, by 
ritual, incantation, and magic, promised a better life to an ignorant, 
oppressed, and impoverished people. Many factors contributed to the re- 
vival of a very active Boxer movement in 1898. China’s financial position 
W'as desperate. The extravagances of the Manchu Court, the cost of the 
Sino-Japanese War, with the huge indemnity imposed after her defeat, 
had brought her to bankruptcy. Her resources were being mortgaged to 
meet ever-growing foreign debts, and foreign penetration w^as increajsing 
rapidly. Railways were spreading out, to the great misgiving of a people 
who .saw tracks and cuttings de.sccrating the graves of their ancestors; and, 
as Peter Fleming says, “The foreign basincssmen who negotiated the con- 
cessions were often boors; the overseers who supervi.sed the work w'ere 
often bullies.” 

As hated as the railway engineers were the missionaries, particularly 
the Roman Catholic missionaries, who had demanded, and been gr^iMed, 



far-reaching civil powers. By a decree of 15th March 1899, Roman 
Catholic bishops were given the rank and dignity of viceroys and gover- 
nors, with their ceremonial trappings — the mandarin’s button, the retinue 
of attendants, the umbrella of honour, the salute of cannon on arrival or 
departure; while even ordinary priests were ranked with magistrates. A 
conference of Anglican bishops in Shanghai viewed “with alarm” the 
“rapidly growing interference of . . . Roman Catholic priests with the 
provincial and local government of China”, but Protestant missionaries, 
though theoretically without secular power, were often as dictatorial, and 
no more sympathetic towards die people whose country they had in- 
vaded. They would erect a tall spire on a site which, according to Chinese 
belief, should not be disturbed by a building, lest the fe 7 ig shut, the spirits 
of wind and water, be offended. As a Chinese writer put it: “Their dis- 
turbance by a church spire is considered as much a grievance as the 
erection of a hideous tannery beside Westminster Abbey i^ ould be.” 

Anti-foreign feeling was as strong in South China as in the north, but 
in Shantung an army reform had created bands of unemployed soldiers, 
desperate for food, and a poor harvest had been followed by famine and 
widespread floods. Hundreds of thousands of people were hungry, liomc- 
less, and ripe for action. In this febrile atmosphere the Boxer move- 
ment erupted violently. Anti- foreign and therefore anti-Christian, it was 
directed not only against the “Primary Devils”, the missioiijirjes, but also 
the “Secondary Devils”, tlic native Christian converts: and, at one stage, 
partly against the Manchu dynasty. But by 1900 the movement had allied 
itself with, and was supported by, the Throne. Exactly when and why this 
change took place has been the subject of a patient study by Victor Pur- 
cell, The Boxer Uprising. As he points out, to call the uprising a rebellion 
is absurd; the Boxers were supporting the Manchu Govermnent, even to 
the point of killing members of another society that was anti-dynastic. 

The murderers of Mr Brooks were tried in the presence of a British 
official, and executed, the Tsungli Yainen expressing appropriate regret. 
But, as Morrison’s diary for April and May shows, the Boxers were far 
from “ceasing agitation”: 

April I'l , , , the danger of the Boxers is increasing. The danger is 
scarcity of rain which is attributed to the disturbance of the feng shut 
by foreigners. If rains come, the Boxers will soon disappear. 

April 26 . Saw Squiers [First Secretary of the American Legation]. 

Anti-foreign literature is being sold in the streets. There has been 
some serious Boxer fighting near Paotingfu, with an alarming account 
of a “battle” written by a missionary, Ewing, there. 

May 16 , According to my boy, 8,000,000 men are to descend 

from Heaven and exterminate the foreigners. . . . Then the rain will 
come. . . . F. Huberty James [a professor of English in the Imperial 
'-Chinese University]: “The movement may become serious especially 
, if a leader can be found”. . . . Many stories of pillaging. . . . 
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May i 8 . , , Much agitation still about Boxers. I said to Sir Claude, 
“The first shower and the movement expires.” Yesterday some rain 
fell. Just my luck I wire in the morning the alarming Boxer move- 
ment and in the afternoon rain falls. Boxers, French priests report 6i 
men, women and children suffered death at Kaolo . . . midway be- 
tween Peking and Paotingfu. Also trouble at Anshsien, from which 
people are fleeing by train into Peking. Some burned alive. The whole 
village of Kaolo is destroyed. 

ITie same day, a London Misaon chapel about forty miles from 
Peking was burnt to the ground, and the next day Bishop Favier, the 
Vicar- Apostolic of Peking, sent an alarming message to the French Min- 
ister, M. Pichon. He reported on the casualties inflicted by the Boxers, 
the damage they had done, and the thousands of refugees who were flee- 
ing from them. Their known intention, he said, was to attack the churches 
first, then the legations. “For us, in our cathedral, the date of the attack 
has actually been fixed.” His cathedral, the Pcitang, had within the walls 
of its compound an orphanage, a convent, a dispensary, several schools, a 
printing-press, a chapel, and a museum, as well as the Bishop’s house, with 
its stores, stables, and other buildings. It was about two miles to the north- 
west of the legations. The Bisliop’s message finished with an urgent plea 
for forty or fifty sailors “to protect our lives and property”. 

“Saw Pichon,” Morrison recorded on 21st May. “Very amiable, 
thinks Favier an alarmist.” Sir Claude MacDonald was equally sceptical: 
“I confess that little has come to my knowledge,” he wrote to the Foreign 
Office, “to confirm the gloomy anticipations of the French Father.” Nor 
did his Chinese Secretary, Henry Cockburn, take a serious view. “I agree 
with him,” Morrison wrote, “that we cannot feel this peril in the air.” 
Yet “all knives and swords have doubled in value. Shops are working day 
and night to supply the demand.” 

The following day. Sir Claude told Morrison that a meeting of the 
diplomatic body had just been held which had called upon the Chinese 
Government to suppress the Boxers and the anti-foreign propaganda, 
otherwise the legations would again be c ompelled to bring guards to 
Peking. On 23rd May, Morrison noted in his diary that the movement 
had “die cognisance and approval of the Government, as shown by them 
drilling in the grounds of Imperial barracks and royal princes. . . 

As a religious sect, the Boxers underwent a fantastic training of in- 
cantations and gymnastics which tl\ey believed made them invulnerable. 
Morrison recorded that when a boy of sixteen was practising this ritual he 
bared his chest to M. August Chamot, the Swiss proprietor of the Hotel 
de Pekin, saying, “The foreign bullet may strike me here, but it will not 
hurt me.” The sceptical hotelier let out and kicked the boy, who fled “as 
from the wrath to come”. (Yuan Shih-k’ai, as Governor of Shantung, 
made a more definite test of the Boxers’ invulnerability. His firing squad 
experimented on and killed a number of them without difficulty. 

Morrison and Pechick on 24th May witnessed a Boxer at his prostm- 
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dons, repeating his prayers and his gymnasdcs: “He pretends to receive a 
spirit from Heaven and in a trance slashes the air with sword and knife. 
He is impervious not only to the foreign bullet and the foreign sword, 
but the foreign poison . . . with which the foreigner is infecting the native 
wells.” 

That night Morrison attended a dinner at the British Legation to cele- 
brate Queen Victoria’s eighty-first — ^and last — birthday. There were fifty 
guests, and each lady took in two men. Morrison and Sir Robert Hart 
were taken in by the hostess, Lady MacDonald. Dinner was served in a 
small theatre. Champagne flowed, toasts were exchanged, and after dinner 
there was dancing on the decorated tennis court, to the music of “I.G.’s 
Own”. The threat of the Boxers seemed remote. 

Yet that very day there had been a massacre of missionaries and rail- 
way engineers at Hsiang Hsien, eighty miles from Peking, and on 28th 
.May, Morrison had much to recoid: 

Farly this morning, a man hobl)Ied into my house very foot-sore. He 
had escaped from the Paotingfu railway from Ch’anghsintien. [The 
junction of the Tientsin-Peking wMth the line which was to link 
Peking and Hankov’ was at Fcngtai, about 15 miles south of Peking, 
and Ch’anghsintien was the headquarters of the construction staff.] 
The railway had been destroyed, the station [Fcngtai] besieged and 
the engineers besieged in their houses. . . . Reports from Chocow are 
very bad, terrorization and massacre forcing Christians to abjure their 
faith and burn incense, selling the prettier girls into prostitution. 

Morrison, with tw^o companions, rode out across the racecourse to 
Fengtai: 

As we approached the black smoke was rising and the whole country- 
side was afoot, streaming tow^ards the station. I'hc engine sheds were 
on fire . . . and the villagers from all around were looting. We could 
do nothing, though we should have shot a Chinaman who threatened 
us with swords and swore to cut our throats. It will always be a re- 
gret to me that I did not kill tliis man. Crowds of threatening people 
were standing by the temple near the racecourse. 

Morrison’s companions returned to Peking, but he rode on to give 
the alarm to Mrs Squiers and her guest, an American girl named Polly 
Condit Smith, who were summering in a converted temple in the Western 
Hills. Miss Smith, under her married name of Mary Hooker, later de- 
scribed his arrival in her book Behind the Scenes in Peking: 

Our position now was critical. Not a foreign man on the place to 
protect us; a quantity of badly frightened Chinese servants to re- 
assure; three children and ourselves to make plans for. We did what 
women always have to do— -we waited; and our reward came when 
saw dowm in the valley a dusty figure ambling along on a dusty 
Chinese pony, crossing from the direction of Fengtai. ... It was Dr 
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Morrison. On hearing early in the day of the mob at Fengtai, and the 
burning of the place, he promptly started in that direction ... to 
ascertain if the wild rumours circulating in Peking were truths. Find- 
ing the worst corroborated, he started on his return trip to Peking, 
hot haste for the cable office, when he became oppressed with the 
startling remembrance that we were at the temple and probably 
alone and unprotected. So, instead of returning to Peking, he 
promptly came to us. . . . He was studying a possible defence of our 
balcony when Mr Squiers arrived post-haste, bringing with him a 
Russian Cossack, whom he had borrowed from the Russian Minister. 
Plans were now made to defend the place from attack or incendiaries 
during the night. . . . Sentry work of the most careful sort continued 
all night, as well as the packing up of our clothes and valuables. At 
6 a.m. we were en route for Peking, an enormous caravan — most of 
us in Chinese carts, some riding ponies, mules or donkeys, the 40 ser- 
vants placing themselves wherever they could. The three protectors, 
heavily armed, rode by us. 

While Morrison was playing knight-errant in the Western Hills the 
diplomats met again and were persuaded by Sir Claude MacDonald to 
bring up the legation guards at once. The I'sungli Yamen was asked for 
formal permission and, after at first refusing, agreed on condition that no 
legation should have more than thirty men. Sir Claude spoke very plainly 
to the six members of the Yamen. . . . *‘They were a damned lot of fools. 
He told them at once to tell Prince Ch’ing, who is at the Summer Palace 
with the Empress Dowager, that the troops are coming tomorrow, and 
if there is any bbstruction, they will come in ten times greater force.” 
M. Pichon had already ordered up his guards; the other powers ignored 
the Yamen’s limit, and by 3rd June 426 officers and men, American, 
British, French, Italian, Japanese, and Russian, from warships anchored 
off Tientsin, had arrived in Peking. Morrison recorded without comment, 
and Miss Polly Condit Smith w^ith pride, that the first to march up Lega- 
tion Street were fifty-six United States Marines. Victor Purcell, sixty-three 
years later, wrote: “It is at least arguable that the bringing up of the 
guards added fuel to the fire of anti-foreigoism and thus endangered the 
very individuals it aimed to protect.” It also made the dispatch of rein- 
forcements necessary, “and to secure tlieir retreat, the Taku forts had to 
be taken, which in its turn led to war”. 

Sir Claude MacDonald himself was now “very much alarmed”. On 
2nd June he asked Morrison “not to belittle the aJanning reports”: “The 
British Government was indifferent, he said. He had received only three 
telegrams, i. A European concert we think, is advisable. 2. Keep in the 
background, let the mitiativc come from the others. 3. Do not hesitate 
to land men for the protection of nationals.” This was not very positive 
advice to a not-over-intelligent minister facing an unprecedented situation. 
But he was soon to be swept up in the swift tide of events. Next dajf^hc 
murder of two British missionaries was reported forty miles south •£ 
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Peking: and-foreign feeling was rising everywhere; the railway to Tient- 
sin was cut; the British Consul at Tientsin on his own inidadve telegraphed 
Lord Salisbury for strong reinforcements, and the ministers in Peking 
telegraphed their respective governments asking for their naval officers 
to take concerted measures to defend the legations. 

On 4th June, when Henry Cockbum went to the Tsungli Yamen to 
discuss the fate of the two missionaries, he found, in the midst of his 
address, that one member was fast asleep. He got up and left. “There you 
have China,” he said to Morrison. “What are you to make of such people? 
Hie Empress Dowager is giving a theatrical performance while the coun- 
try is in serious stress and strife.” 

The Empress Dowager was not only playing at theatricals in her 
fabulous Sununer Palace; she was playing, on a much wider stage, a role 
of tortuous duplicity: issuing, on the one hand, cloudy edicts condemning 
the Boxers and, on the other, edicts absolving and encouraging them. As 
her complicity with the Boxers became apparent, the fears of the Euro- 
peans increased, and when on 8th June the grandstand and stables of the 
Peking racecourse were burnt — a caddish and calamitous affront to Eng- 
lish sensibility — Sir Claude MacDonald reported that this had brought 
home “more vividly” than any previous incident “to the minds of all 
Europeans in Peking, a sense of the perilous position in which they 
stood”. Next morning, in response to his urgent appeal, Admiral Sir 
Edward Seymour, a veteran of the Crimean War, left Tientsin with a 
mixed force of 500 men. Four other trains, carrying 1376 trcjpps, followed 
soon after. All expected to be in Peking that night. It was more than two 
months before they arrived. 

On the afternoon of nth June several parties of Europeans went out 
by cart or on horseback to meet Sc)miour’s forces at the station. Among 
them, in bowler hat and tailcoat, was the Chancellor of the Japanese 
Legation, Mr Sugiyama. At the main gate of the Chinese City he was 
dragged from his cart by Chinese soldiers and hacked to pieces. His heart 
was cut out and sent as a trophy to the general whose men had committed 
the murder. Other outrages followed. 

On 13th June the German Minister, Baron von Kettcler, armed with 
a walking-stick, captured a Boxer, “a mere boy”, Morrison noted, in Lega- 
tion Street. “The boy in full uniform was sharpening his sword on his 
sole. He had yellow phylacteries inscribed ‘This is good for eight foreign- 
ers.’ ” 

Later that day “the Boxers came down in force from the north of the 
city, and the burning of foreign buildings began”. Morrison’s diary has a 
passage that reflects the mounting excitement: 

June — ^Attack of Boxers. Cries of Boxer incantations. 

Passing the French Legation I found all on guard. “The Boxers 

are coming.” Then rush home Kept watch all night. . . . 

Awful cries in the west part of the city all through the night. 
I The roar of the murdered. Rapine and massacre. 
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Morrison’s diary, normally a model of order and clarity, from now 
on becomes more and more confused and fragmentary: notes are jotted 
down haphazardly, at odd angles, in margins and blank spaces, out of 
sequence, and sometimes abbreviated to the point of obscurity. But he 
continues to record in detail the momentous events of the passing days — 
except where he himself figures importantly in them. Thus, on 15th June, 
the laconic entries “My suggestion to search Prince Su’s house, which we 
did. . . . We rescue several hundred and bring them back” are unintel- 
ligible without amplification. This is supplied by many historians of the 
Boxer crisis; among them. Dr A. H. Smith, the Rev. Roland Allen — ^acting 
chaplain to the British Legation — ^and Henry Savage Landor. 

At two in the afternoon [writes Savage Landor] Dr Morrison, who 
has a nobler heart than many of the selfish refugees, on hearing that 
many Christian converts were still at the mercy of the Boxers near 
Nan-tang church, applied to Sir Claude MaclSonald for guards to 
rescue them. Twenty British were given him, and were joined by a 
force of Germans and Americans. Morrison guided them to the 
spot, and it will ever be a bright spot in the record of the doctor’s 
life that he was the means of saving from atrocious tortures and death 
over a hundred helpless Chinese. 

Mr Allen takes up the story: 

Dr Morrison returned with a large convoy of Roman Catholic 
Christians and brought the most ghastly stories of the state of affairs. 
... He said it was the most horrible sight he had ever seen. They 
found the ^oxers going about from house to house cutting down 
every Christian they could find and the pLce was running with 
blood. The rescue party marched through the streets, calling upon 
the Christians to come out and join them, and many did so. Among 
them many were wounded and some were sick. They were escorted 
over to the East City and placed in Prince Su’s palace, commonly 
called “The Fu” by the care of Dr Morrison and Mr Huberty 
James, and there tended with the utmost care by these two men, 
assisted by a few volunteers. 

Prince Su’s palace, in its high-walled orramental grounds, flanked the 
British Legation to the east, across a street and a canal. At Morrison’s 
suggestion, the palace and grounds were searched by a party that in- 
cluded Huberty James and himself, and it was arranged with Prince Su 
that the rescued native Christians should shelter there. “Prince Su was 
most suave,” Polly Condit Smith noted in her diary. “He vacated the same 
day, leaving all his treasure and half of his harem, llianks are due to 
Dr Morrison.” 

Another eye-witness, B. Lenox Simpson (“Putnam Weale”), praising 
Morrison’s “energy and resolution”, described how all that afternoon hun- 
dreds of converts were pouring into the Fu, “laden with their pqr^nand 
pans, their beds and their bundles of rice”. 
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When the siege of Peking began, the Fu held nearly 2000 refugees. 
Mr Allen continues: 

By rescuing these people and placing them in the Fu, Dr Morrison 
did signal service to the besieged. In the first place he provided a large 
number of coolies, whose labour was invaluable in the building of 
the barricades which formed so marked a characteristic of the later 
stage of the siege. Secondly, he opened the way for the Protestant 
missionaries to insist on the right to bring in their Christians, whereby 
we gained an equally valuable accession of useful workmen. This 
right had up to this ilate been steadily refused by the foreign Minis- 
ters. . . . I'hirdly, in occupying tly? Fu he seized a most valuable 
strategic position, from a military point of view, since the artificial 
hills in the grounds of that place overlooked the cast wall of the 
British Legation and covered the hack of the Spanish, Japanese, and 
French Legations. AVhen the legations were attacked by the Imperial 
troops the importance of this position was fully realized. 

Next morning Morrison to<)k part in another expedition which he 
described succinctly: 

16 ]unc — Up early very much refreshed. Had a chit from Sir Claude 
MacDonald asking, will 1 go out^ (Captain Wray, 20 British, 10 
Americans and 5 Japanese with an officer and Captain Shiba [Japan- 
ese military attache]. Damned poor not knowing his own mind. We 
made a raid on a temple 30 jards from the Austrian outpost; the 
Austrians coming up afterw'ards. 45 killed — butchered. Christian 
captives witli hands tied being immolated w hile actually massacring, 
5 already dead. Rescue^ 3. One accidentally killed. All boxers killed; 
one only dared to face us. I killed myself at least 6. Back tired having 
paraded city and witnessed dcva.station in many places. 

If his diary entries were chaotic, Morrison’s telegrams to The Tivjcs 
continued to give a clear picture of tlie worsening situation. But on 1 3th 
June the telegraph line that ran north through Russian territory was cut. 
This was the last link between Peking and the outside world; the w ires to 
Tientsin had been pulled down three days before. Morrison, however, 
managed to get a final telegram carried by special messenger to 'Fientsin 
— at a cost of twenty taels, he noted methodicall)' — which was published 
in London on i8th June. It was dated J4th June, two days later than the 
last diplomatic dispatches to get through, and read: 

A serious anti-foreign outbreak took place last night w'hcn some of 
the finest buildings in the eastern part of the city were burnt and 
hundreds of native Christians and servants employed by foreigners 
were massacred within two miles of the Imperial Palace. It was an 
H.>anxious night for all foreigners w'ho were collected under the pro- 
tection of the foreign guards. The Boxers burned the Roman Catho- 
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lie ease cathedral, the large buildings of the London mission, and 
the American Board of Missions, and also all the buildings in the 
eastern part of the city occupied by the foreign employees of the 
Maritime Customs. If the troops reinforcing the foreign guards fail 
to arrive today further riots are expected. It is believed that no Euro- 
' pean has been injured. 

That day Admiral Seymour’s forces were precariously strung out 
along the railway line. The leading train, carrying the admiral, was only 
halfway to Peking; the others straggled behind. They were under con- 
stant atuck, and ammunition was running out. On i8th June, to avoid 
encirclement, Seymour decided to fall back on Tientsin. With him was 
the twenty-nine-year-old David Beatty, who in a private letter described 
the operation as “the maddest, wildest rottencst scheme that could eman- 
ate from the brain of any man”. 

There was now danger of Tientsin being cut off before Seymour 
could fight his way back, and the foreign powers decided to ocaipy 
“provisionally, by consent or force”, the Taku forts at the mouth of the 
North River on which Tientsin is situated. In the lcgatif)ns at Peking 
nothing was known of these happenings, but on the afternoon of 19th 
June each of the eleven ministers and Sir Robert Hart received from the 
Tsungli Yamen a large scarlet envelope containing an ultimatum. It said 
that the allied fleets had threatened to bombard the 'Falcu forts. As this 
was equivalent to a declaration of war, the ministers were notified that 
unless they quit Peking within twenty-four hours their protection could 
not be guaranteed. If they did they were promised safe conduct to Tient- 
sin. In ^ct, the Allied fleets, after a few hours’ bombardment, had already 
occupied the forts on 17 th June. 

A meeting of ministers W'as quickly convened by the doyen of the 
diplomatic body, the Spanish Minister, Sehor Cologan. There was a 
spirited debate. At first the majority accepted Baron von Ketteler’s 
vehemently expressed view that it would be suicidal to accept the 
Yamen’s offer of protection. Others, led by the French and American 
ministers, were in favour of accepting it. Morrison afterwards reported 
in The Times the “profound astonishment” everywhere expressed that 
M. Pichon, as “Protecteur des Missions Catholiques en Chine”, and “so 
humane a man as Mr Conger”, the American Minister, could have advo- 
cated a course of action that meant “the immediate abandonment to mas- 
sacre of the tliousands of native Christians who had trusted the foreigner 
and believed in his good faith”. But, after long discussion, the views of 
Pichon and Conger prevailed. Just before midnight an answer signed by 
Cologan was sent back to the Yamen: the ministers w'ere ready to leave 
Peking, but not within the short space of twenty-four hours. They inti- 
mateef that they knew nothing of what had happened at Taku, and re- 
quested an interview with the Yamen the following morning, to discuss 
transport, provisions, and protection. 

Morrison was disgusted. “Conger to his everlasting dishonour has 
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asked for loo carts," he wrote in his diary. **As he said to me *the Chinese 
have guaranteed us safe conduct’.” 

“If you place confidence in Chinese guarantee, why do you have 
your legation guards here?” Morrison asked pertinently. “Did they [the 
Chinese] not promise to protect you?” 

To Cologan he said: “The Chinese will be massacred to a man.” 
Cologan shrugged. “That does not regard us,” he said. But it greatly 
“regardecr* Morrison: 

A more disgraceful determination I never heard of. I went home and 
could not look my servant in the f^ce. “So European man all run 
away?” “Who speakee that fool pidgih?” I went back to the Legation, 
argued and remonstrated. Sir Claude wavered. 

Polly Condit Smith writes of the ministers “moving about from one 
legation to another, arguing, talking, always talking ... it looked very 
much as if we were all to start out to our deaths the following morning”: 

At one time Dr Morrison took the floor, he being the spokc.sman for 
the vast crowd of intelligent individuals — engineers, bankers, trades- 
people and missionaries, who one and all were in favour of waiting 
until Seymour . . . arrived. He looked the ministers square in the eyes 
and said: “If you men vote to leave Peking tomorrow, the deaths of 
every man, woman and child in this huge unprotected convoy will 
be on your heads, and your names will go down to hj^story, and be 
known for ever as the wickedest, weakest and most pusillanimous 
cowards who have ever lived.” 

Early next morning Morrison was at the United States Legation. 
“Well doctor,” said Conger, “how do you feel .this morning?” 

“I feel ashamed to be a white man,” Morrison replied heatedly. “Of all 
the inhuman, barbarous pusillanimous decrees 1 have ever heard of, the 
decision of the eleven ministers yesterday is the worst.” 

Conger repeated his argument that the Government had offered them 
safe conduct to Tientsin, and Morrison repeated his rejoinder: “Why 
have you got the marines here if you trust the Government?” 

“Well, doctor, I don’t agree with you,” said Conger. 

“But the world will agree with me,” said Morrison. 

“Much I care of the opinion of the world,” said Conger. He thought 
Morrison meant the Ne^w York World. 

Pethick agreed with Morrison that a column two miles long proceed- 
ing to Tientsin would be very vulnerable. He distrusted the good faith of 
the Chinese, and thought it all might be a “plant” arranged for their 
massacre. And where would they get food, water, and transport? 

All the ministers were up early that morning, anxiously awaiting an 
answer from the Yamen. By half-past nine, none had come. They decided 
to go on waiting; in Sir Claude MacDonald’s words, “it would be undig- 
nifrefi to go to the Yamen and sit there waiting for the Princess”. But von 
Ketteler, “a very passionate and excitable man”, did not agree. He banged 
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[lis fist on the table and cried, “I will jgo and sit there till they do come, if 
[ have to sit there all night!” His Chinese secretary, Herr Cordes, was to 
accompany him. Morrison saw them leave in their sedan chairs, hooded in 
scarlet and green to show their official status, and accompanied by two 
liveried outriders. Not many minutes later his boy burst into his office 
and said, “Any man speakee have makce kill German Minister.” Morrison 
said, “Nonsense!” But it was true. Von Ketteler had been shot at point- 
blank range by an Imperial bannerman in full uniform. (Just before he 
was decapitated by German troops six months later, the murderer said 
reproachfully that he had been promised by his superior officers seventy 
raels and promotion for the job, but had received only forty taels and no 
promotion.) Herr Cordes was shot through both thighs and pursued by 
men with lances, but somehow dragged himself into the American Mis- 
sion, and fell fainting at the entrance. Ill in hospital, he told his story to 
Morrison, concluding with these words: “I affirm that the assassination of 
:he German Minister was deliberately planned, premeditated murder, done 
n obedience to the orders of high government officials. . . 

There was now no question of leaving Peking. Von Ketteler had 
mphatically proved his point. During the morning the diplomatic body 
received a note from the Tsungli Yamcn that made no mention of the 
murder. ITie Yamen regretted that it would be unsafe for the ministers to 
nake their proposed visit, but granted them an unspecified extension of 
ime. Despite this, at 4 p.m., precisely at the expiration of the original 
ime-limit, heavy firing broke out, directed at the Austrian and French 
outposts. A French marine fell dead. An Austrian was wounded. A ser- 
geant of the Ro);al Marines Light Infantry marched up to his commanding 
officer, Captain B. M. Strouts, and saluted: 

“Firing has commenced, sir,” he said. 

“I'hank you. Sergeant Murphy,” said Captain Strouts. 

The .siege of the legations, and of the Roman Catliolic ("atlicdral in 
:hc north of Peking, had begun. 


[ 11 ] 

More than two months later, when the siege was over, Morrison dined 
with Squiers and Baroness von Ketteler: 

She was very sad, talking all the time of her husband, whose death 
did undoubtedly save the lives of all the mini.sters. She confirms what 
1 already knew, that Ketteler alone of all the ministers was opposed to 
the pusillanimous and yet suicidal decisi^^j come to by all his col- 
leagues, Sir Claude among them, to leave Peking. De Giers was 
strongly of this opinion, and professed to believe that China in this 
matter acted as a civilized power — an act of war had been committed; 
it was the only course she could follow. Ketteler shrugged his sh-fa-W- 
ers. Pethick, who was present, said the President of Civil Appoint • 
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ments, Hsy Fu, had told him there was a plot to murder all the minis- 
ters that morning, and the murder of one minister only was a prema- 
ture accident, deplorable from the Chinese point of view, for it 
prevented a general massacre. 


[HI] 

Into the three-acre compound of the British Legation, which had a normal 
population of about sixty human beings, a great number of ponies and 
mules, a small number of sheep, and a cow, were now throngecl about 900 
people; the entire foreign community of Peking — except M. Chamot and 
his American wife, who doggedly remained in their hotel at the other 
side of the canal — and groups of converts, including 1 26 Chinese school- 
girls. The British Legation had been chosen as the key points of the de- 
fences because it was the largest and least exposed. Morrison was. among 
the last to enter it. Soon after the first exchange of shots, the Austrian 
Legation, an isolated outpost, had been precipitately abandoned by its 
garrison. “No sufficient reason has ever been given for its abandonment,” 
Morrison wrote when the siege was over. In his diary for 20th June he 
wrote: “This involved the sacrifice of all the Customs buildings. Accord- 
ingly I had to leave my house. I took my silver, my provisions etc., and 
went off to the British Legation. Here all the ministers were assembled. 
Tlicre was an immense crowd — ^missionaries. Catholic, who had left their 
flocks; Chinese nuns and crowds of Chinese, Customs people, Russian 
ladies, and others.” 

Morrison’s house lay just on the other side of the Fu. Before it was 
destroyed he returned to it and worked “very hard” to save all his books, 
assisted by an eccentric Norwegian missionary, Nestergard (known as 
“Nearest to God”) and a “very cool and brave*' Chinese. They had to 
make many journeys, skipping hurriedly over the little bridge that crossed 
the canal between the legation and the Fu. 

Next day Morrison watched with emotion the destruction of the 
greatest library in China, and the oldest in the world, the Hanlin Yuan, 
which stood immediately to the north of the British Legation. Some of its 
buildings were separated from the legation by only a few feet. A strong 
wind was blowing right into the l^ation, and the Chinese saw an oppor- 
tunity to burn the foreigners out. They set fire to “the most sacred build- 
ing in Peking . . . centre of all learning”. To the rattle of musketry and 
the roar of flames, Morrison wrote: 

... the combustible books, the most valuable in the Empire, were 
thrown in a great heap into the pond round the summer house . . . 
a heap of debris, timber in ashes, sprinkled with tom leaves, marked 
the site of the great library of the Middle Kingdom. Other great 
libraries, the Alexandrian and in Rome, had been destroyed by the 
«ii..;v^ictorious invader, but what can we think of a nation that sacrifices 
^ its most sacred edifice, the pride and glory of its country and learned 



men for hundreds of years, in order to be revenged upon foreigners? 
It was a glorious blaze. The desecration was appalling. Noble manu- 
scripts lying untouched on the shelves for centuries were scattered, 
burned, stolen: tons of splendid editions were in the water hole. 

. To save the legation it was necessary to dismantle the remaining 
library buildings. An attempt was made to save the more valuable manu- 
scripts, but few survived. Books carried away as loot were handed to Sir 
Claude MacDonald, who, after the debacle of the Austrian Legation, had 
replaced the Austrian naval captain, von Thomann, as commander-in- 
chief. Wiiile the fire in the Hanlin Yuan was raging. Sir Claude sent a 
note to the Yamen saying that he had endeavoured to save the books and 
asking for officials to be sent to supervise the salvage. The note was not 
answered. 

Morrison’s indignation at the destruction of the Hanlin Yuan, and 
at the nation that could commit such sacrilege, is understandable. But he 
could record without indignation, and without criticism of the nation 
concerned, this episode of the defence: 

Eighteen prisoners were captured by the French in a temple near the 
legation. They were soldiers and a Chinese Christian gave information 
as to their whereabouts. Everyone of them was put to death without 
mercy in the French Legation, bayoneted by a l''rench corporal to 
save cartridges. Questioned before death they gave much information 
that was obviously false 


[IV] 

The siege of the legations, as Hollywood has reminded us in a film of 
egregious absurdity, lasted fifty-five days. But the Hollywood fantasy was 
really no more improbable than die historical facts. During those fif ty-five 
days a polyglot and loosely knit coj imunity which at the outset com- 
prised 473 civilians, a garrison of 409, 2750 native Christian refugees, 
and some 400 native servants was besieged by Chinese forces, w hich, had 
they pressed home the attack determinedly, could quickly have overcome 
all resistance. The long defence perimeter was poorly fortified; the defend- 
ers were poorly armed. Tliey hatl four pieces of light artillciy, includ- 
ing a five-barrelled Nordcnfelt that jammed after every four shots, and 
an Italian one-pounder with 120 rounds. Each national contingent had its 
own type of nfle, making a pool of ammunition impossible, and the best- 
equipped had only 300 rounds per man. The attackers, vastly superior in 
numbers, had no lack of small arms or ordnance. “The Chinese,” writes 
Peter Fleming, “are estimated to have fired 3000 shells and cannon balls 
into the defences during the siege, lliere w^as nothing to prevent them 
firing a like number each day. If tliey had, the legations would have 
become untenable in no time.” 

Why they did not is one of the great enigmas of the siege. The otnej; 
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is why the lunatic attack was ever launched. As Chester Tan wrote, after 
studying Chinese sources, “while it is evident that the attack . . . was 
authorized by the Imperial Court, it is not clear why such an attack 
should have been made”. Victor Purcell agrees with him that the motives 
were complex, but probably included sheer hatred of the foreigners, the 
desire to stimulate patriotism, fear of the legation guards, and the need to 
kill all witnesses of the Court’s and the Boxers’ misdeeds. What saved the 
legations was the irresolution and division of the Court. Among the 
Empress Dowager’s advisers was a peace party as well as a war party, 
and their influence fluctuated as her moods swung from doubt to con- 
fidence. 

Her original purpose, unquestionably, was to exterminate the foreign- 
ers in Peking and the Chinese converts. She had allied herself with the 
Boxers because of their claims to supernatural powers, but these proved 
disappointing, and when, on 13th July, Tientsin fell to the allied forces 
she decided to become more conciharory. Two days later, to the bewilder- 
ment of the besieged, who knew nothing of what was happening beyond 
their perimeter, an unofficial truce took place that lasted nearly a fort- 
night and the Chinese began an extraordinary correspondence A\ith the 
diplomatic body that went on till the end of the siege. During the 
fantastic period of the truce the Empress Dowager sent cartloads of 
watermelons, vegetables, ice, and flour to the people she had been trying 
for weeks to destroy; the garrison bought eggs and even a few rifles from 
the enemy; a Chinese trumpeter, f(/rmcrly in Sir Robert Hart’s band, 
whose ear had been half-severed by an irate officer, was admitted blind- 
folded to the British Legation to be treated by its physician, Dr Poole; 
sailors rowed up and dowm the canal on improvised rafts, and, of course, 
the British played cricket. 

In their letters to Sir Claude MacDonald the Chinese expressed their 
affectionate desire to protect the legations, and repeatedly renewed the 
polite suggestion that the diplomats, for their owm protection, should 
depart. They also invited the ministers to send telegrams home saying 
all was well. These letters, to wffiich Sir Claude replied, temperately and 
equivocally, so as not to antagonize the moderates at Court, were curious 
enough, but even more remarkable w^as the correspondence between the 
Tsungli Yamen and Sir Robert Hart. Having killed a member of his staff, 
wounded two others, burnt his house with all his official and private 
papers, and destroyed eighteen buildings in his staff quarters, the Chinese 
on 22nd July wrote him a courteous letter saying it was more than a 
month since they had heard from him, and inquiring earnestly about his 
welfare. This w^as followed by other letters; one seeking his advice about 
a delicate Customs problem. Sir Robert replied to each with punctilio 
and, concerned about his wardrobe, threw a letter over the wall addressed 
to his tailor in London: “Send quickly two autumn suits and later two 
winter ditto with morning and evening dress, warm cape, and four pairs 
of«bpots and slippers. I have lost everything but am well. \\ e still have an 
pnxious fortnight to weather. Hart, Peking, 5th August 1902.” 
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Despite the interraption of normal communications, the warm cloth- 
ing arrived on 26th October. 

As well as the sartorial Sir Robert, the besieged community had many 
picturesque members. The Italian Ministry, the Marquis di Salvago Ragei, 
fastidiously dressed for dinner every night though the plat du jour might 
have been a pony steak, or a ragout of magpie and sparrow. The wife of 
the United States Minister was a Cliristian Scientist; when a bullet entered 
a room crowded with men and women and passed within an inch of a 
baby’s head, she declared that it was only in their “receptive minds” that 
the bullet existed. Throughout the siege M. Chamot and his young Ameri- 
can wife remained in their hotel in an exposed sector of the outer defences, 
furiously grinding flour and baking 300 loaves a day, as shells crashed 
through the hotel walls. M. Pichon was the acknowledged clown of the 
legations. A coward and a chatterbox, he flitted about “nervously and 
ccasclcssl) ’ emitting portentous and gloomy statements: “Nous allons tout 
mourir cc soir!” “Nous sonrmes perdusV* 

Another inveterate pessimist was Robert Bredon, Sir Robert Hart’s 
deputy inspector-general and brother-in-law, known as the ‘Knight of the 
Rueful Countenance”. Morrison tried to cheer him up by saying: “A siege 
docs not occur to any individual but once in a lifetime. Our lives are 
marked by fcv\' landmarks. Let us, while we live, have a siege that will be 
recorded in history ... a siege where half the garrison will perish by the 
sword and the other half be reduced to the utmost privation by starva- 
tion. . . .” Equally spirited W'as the rebuke administered by Senor Cologan 
to the Dutch Minister, M. Knobel, who w'anted to send an appeasing note 
to the I'sungli Yamcn: “VVe are writing a page of history. Let us not sully 
it.” 

The missionary Nestergard was a tragicomic figure. During a very 
important operation he appeared on the barricades in a long black cassock 
and a top-hat, and began to cry loudly for justice, appealing to the Nor- 
wegian royal family to clear his maligned name. He could not be silenced, 
and WMs led aw^ay, gagged and struggling, to the stables, w'herc he con- 
tinued his protestations. One day he escaped and made his way to Chinese 
headquarters, where his papers were examined; imong them was a letter 
to the Russian Alinister, M. de Giers, in which he apologized for indec- 
ently exposing himself to Madame dc Giers. Four days later Nestergard 
w^as sent back to the legations and admitted that he had told the Chinc.se 
all he knew^ about the state of the defence. Some wanted him shot as a 
traitor; he w’as locked up again in the stables. 

Morrison messed with the Squiers, and for a few weeks was much 
better off than most of the besieged. The Squiers had the bc.st .stores in the 
compound: pre.scrvcd Californian fruits, macaroni, corned beef, tinned 
bean.s, anchovy paste, Liebig’s extract of meat, and plenty of coffee. But 
by 25th July, Polly Condi t Smith wrote, “this menu was in the dim pa.st”. 
The chief comfort of the Squiers mess then were the “Selzogene bottle^’, 
in which enough soda water was made to last the day. Horseflesh and net 
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had become the staple diet. Each day two of the 150 beautiful racing 
ponies remaining from the May race-meeting were brought out and shot. 

“Dr Morrison is the most attractive at our impromptu mess,*’ Polly 
wrote. “He works where a strong man is needed, and he is as dirty, happy 
and healthy a hero as one could find anywhere. . . .” Morrison was less 
flattering about Miss Smith, whom he described as “fat and gushing”. 
Despite his unfailing outward courtesy, he was often brutally frank about 
people in his letters and notes: Sir Qaude MacDonald was “weak” with 
“as little wisdom as judgment”; M. Pichon was “a craven-hearted cur”; 
the Japanese Minister, Baron Nishi, “resembled an anthropoid ape”. 


[V] 

There were frequent unsuccessful attempts to get messages through to 
Tientsin. One, which Morrison made on the night of 6th July, is of par- 
ticular interest because the actual document survives. It not only gives a 
vivid picture of the situation in the legations at that time, but, as Morri- 
son’s colleague on The Times^ J. B. Capper, said, it shows “with how few 
words ... a wealth of information can be unambiguously conveyed” by 
“a master of lucid and condensed telegraphy”. 

Morrison wrote the message on both sides of a scrap of very thin 
paper measuring 5 inches by less than 2 J, dipped it in oil to waterproof it, 
and buried it in an old dish of gruel, which was carriec^by a young 
Chinese Christian who was let down over the wall, disguised as a beggar. 
The boy was stopped and sent back at daybreak through the Watergate. 
Morrison retrieved the message and pasted it in his diary. It read: 

Whoever receives this please forward it by special messenger to E. B. 
Drew, Esq. Commissioner of Customs Tientsin. I will defray all ex- 
penses. Mr Drew will then forward the following telegram to The 
Times, urgent, if necessary. 

Bland Shanghai Times 

Since January 20 been besieged by Chinese troops all communications 
cut isolation complete stop for ten days unable communicate even 
with Peitang cathedral where Monseigneur Favier priests sisters 3000 
Christians in one enclosure guarded by 30 French 10 Italians their 
position great peril enemy encompassing fire starvation stop Enemy 
daily shelling British Legation which crowded all foreign ministers 
women children Christian refugees danger extreme position being 
commanded from city wall also wall Imperial city working day night 
desperate efforts strengthen defence barricades sandbags loopholes 
nightly furious fusillade all quarters bullets thousands one marine 
kified inside legation stop Italian Dutch Belgian Austrian legations 
burned French legation abandoned but retaken severely bombarded 
^^all opposite American Legation held by 35 Americans British Rus- 
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sians stop princes grounds palace east British legation bravely de- 
fended by small number Japanese whom seven killed thirteen 
wounded British two killed also David Oliphant student interpreter 
of 414 men and 20 officers besieged area z officers killed Japanese 
Ando French Herbert six wounded including Halliday severely doing 
well 43 men killed 65 wounded civilians five killed including Wagner 
Frenchman son consul general six wounded stop ammunition care- 
fully husbanded supplies insufficient great anxiety prolonged delay 
arrival troops we unprovided field pieces general health good Morri- 
son Peking July sixth. 

As Capper pointed out, this message is notable not only for its econ- 
omy but also “for its unconscious disclosure of the strain under which 
Morrison himself was working — notwithstanding the coolness of his de- 
meanour. For he made the glaring blunder of giving 20th January as 
the date when the siege began.” 

After the failure of this attempt, Pokolitov, the Russian financial agent 
w'ho had arranged the bribing of Li Hung-chang in March 1898, offered 
$10,000 to any courier who would go and bring back word from Sey- 
mour’s forces. “Liu, the Frenchman, said he would go,” Morrison noted, 
“if the Father — the eczema-cheeked padre who eats and smokes all day 
would permit him to deny that he was a Christian if seized and questioned. 
He was forbidden; a Protestant might do it, a Catholic could not. No one 
could be induced to go.” Morrison disapproved of this unnamed and un- 
compromising Father, but w^as full of praise for the foresight and pre- 
paredness of Bishop Favier: “How we ridiculed his attempts to purchase 
all available rifle? and ammunition; and his frantic letters! Yet he was more 
than justified — more. He made no statement that was not understated.” 
On another page of his diary Morrison scribbled: “Missionaries to blame 
for a good deal c»f the Boxer trouble.” 


[VI] 

Early in July, Morrison with a committee inspected the Fu, w'herc the 
refugees were crowded “like bugs in a rug”, he found it “stinking and 
insanitary. . . . Children ill with scarlet fever and small-pox, w'ith dipthcria 
and dysentery.” As he wrote this in his “Lett’s Rough Diary”, he may have 
read in the front a modest advertisement for Eno’s Fruit Salts: 

To PREVENT the BILE becoming too thick and impute, producing a 
gummy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adhesiveness in the mucous 
membrane of the intestinal canal, frequently the pivot of diarrhoea 
and DISEASE, eno’s ‘fruit salt’ prevents and removes diarrhoea in tlie 
early stages. 

Without such a Simple Precaution 

The Jeopardy of Life is Immensely Increased 



[VII] 

“The morning of the 1 6 th opened with a disaster,” Morrison wrote in his 
detailed report to The Times at the end of the siege. “Captain Strouts, 
the senior British officer, was shot while returning from the outposts in 
the Fu . . . and died an hour after being brought into hospital.” Morrison 
did not mention the fact that he, too, was shot while accompanying 
Strouts. That night, in bed in Sir Claude MacDonald’s library, he recorded 
the full story in his diary: 

Monday July i6 

This morning early, “arc you on for the Fu?” It was Strouts, and 
raining. He had a cup of tea at the Customs Mess while I slipped on 
my things, and 1 went over to him. We crossed by the deep cutting 
and stone barricade to the south of the Legation and in the Fu kept 
well under the w'all while making our way to the outpost. The wall 
was pitted with shot and shell. It was difficult to imagine how I could 
have passed it unhurt yesterday amid that hail of bullets. At the 
outpost there was not much change. The cutting had been made a 
little deeper rendering access less dangerous but I observed with 
alarm that no attempt had been made to heighten the barricades 
above that I had myself made the other day. Colonel Shiba joined us; 
then he and I went alone and passed from the cutting along the 
direction of fire a short distance, then turned up over the brow of 
the slope into the Japanese trench. Sliots were fired at ms. \Vc were 
evidently within view of the barricade nor 35 yards away, rhcrc we 
waited while Strouts came along. “Come and sec the Japanese 
line,” I said. He replied that he must go back to the Legation. “Then 
1 will go with you,” V replied, as I was bound to do, for 1 had 
accompanied him acros.s. “And I will go too,” said Shiba. We three 
then descended a few paces into the line of fire and we were walking 
forward towards the barricades when suddenly I heard some shots, 
how many I cannot tell, but I think three, and felt a cut in my right 
thigh. At the same moment, “My God,” said Strouts, and he fell over 
into the arms of Shiba, who was on liis left. Then I jumped forward 
and with Shiba dragged Strouts out of fire, though shots were still 
coming whizzing by us, and tlien he lay down while Shiba ran off for 
the .surgeon. In the meantime, I tried to slip my handkerchief round 
his thigh and stepped out to find a twig to use as a tourniquet. But 
the result was no good. I could see the fracture and die bone project- 
ing against the trousers. Then Nakagawa (the Japanese Surgeon 
Captain), came up and we tried to staunch the bleeding by compres- 
sing the external iliac. The body was soaking in blood but the poor 
fellow was conscious and asked me where I was hit. 1 said mine wms 
unimportant. Then I fainted. In a little while the stretcher-bearers 
came up and the captain was carried away. ITien I walked, but get- 
ting faint, was carried into the Legation. Then it was found that 
another bullet had splintered and some of the fragments struck me. 
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Poole cut this out and while he did so 1 fainted again and then 
vomited, the pain being intense, though I have no reason to think it 
was one half as great as other pain 1 have suffered. In the ward, 
Strouts was brought in. He was dying. He said nothing but by and 
by gave a few sobs of pain, then his breath came quietly and then he 
sank away into death. 

The day before, Morrison had recorded many remarkable escapes 
among his companions— -escapes “such as must occur when a small body 
of people arc shelled and fired upon from close range”: a four pounder 
round shot had jumped through a window where Mrs Bredon and her 
daughter, Juliet, were sleeping and fallen harmlessly between them; a cap- 
tain, holding a bottle of vermouth, had the neck of the bottle whipped off 
by a bullet; a sergeant had the razor carried out of his hand while he was 
stropping if; a bullet had passed through Colonel Shiba’s coat and another 
had grazed Captain Strouts’s neck. 

“Dr Morrison acted as lieutenant to Captain Strouts and rendered 
most valuable assistance,” reported Sir Claude MacDonald in his dis- 
patches. “Active, energetic and cool, he volunteered for every service of 
d.inger and was a pillar of strength when things were going badly. By his 
severe wound on the i6th July, his valuable services were lost to the de- 
fence for the rCsSt of the siege.” 


[ VIII ] 

On the day Mq^'rison was wounded the people of I'ngland — or those 
who bought the Daily Mad — read a terrible story. Datelined Shanghai, and 
headed “ Fhe Peking Massacre”, it told in harrtiwing detail how on the 
night of 6th July the Europeans, battered by heavy artillery fire, had been 
attacked by wave after wave of Chinese and in the morning, after a 
desperate stand in the British Legation, wiped out. The cable from the 
enterprising special correspondent ended: “ ITius, standing together as the 
.sun rose fully, the little remaining band, all Europeans, met death stub- 
bornly. The Chinese lost heavily, but as one man fell, others advanced, and 
finally, overcome by overwhelming odds, every one of the Europeans 
remaining was put to the sword in the most atrocious manner.” 

Another newspaper added the picturesque gloss that the men, before 
being dispatched, had shot their women and children. “We can hardly 
dare to hope that in substance the reports of the massacre are inaccurate,” 
Mr Brodiick told the House, and next day The Times a<lded its solemn 
imprimatur: “The time has now come when hope must be abandoned. It 
would be foolish and unmanly to affect to doubt the awful truth.” Nor 
was its own account of the tragedy lacking in first-hand observation: “The 
Europeans fought with calm courage to the end against ovcrw^hclming 
hordes of fanatical barbarians thirsting for their blood. . . . When the 
cartridge was gone their hour had come. They met it like men. . . . They 
have died as we would have had them die, fighting to the last for the help-* 
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less women and children who were to be butchered over their dead 
bodies.” 

Morrison’s name had never before been mentioned in The Times. But 
now the name of “our devoted Correspondent” was given an honoured 
place with those of Sir Claude MacDonald and Sir Robert Hart; in the 
news item, in the editorial, and on the whole page of obituaries. In the 
editorial The Times said: 

Dr Morrison has had so many hairbreadth escapes in the course of 
his most adventurous life of 38 years, and possessed such inhnite re- 
source in moments of emergency, that we cannot quite relinquish 
the hope that he may possibly have escaped in the confusion or the 
final slaughter. At any rate, if any European does survive it seems not 
unlikely to be he. His career is characteristic of one of the best types 
of colonial Englishmen. A wanderer in strange lands and desert 
places from his youth up, he had developed by wide and patient 
observation his remarkable natural powers of insight and of generali- 
zation. It is not for us to dwell upon the extraordinary value of the 
telegrams he sent to this journal in the most critical period of recent 
history in the Far East. They showed some of the highest gifts of 
statesmanship in a degree which savoured of genius. 

The obituary, which occupied nearly two columns, said: 

No newspaper anxious to serve the best interests of the country has 
ever had a more devoted, a more fearless, and a more able iervant than 
Dr Morrison. ... It is not too much to say that throughout the last 
three critical years in China, it is to Dr Morrison that the British 
public has looked from day to day for the earliest and most accurate 
intelligence concerning Events in which the interests of this country 
have been so largely and often, we fear, prejudicially involved. With 
extraordinary judgment, amounting almost to intuition, in an atmos- 
phere which he used himself to describe as “saturated with lies”, he 
discriminated with unfailing accuracy between what was true and 
what was false. With never a penny of “secret service” money at his 
command, his own shrewdness and resourcefulness, his untiring in- 
dustry, his infinite capacity for taking pains enabled him time and 
again to transmit important information of which the official confir- 
mation used only to limp in with halting steps two or three days 
later. 

“Of the ladies,” said The Times, “it is enough to say that in this 
awful hour diey showed themselves w^orthy of their husbands. Their 
agony was long and cruel, but they bore it nobly, and it is done. ... All 
that remains for us is to mourn and to avenge them.” Kaiser Wilhelm was 
more emphatic in his cry for revenge. He exhorted a contingent about to 
embark for Qiina in these words: “Just as the Huns a thousand years ago, 
uhder the leadership of Attila, gained a reputation by virtue of which they 
# still live in historical tradition, so may Germany become known in such a 



manner in China, that no Chinese will ever again dare to look askance at 
a German!’* But the dean of St Paul’s, Robert Gregory, had a more Chris- 
tian outlook. In arranging a memorial service for the victims of the 
massacre he took speaal care, as a newroaper reported, to avoid those 
psalms “which seem to breathe a spirit of revenge”. The service was to 
take place on 23rd July, but was cancelled at the last moment when doubts 
arose about the authenticity of the Daily Mail report. 

From the University of Liverpool, the Professor of Latin, Herbert 
Strong, who had taught Morrison classes in Melbourne, wrote to the 
Speveator of the appalling fate of his “old friend and pupil”: 

When poor George was 16 years old he came to me and asked would 
I give him some advice as to the career he was to follow. He was 
strongly drawn to imitate Stanley and to become an explorer, but he 
was ready to give up everything if he could only carry out his plan. 

1 entreated him to take his degree and to adopt a profession before 
starting as an explorer. ... He was a slim, delicate-looking boy with 
frank and open looks . . . the most absolutely fearless fellow 1 have 
ever met. 

In Geelong, Morrison’s home town, flags were flown half-mast to his 
memory. 

Arthur Adams, a young Australian war correspondent, was staying 
with Morrison when a copy of The Times arrivea containing the pre- 
mature obituary. “What do you think of this?” Morrison asked. “Well,” 
said Adams, “after two columns in The Times and the cheers they gave 
you, the only decent thing they can do is double your salary.” 

• 

[IX] 

Morrison lay on his bed — ^the mattress was stuffed with straw from cases 
of wine — ^till 8th August, when he went out for the first time, in a chair 
carried by four coolies, to see Nestergard, who was still yowling in the 
stables. 

It was not till 14th August, almost a month after his wounding, that 
Morrison was able to walk. Four days before, a messenger had got through 
the enemy lines with a letter from the British Commander-in-Chief in the 
Relief Force, General Gasclee. It read: “Strong force of Allies advancing. 
Twice defeated enemy. Keep up your spirits.” The force, moving in four 
parallel columns, expected to reach Peking within a few days. On 13th 
August it was at the walls of the city, and the Chinese made a final effort 
to overwhelm the legation. “For the last two days we had to sustain a 
furious fusillade and bombardment, and our casualties were many,” Morri- 
son wrote. “One shell burst in Sir Claude MacDonald’s bedroom.” 

At three o’clock on the morning of 14th August, Morrison was 
awakened by “the booming of guns in the east and the welcome sound of 
volley firing”. Word flew round that the relief troops were shelling tlje 
East Gate. Morrison, with most of the defenders, hobbled on to the w^l 
to watch the shelMrg. He had just finished his horse-flesh luncheon when 



the cry ran out “The British arc coining”: “The stalwart form of the gen- 
eral and his staff were entering by the Water Gate, followed by the ist 
Regiment of Sikhs and the 7th Rajputs. They passed down Canal Street, 
and amid a scene of indescribable emotion marched to the British Lega- 
tion, The siege had been raised.” 

Despite his dislike of missionaries in general, Morrison in a postscript 
to his report paid generous tribute to “the splendid services” of the Rev. 
F. D. Gamewell, of the American Episcopal Mission, who as a former 
engineer had been responsible for the designing and construction of the 
defences of the British Legation; to the Rev. Frank Norris, of the Society 
for the Propagation of the Gospel, who had superintended, “often under 
heavy fire”, the construction of other defences; and to Bishop Favicr, 
whose “wonderful foresight” had saved the Christians in the Peitang 
cathedral from starvation. 

With these words Morrison completed what Peter Fleming calls his 
“lapidary account” of the siege. He posted it off in 108 sheets, comprising 
about 30,000 words, on 15th August, and it appeared in The Times on 
14th and 15th October. Written fi>r the most part in a hospital bed under 
conditions of extreme difficulty, it remains an eminently readable account 
of those memorable fifty-five days and, considering how fragmentary 
were the sources, a remarkably accurate one. “Ciibbon could not have 
told the story better. It has been accepted as the history of that strange 
episode,” said the Spectator. The Times., in an editorial, praised Morri- 
son’s “transparent impartiality” and added: “In one instance only has he 
been unjust. He has left us to learn from private sources of th# manful 
part he liimsclf played in the defence, and of the severe wound, which, 
we regret to hear, still prevents him from walking save with pain and 
difficulty.” Morrison received a telegram from The Times, tuvnks splen- 
did NARRATIVE, and from Arthur Walter a handwritten eight-page letter 
of flowery praise: 

So far as my knowledge and judgment go no other correspondent of 
The Times ever did so remarkable a piece of work as your descrip- 
tion of the siege of Peking, and no other correspondent ever gained 
as completely the confidence of the Public as you have done. . . . 
The service you have rendered to the paper surpassed any expression 
of value I can use. ... I am proud ... to associate the paper with the 
great reputation you have made for yourself 

London publishers, some of whom had rejected Morrison’s manu- 
script in 1 895, now besecched him to write a book about his experiences. 
“We have been reading with great intereft, as indeed all London has been 
reading, your accounts of the siege of Peking”, wrote Smith Elder, invit- 
ing him to put them in a more permanent form, “and we have been 
recalling your book An Australian in China. . . Mr J. Everleigh Nash, 
a literary agent, offered £ 1000 in advance of royalties for British rights, 
aud £^00 advance for American rights. It was a generous offer, but 
Morrison does not seem to have considered it. 

i*S 



[X] 

Morrison’s diaries record not only the important events of the day; they 
contain always a seasoning of anecdotes and jokes, some of which suggck 
that his appreciation of humour did not mature equally with his other 
faculties. Typical of his more tolerable Boxer anecdotes are: 

Russians looting, ravaging the women in a bandboy’s house, when the 
Chinese seized a comet and played the Russian national anthem, and 
at once the soldiers jumped to their feet, and when the notes were 
finished, saluted and walked out. 

1 he Australian blue jacket floating down in a junk . . . and his alter- 
cation with the Frenchman whom he attempted to draw into the junk 
with his boathook; and his rage when he failed. Standing at the 
stern, shaking his fist: “Waterloo, you bastard! Fashoda, you sod.” 

Lcitch says: “I sent my servant on a message. He was robbed by a 
Russian, buggered by a Frenchman, killed by a German. In my dis- 
may, 1 made complaint to a British officer. He looked at me, put his 
eye-glass into his eye, and said, ‘Was he really? What a bore!!* ” 

But it is curious to find the world-famous correspondent carefully 
preserving such puerilities as: 

After Oscar Wilde’s liberation, it is said the Comoration of Edin- 
burgh passed a resolution to put barbed wire round Arthur’s Scat. 

Airs Hawkins: Hie Astronomer Royal took her to the Observatory 
where she si^w the C'onstipation of O’Brien with all the stars spark- 
ling in his fundament. 

IXI] 

Four days after Peking had been relieved, without any Germans taking 
part, Field-Marshal Count von Waldcrsee was appointed Commandcr-in- 
Chief of the International Relief Force. T he Kaiser had persuaded Russia 
and France to accept him, though as one of the conquerors of 1870-71 the 
Count was not popular in France. Nor was he popular when he arrived 
in China six weeks later, and made up for liis belatedness by his bmtality 
and zest for loot. 

“An order for a portable asbestos house for the use of Count von 
Waldersee during the campaign has been given by the German Govern- 
ment to the Calmon Asbestos and Rubber Works,” The Times announced 
proudly on 23rd August. “Seven large and comfortably furnished rooms in 
sections, packed in cases. The order was executed and shipped within a 
fortnight” But the C^ount does not seem to fiave occupied this triumph of 
prefabrication and British enterprise. Certainly, in the spring of 1901, he 
was living not under asbestos but in the Imperial Palace, sharing ^ 
Imperial bed with a beautiful harlot called Tsai-Chin-hua, but not forget- 
ting to organize looting raids under the name of “punitive expeditions”. 

fig 



txii] 

Morrison found himself a “lovely” corner house in “Gaselec Road” — 
running north and south just beyond the western boundary of the 
enlarged British Legation — ^which he described as his “Klondyke”. It had 
harboured soldiers of the Imperial army, and digging excitedly in the 
garden he unearthed two chests containing “gold things of much value, 
discovered by the said soldiers”. In the orgy of looting that followed the 
Allied occupation of Peking, Morrison’s participation was small, but 
apparently he had no scruples about keeping these “gold things”, and 
when he accompanied the Allied troops on their triumphal entry through 
the Imperial Palace on 28th August he “succeeded in looting a beautiful 
piece of jade splashed with gold and carved in the form of a citron, the 
emblem of the fingers of Buddha”. In a later note he added regretfully: 
“Of no value, having a blemish.” But through Colonel Ducat he acquired 
“the finest piece of jade in Peking”, which he sold to Squiers for 2000 
taels. 

On 17th August, Morrison wired The Times: 

The Peitang Cathedral was relieved yesterday and Peking is now 
entirely under foreign control. Looting is proceeding systematically. 
The French and Russian flags arc flying over the best portion of the 
Imperial domain, where it is believed that the Imperial trciisiirc is 
buried. The Japanese have seized a hoard amountjng according to 
rumour to half a million taels of silver (about ^62,500). The Dow- 
ager Empress, the Emperor, Prince Tuan, and all the high officers 
have escaped to Tai-yueh-fu, in Shansi, whence they will proceed to 
Sianfu [Sian]. The Veking Gazette ceased to appear on 13th. There 
is no Government. 

Characteristically, the British imposed system on the anarchy of 
individual theft. General Gaselce issued instructions that loot should be 
collected by organized search parties and auctioned under the direction 
of a Prize Committee of four officers. His order, dated 17th August, read: 
looting: the GCX^ is aware of the difficulty in restraining the un- 
military practice of looting in a force composed of mixed nationalities. 
He has now felt obliged to countenance the systematic collection of 
articles which may be found in unoccupied houses for the benefit of 
the whole force. In consideration of the temptation to which the 
troops have been exposed, Sir A. Gaselee directs that all punishments 
hitherto given for looting may be cancelled. 

Colonel Scott Moncrieff superintended the auctions in the British 
Legation. Morrison thought he might be “better employed at his own 
duties”. 

“A spirit of revenge was abroad, the city was in disorder and half 
abandoned, and it may be questioned whether it was humanly possible to 
prevent lood^ in the first place, still less to stop it once it had started,” 
* writes Peter Iteming. It may have been difficult to restrain the troops, 
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but, as Mr Fleming admits, *'the highest as well as the lowest plundered” 
and it should not have been impossible for diplomats or their wives and 
of&cers to restrain themselves. Lady MacDonald, as a British officer put 
it, **devoted herself most earnestly to looting”, and when Morrison dined 
with Sir Norman Robert Stewart in the First Brigade Mess, “ail con- 
demned the way Sir Claude and Lady MacDonald had looted ... 185 
boxes at least”. 

From Calcutta, George Curzon, now a peer and Viceroy of India, 
sent Guy Hillier / 1000 “to invest in curios’ . Mr Squiers told Morrison 
he was concerned about attacks made by Stephen Bonsai in the New York 
Herald “upon the looting done by an American diplomatist in Peking”. A 
Russian Lieutenant-General, who was rewarded with the Cross of St 
George for his services, left Peking with ten trunks full of looted valu- 
ables from the palaces. An English civilian who, uninvited, accompanied 
General Gaselee’s punitive force to Paotingfu, on a borrowed horse, re- 
turned with two horses, four mules, 100 taels, and two carts laden with 
loot. “Every nationality accords the palm to some other in respect to the 
act of plundering,” Count von Waldcrsec wrote, “but it remains the fact 
that each and all of them went in hot and strong for plunder.” The dam- 
age done by ravage and plunder was incalculable, he said. Describing the 
British system of auctioning the stolen goods and dividing the prize 
money among officers and non-commissioned officers, he commented 
dryly: “Hence it is intelligible that no Englishman sees anything to be 
shocked at in looting.” 

On 24th September, Morrison wired The Timesx “The systematic 
denudation of the Summer Palace by tlie Russians has been completed. 
Every article of value is packed and labelled.” He described the destruc- 
tion of the White Pagoda, which had been the headquarters of the Boxers, 
as “an unworthy act of vandalism” and sent a “scorching telegram” about 
the removal from the Imperial Observatory of the world-famous instru- 
ments which had been made in France and presented to the Chinese by 
Louis XIV. Because the observatory stood in the German sector, von 
Waldersee decided they were to be regarded as “German war-booty”, 
but compromised with a French claim by dividing them between the two 
powers. Morrison’s telegram read: 

In persuance of its regrettable policy of appropriation, the French 
and German generals, with the approval of Count von Waldersee, 
have removed from the wall of Peking the superb astronomical instru- 
ments which were originally erected by the Jesuit fathers and have 
been for more than two centuries one of the chief glories of Peking. 
They are so beautiful that even the Chinese, who wrecked every 
other evidence of foreigners within reach, left the instruments un- 
touched throughout the recent outbreak. Half of them go to Berlin, 
though Germany has no possible claim whatever except by the 
appointment of Count von Waldersee, and half to Paris. This act (fi 
vandalism is deeply regrettable 



Morrison considered the French the worst offenders. “Not content 
with looting,” he wrote, “they commandeer the despoiled Chinese ro carry 
the roods down to the French camp.” And he noted: “Dr Smith or some- 
one has written ‘The hand of God as evidenced by the siege of Peking.’ 
A companion volume might be written on ‘The Hand of Man as evidenced 
by the emptiness of Peking palaces.’ ” 

All the nations went it “hot and strong” for loot, but the Ru.ssians 
and Germans also distinguished themselves by their savagery. Sir Claude 
MacDonald was told “awful stories of the cruelties done by the Russians, 
men murdered, women raped”. Morrison lunched with a Chinese teacher 
who told him that his sister was ravished by Russian soldiers and in con- 
sequence seven other members of the family h^d committed suicide by 
opium, having first buried their treasure and burnt the house to the 
ground. “This is a common story.” 

Morrison repeatedly exposed the brutality of von Waldersce’s men. 
“German expeditions continue to harass the neighbourhood of Peking, 
mainly in search of loot,” he reported on 24th November. “Such raids are 
incorrectly described in German official communications as important 
military operations.” On 27 th December he was engaged “most of the 
day” (tawing up a telegram of 503 words vigorously denouncing the wil- 
ful harshness of the Gennans. Citing specific instances of their punishing 
without discrimination the innocent and the guilty and “pillaging s)'sic- 
madcally people who were already conquered before the Germans arrived 
in China”, he suggested that tlie British forces should be separated from 
von Waldersce’s command. This telegram enraged the Germans. A^orrison 
was tlireatened with court-martial: ""The Thrtes ... is represented here by 
a wretched scamp,” wrote the indignant von Waldersec. “Mr Morrison . . . 
probably in true English reporter’s megalomania, believes I ought to take 
notice of him. I am no more impressed by press attacks than by the bark- 
ing of a dog.” But according to Dr A. H. Smith, the attacks brought about 
some improvement in the behaviour of the Gennans. A German war cor- 
respondent, Rudolf Zabel, conceded that Dr Morrison was “very objec- 
tive, ready to expose Briti.sh excesses committed by the expeditionary 
forces as well as those of the Germans”. 

Not only the Germans were displeased by Morrison’s dispatches. The 
Spanish Minister was “furiously angry” at his account of the siege, “especi- 
ally in its relation of the pusillanimity of the ministers”. The Austrian 
Minister was equally angry because Morrison had reported the defection 
of the Austrian garrison, and for many years he was not admitted to the 
Austrian Legation. The Italian Minister repeatedly complained to the 
British Legation about “the difficult Morrison”. 

[ XIII ] 

The wrangling over peace terms continued for months. Some of it was 
semantic, as when the ministers disagreed over the translation into French 
..of the word “comply”. 'Die Japanese wished it to be accepter, the Ger- 



mans remplir, and the Russians adherer. When Washington instructed 
Edwin Conger to oppose vehemently the use of the word “irrevocable”, 
he read the cipher message incorrectly and vehemently insisted on using 
it. And so on. 

Much thornier was the problem of indemnities. Here each great 
power nobly maintained the tradition of loot which its individual repre- 
sentatives, diplomatic and military, had established, and piously criticized 
the greed of others. Dr von Mumm upbraided the Americans for their 
iniquitous demand. “They had only 1700 men,” he said to Morrison, “and 
undertook to charge only the increased cost of keeping them here instead 
of Manila. To charge / 5,000,000 was monstrous.” Squiers agreed. He 
thought the Americans had made a “deplorable blunder”. (Yet when 
China’s total debt was finally, in .some arcane fashion, fixed at ^67 million 
America alone tried to have it reduced by more than a third.) Von Mumm 
also condemned the large British claim — / 6,500,000 with private claims 
for £ 2 million more. The Italians claimed nearly £ 3 million, including 
£ 80,000 for the reconstruction of the legation, the market value of which 
was £$000. Morrison estimated, in a telegram to The Times ^ that Eng- 
land’s claim, if made on the relative strength of her forces and Italy’s 
would amount to ^25 million. 

On 2 ist July, Morrison noted that the orders of tlic American Secre- 
tary of State, Hay, to the new American Minister, W. W. Rockhill, all 
the time were “For God’s sake, finish it, settle it, we are tired of it.” Rock- 
hill confessed to Morrison that the work was beyond the powers of the 
ministers and should he transferred to the first brains of Europe. 

Mr Hiram Parkes Wilkinson, son of the Chief Justice of Her 
Majesty’s Supreme Court for China and Korea, was appointed British 
Claims Commissioner. To him Morrison addressed a claim which Sir 
Claude MacDonald described as “flippant”, but which, despite its light- 
hearted tone, was as seriously concerned with hard cash as the much- 
criticized claims of the powers. The claim was for >{[5804 los. 3d., “for 
losses inflicted on me by Imperial and other soldiers, and Boxers, acting 
under the commands of their Imperial Maje.sties, the Emperor and Dow- 
ager Empress of China”. Items included the burning of Morrison’s free- 
hold house of tw’enty-six rooms, “situated in the most aristocratic portion 
of Peking”, ^^1500; “a valuable and irreplaceable collection of photo- 
graphs, collected to illustrate a book already ordered”, £$is\ a valuable 
collection of books on China, ^£484 los.; valuable furniture, fittings, 
embroideries and curios, “the collection of many years”, £^i’j i8s. 6d., 
and “six Chinese costumes purchased for Phil May, Esq., an artist”, 
Ll 

And finally being cruelly shot in the right thigh while walking in the 
grounds of His Highness Prince Su on June 16, 1900, such injury 
being inflicted by an Imperial soldier obeying the commands of their 
Imperial Majesties whom God preserve (till this claim is settled) s€ch 
injury causing me to remain in oed till 15 August and since interferinig 


133 



with my work as a correspondent and leaving a cicatrice which causes 
me much pain and for the shock and mental anguish which 1 have 
endured from this wound, / 2625.0.0. 

Your Excellency will see at once what a reasonable sum 1 have 
assessed the damages due to my property and the injuries done to my 
person. 


[XIV] 

From H. A. (“Taffy”) Gwynne, Reuter’s representative in South Africa, 
who had known Morrison in Peking, came a nattering report on the prow- 
ess of the Australian contingent — in war and peace: 

Your countrymen have been mlendid. . . . They have made brother 
Boer run and altogether have mown themselves to be the pick of the 
world. 1 have often spoken to them of you and 1 always tell them the 
future Prime Minister of the Commonwealth will be G. E. Morrison. 
You have got a young shit coming to the Legation. His name is 
Vaughan and you have only to look at him to sum him up. Still he 
talks as well as any other diplomatic mechanical toy. . . . [John 
Charles Tudor St Andrew- Vaughan, who had been political secretary 
to Lord Roberts, was on his way to Peking to become 2nd Secretary.] 

Tliis is a splendid country for f g. [Gwynne’s coy spelling.] 

The Australians have shown the way in laying down the keels of 
young Australians. ... ♦ 


[XV] 

Morrison celebrated his thirty-ninth birthday — ^4th February 1901 — in a 
mood of restlessness and dissatisfaction: “Damnably dull and sick beyond 
measure of being in Peking.” He was worried too, about his weight — 
i86lb, “being one stone too much”. 

At the beginning of May he was still unsettled and discontented, 
“feeling how poor is my position and how unpromising my prospects”. 
This mood no doubt coloured his comments on some of his associates, par- 
ticularly on Reginald Thomas Tower, who had succeeded Bax-Ironside 
as Secretary of the British Legation, and because he was very tall, very 
thin, and very fatuous, was known as “The Tower of Babble”. One day 
Morrison wrote the word “Tower” in his diary, and left a blank space 
with this inscribed diagonally across it: “lliis vacant space is emblematic 
of the advantages an intelligent man derives from conversation with this 
poor pigeon-breasted diplomat.” Of Tower’s habit of falling asleep at 
formal dinners, he wrote, “People were not sorry, preferring Tower 
asleep to Tower orating.” (Tower subsequently had a distinguished diplo- 
matic career, serving in Siam, Bavaria, Mexico, the Argentine, Paraguay, 
and Danzig. He was created K.CM.G. in 191 1.) 





CHAPTER SEVEN 


[I] 

While the aftermath of the Boxer unpleasantness was being tidied up, the 
Empress Dowager and her Court rested discreetly at Sian, capital of the 
mid-western province of Shenshi. The peace treaty was signed, after 
tortuous negotiations, on 7th September 1901, and on 24th October the 
Court began its 700-mile journey back to Peking. From Sian, on the 
Yellow River, to the railway terminus at Chengtingfu, a distance of about 
250 miles, the Imperial party travelled in yellow sedan chairs, escorted by 
a huge bodyguard of caval^, an enormous suite of officials, eunuchs, ser- 
vants, and a baggage-train of some 3000 gaily flagged and caparisoned 
carts. It was a spectacle and a moment of history that gave Morrison 
unexampled scope. In his long report to The Times he deployed all his 
powers of observation, description, and sardonic comment: 

Every Manchu Prince had a retinue of horsemen varying from thirty 
to a hundred in number; along the frost-bound uneven tracks which 
serve for roads in Northern China, an unending stream of laden 
wagons creaked and groaned through the short winter’s day, and on, 
guided by soldier torch-bearers, riirough bitter nights to the ap- 
pointed stopping places. But for the Empress Dowager and the 
Emperor, with the Chief Eunuch and the ladies of the Court, there 
was easy journeying and a way literally made smooth. Throughout 
its entire distance the road over which the Imperial palanquins were 
borne had been converted into a smooth, even surface of shining clay, 
soft and noiseless under foot; not only had every stone been removed, 
but as the procession approached gangs of men were employed in 
brushing the surface with feather brooms. At intervals of about ten 
miles well-appointed rest-houses had been built, where all manner of 
food was prepared. The cost of this King’s highway, quite useless, of 
course, for the ordinary traffic of the country, was stated by a native 
contractor to amount roughly to fifty Mexican dollars for every eight 
yards — say, £1000 a mile — ^the clay having to be carried in some 
places from a great distance. As an example of the lavish expenditure 
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of the Court, and its officials, in a land where squalor is a pervading 
feature, this b typical. 

From Chengtingfu to Peking, the Empress, for the first time in her 
life, travelled by train. Four freight trains crammed with her less import- 
ant possessions preceded her special train, which consisted of a locomotive 
and twenty-one carriages, including nine freight cars laden with servants, 
sedan chairs, carts, mules, etc; the Empress Dowager’s and the Emperor’s 
fecial carriages; special carriages of the young Empress and the Imperial 
Concubine; a first-class carriage for the Chief Eunuch, and two second- 
class carriages for the eunuchs in attendance: 

The special carriages had been prepared ast great expense under in- 
structions issued by the Director-General of Railways, Sheng [Hsuan- 
huai]. Those of the Empress Dowager, the Emperor, and his consort, 
were luxuriously furnished with costly curios and upholstered in 
Imperial yellow silk; each had its throne, divan and reception 
room. . . . 

« • • • • 

To the native spectators, the ladies of the Court with their eunuch 
attendants were as much objects of interest as the foreign railway 
officials; the Imperial Concubine, ‘Chin’ (or ‘Lu.strous’) Kiici-fei, a 
lively young person of pleasing appearance, attracting much atrention. 
This lady, gaily clad and with lavishly painted face, bestowed upon 
everything connected with the train an amount of attention which 
augurs well for the future of railway enterprise in China,*ninning 
from car to car and chatting volubly with the ladies-in-waiting. All 
the ladies of the Court wore pearls in profusion — those of the Empress 
being particularly fine — andjill smoked cigarettes in place of the time- 
honoured water-pipe. Herein again, for the optimistically inclined, 
may be found a harbinger of progress. 

« • • * * 

An incident occurred at Paotingfu which throws a strong side- 
light upon the Empress Dowager’s character. I'he high Chinese 
officials who travelled in the first-class carriage between the Erriper- 
or’s special car and that of the Empress, finding themselves somewhat 
pressed for space, consulted the railway officials and obtained another 
first-class compartment, which was accordingly added to the train. 
Her Majesty, immediately noticing this, called for explanations, 
which failed to meet wdth her approval. The extra carriage was re- 
moved forthwith. Yuan Shih-k’ai and his colleagues being reluctantly 
compelled to resume their uncomfortably crowded quarters 
• • • * * 

The Empress Dowager possesses in a marked degree a characteristic 
frequently observed in masterful natures: she is extremely super- 
stitious. The soothsayers and astrologers of the Court at Peking enjoy 
no sinecure; on the other hand, more attention is paid to their advice 
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than that which the average memorialist obtains, and the position 
of necromancer of the Throne is not unprofitable. On the present 
occasion sages-in-ordinary had fixed the auspicious hour for the 
Sovereign’s return to Peking at 2 p.m. on January 7th. . . . To do this, 
as the engineer-in-chief pointed out, would entail starting from 
Paotii^fu at 7 a.m., but the determined ruler of China was not to be 
put off by any such considerations. At 6 a.m. this wonderful woman 
arrived at the station; it was freezing hard, and the sand storm was 
raging violently; soldiers bearing lanterns and torches led the way 
for the chair-bearers, since the day had not yet dawned. . . . 

• * • * • 

The Empress Dowager, reverently welcomed by the Emperor, who 
had preceded her, as usual, entered the city, from which she had fled 
so ignominiously eighteen months before, at the hour named by her 
spiritual advisers as propitious. Present appearances at Peking, as well 
as the chastened tone of Imperial Edicts, indicate that the wise men 
were right in their choice. It may be added, in conclusion, as a sign of 
the times that the Empress Dowager’s sleeping compartment, pre- 
pared under the direction of Sheng Hsuan-huai, was furnished with 
a European bed. Per contra, it contained also materials for opium 
smoking, of luxurious yet workmanlike appearance. 

It is interesting to compare one of Morrison’s set pieces, such as that 
from which these passages have been taken, with his brief notes written 
immediately after an event. Here arc extracts from his diary entry for 29th 
April 1902: 

This morning went along to the Chien-men to see the Return of the 
Court . . . waited for hours. Huge crow’ds of Chinese. Huge numbers 
of carts came. After interminable wait soldiers with band marching 
well, lancers on Australian horses bought from the Germans (it gave 
me rather a shock to see the horses with such riders. It is a plague of 
locusts.) 'Fhen the Emperor. Prince Su in his new yellow jacket. 
Temple in the N.W. corner pathway spread with yellow sand. 
Priests finely apparelled. Chair outside, yellow, not richly upholstered. 
Emperor passing out side tray with spittoon etc. Then out walking 
to the temple with some dignity never looking up very hollow cheeks 
long sad face very weak and narrow chested. Stayed inside only a 
moment then out and into the chair. Very simply dressed like any 
Chinese gentleman. Then having gone there came with great pomp 
the procession. . . . She came to same place but was carried inside 
gate small temple, room just being sufficient. Much grander chair 
covered with peacock feathers. She looking up went inside and 
prayed. Came out attendants round her she waved them back. An 
umbrella brought forward she waved it back. Then standing ^t 
enshrined stood alone and looked up to us. Curious sight. Well dresse^ 



Manchu headdress. Uncoloured with missing teeth. Brave and unde- 
terred. Unprepossessing face. Could not but admire courage a woman 
facing the curious crowd motley crowd of a dozen nationalities on 
the wall. Everyone showed respect but still there was a democratic 
friendliness and familiarity in her attendants that was striking. Then 
she got into her chair and passed on without going to the other temple 
where an equally large crowd of spectators on me wall awaited her. 
So home in the dust. 

“Along the well-worn path of international jealousies,” as J. O. P. 
Bland and Edmund Backhouse put it, “unpunisheci and even welcomed”, 
the Empress returned to Peking: “Already the horrors of the siege, the 
insults and the arrogance of 1900, were fotgotten; already the representa- 
tives of the powers were prepared, as of old, to vie with each other in 
attempts to purchase Chinese favour by working each against the other.” 

Very soon the ladies of the diplomatic corps were gratefully enjoying 
the hospitality of the Palace. At a reception in the Pavilion of Tranquil 
Longevity, Senora Cologan, as the wife of the doyen of the corps, pre- 
sented a flowery address to “welcome her Imperial .Majesty back to her 
beautiful Capital”. At another reception Mrs Conger, the wife of the 
American Minister, and her Japanese friend, Mrs Nehada, lay down side 
by side on the Empress’s bed. I'he Emperor placed his hand on one lady’s 
bosom, and a young eunuch raised the skirt of another. The Fanpress 
passed round American cigarettes and said she would like to have given 
each guest a puppy but the Boxers had killed them all However, she gave 
each child $100. It was all very nice. 


[n] 

/ 

Among the student interpreter recruits to Sir Robert Hart’s establishment 
in 1902 was Willard Straight, a tall blond twenty-two-year-old American 
“with an eager mind,, a talent for drawing, and a lively taste for good 
company”. At Cornell, from which he had graduated the year before, he 
had been greatly influenced by the Professor of History, Henry Morse 
Stephens, an Anglo-Indian by descent, with a great love of Asian culture. 
Stephens persuaded Straight to abandon his idea of becoming an architect 
andf accept the appointment in Peking. Here he was quickly befriended by 
Morrison, for whom he formed a warm regard. 

Morrison, who was now thinking of writing a book titled The Ex- 
periences of a Times Correspondent in the Far East, commissioned 
Straight to make drawings from photographs to illustrate it. “He talked 
much of himself as he works”. Straight wrote in his diary. “Regretted he 
could not write — ^it was very difficult for him. Hard for him to accom- 
plish anything, he said. ... It seems almost too good to be true that I 
should be working with such a man. The only thing I fear is that one who 
is such a tireless worker will never have time to do this outside work, and 
for this reason the book will never be written.” 



The fear was well founded. The book was never written, though nine 
years later Morrison began — ^but did not finish — a book of reminiscenses. 

Straight, greatly impressed by Morrison’s **inunense political influ- 
ence” and baclcground knowledge (“more even than the LG. himself’) 
set down his impressions of Morrison at the age of forty: 

He is a most charming man to meet — ^in appearance, stocky, with 
sloping shoulders and big head, though a short neck supports it. His 
features are very pleasant indeed, regular and clean-cut, eyes blue- 
grey and twinkting, and a strange wandering smile plays about the 
corners of his mouth. His hair is never brushed or at least, if it is, 
never looks it. He has a happy faculty of getting acquainted with 
every one, and what is more to the point, finding out all about them 
without telling anything about himself. . . . 

One night in October 1902, Straight had dinner with John Otway 
Percy Bland, Irish author and joumaUst, and later co-author of China 
Under the Empress Dowager, who had joined the Imperial Customs Ser- 
vice in 1883 and been Sir Robert Hart’s private secretary for two years, 
resigning in 1896 to become Secretary to the Municipality for the 
Foreign Settlements in Shanghai. From 1897 to 1907, he represented 
The Times in Shanghai. The ingenuous Straight was shaken by the table 
talk. His heart shrivelled within him, he wrote, as he heard “tale after tale 
of the rogueries of American oflicials in the East, of the bribery, of a con- 
sul and a group of missionaries, such things of Americans, of the great, 
the proud home of the Eagle, such rotten corruption by the representa- 
tives of one’s native land, was enough to make me wish for an absolute 
despotism that tlie stable might be cleansed,” 

Morrison was equally disturbed by the corruption of the Chinese. 
On the second anniversary of the Boxer uprising — ^an anniversary cele- 
brated by a Siege Dinner in the Peking Club, at which the dishes included 
Shell Fish, Filet de Cheval d la Commissariat Mule, Mine de glace Inter- 
nationale, and Barricades de gelie — ^he wrote: 

What hope is there for China? None at all. Is there any improvement? 
None at all. No attempt at reform. The oflicials in power now are 
as stiffnecked and reactionary as those that brought about the Boxer 
convulsion. Sheng the most enlightened is the most obstructive of all. 
He plays only for his owm hand. Let the country go hang provided 
he makes money! [Sheng Hsuan-huai, the economic and commercial 
lieutenant of Li Hung-chang, had amassed a huge fortune through his 
control of railways, telegraphs, and shipping.] 

But however profound his inner disillusion, Morrison’s dispatches to 
The Times never revealed it. He continued to express an optimism about 
China which he did not feel, and which Chirol did not share. Chirol con- 
tinued to alter his dispatches, and the gulf between the two widened frtm 
day to day. Morrison was particularly angry about the emasculation of a 
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dispatch dated 26th February 1902. In his diary that day he wrote: “Sent 
a stirring telegram re Germans in Shantung which I hope to Heaven may 
arouse attention in England to the folly of directing our attention to 

Manchuria to the exclusion of other provinces ” 

Morrison discussed the text with the Acting Chinese Secretary, 
Charles William Campbell, who agreed that the Germans were evidently 
“going to play for all it*s worth the murder of Ketteler”. Morrison argued 
that if Britain could stop the Germans in Shantung she would get some 
credit from the Chinese and perhaps the compensation of a railway to the 
Yangtze. But when the telegram appeared he could not recognize it. “I feel 
acutely and bitterly hurt and chagrined,” he wrote. “God forgive me!” 
From Chirol came a letter explaining why the message had been toned 
down. The Times had to walk warily. The danger of some combined 
action on the Continent w'as more acute than it had ever been. Till the 
South African war w'as over, Britain had to cut her coat according to the 
cloth, etc. 

Morrison’s repute is well shown by a telegram he received on 2nd 
February 1902 from Major Alfred Wingate, head of the British Intelli- 
gence Department in North China, then stationed in I'ienstin: 

THERE IS A MAN HERE WHO STATES HE HAS IMPORTANT INFORMATION 
AW)UT FAR EASTERN AFFAIRS TO CXIMMUNICATK WE ARK UNABLE TO 
JUDOE ITS VALUE STOP VOU ARE IN A POSITION TO IX) SO STOP GENERAL 
CREAGH WILL BE GLAD IF YOU CAN COME HERE MONDAY AND WII L PUT 
YOU UP WIRE REPI.Y. 

General Moore O’Creagh was a Victoria Cross veteran of the Afghan 
War of 1879-80 who had taken part in the China Expedition two years 
before. Morrison was always willing to help British Intelligence, though 
he had a very unflattering opinion of it. When Captain A. W. Brew'ster, 
the United States military attache, called on him in November 1902 he 
described his visitor as “a man almost dull and stupid enough to be a mem- 
ber of the British Intelligence Service”. He was little more complimentary 
about Sir Ernest Satow, successor to Sir Claude MacDonald (who had 
become British Minister in Japan), a distinguished Oriental scholar w’ho 
had spent much of his life in diplomatic posts in the Far East. To Morri- 
son, in splenetic mood, he was a “selfish old dryasdust who uses me and 
gives me notliing in return but frequent bad dinners. . . .” 

On the boat to Port Arthur in August he met a very voluble French 
champagne salesman who told him that the Russian Customs at Vladi- 
vostok had seized all his English books — ^Danvin, Spencer, Morley and 
Carlyle — and that the Tsar was a confirmed onanist whose Polish mistress 
complained that he had never touched her in twenty-five years. In tlie 
Hotel de France, the proprietress, a Frenchwoman, came into Morrison’s 
rqom in the morning and offered herself for one rouble. “Much cheaper 
than the Americans,” she said, “because I do not drink.” 
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[Ill] 

Throughout the year Morrison’s health had been poor. In December he 
received permission from The Times to take a holiday in Australia. Before 
he left. Major George Fielding Menzies, a nephew of Burke, the Australian 
explorer, wrote to him from Tientsin: “Bless you for all your kindness. 
, ; . I always feel that I owe much of the interest you take in me to the 
memory of my uncle. My endeavour shall be to prove worthy of that 
interest. . . . Please raise your hat for me, to the tall statue of Burke, and 
express your hope that his nephew may one day do some action worthy 
of his uncle.” Menzies, who had been on the staff of the China Fjcpedition- 
ary Force in 1900, was then serving in the Chinese Army, at the request of 
Yuan Shih-k’ai. Morrison regarded him as “a maddening bore” and rated 
him high in the tabic he drew up of China’s most lethal bores. “No wonder 
my nose l)lceds when Menzies is in the house,” he wrote. 

Morrison arrived in Sydney Harbour early on the morning of 22nd 
January 1903, to face a tiresome liarrage of reporters and photographers. 
At breakfast next day A. B. (“Banjo”) Paterson, the Australian war cor- 
respondent and poet, who had just become editor of the Evening News^ 
called with the news from England, privately cabled, that the foreign 
situation was “critical”. But more critical to Morrison was the situation 
w ith a beautiful German woman w'ho had been one of Germany’s most 
disiinguislicd actresses and was married to a prosperous but rather 
stolid Cicrnian merchant in Sydney. Her earlier relations with Morrison 
arc <ibscurc, but apparently they had been lovers, (“for years she 
was my mtiviate friend,” Morrison wrote in 1911) and soon found oppor- 
tunities to resume the old intimacy, despite her “silly, half-witted hus- 
band”, as Morfison ungenerously described him. Morrison took a room 
at tj\c Alctropolc Hotel, and for two successive days entertained licr in it, 
cabalistically recording their reunion thus: 

22 ]itmiary XXX 

9.30 a.m. 

11.30 a.m. 

6 p.m. 

2^ January X X 

1 1.30 a.m. 

3 p.m. 

Morrison’s appetite for scandal was well flattered by his Australian 
hosts. In Victoria he spent a night at Government Cottage, Macedon, as 
the guest of the Governor, Sir George Clarke (later Lord Sydenham), an 
old soldier and defence authority. Macedon is about forty miles from 
Melbourne, and Sir George complained about having to live so far away: 
“It is a political job,” he explained. The Premier of Victoria, the Hon. 
William McCulloch, rented the cottage for the Government from the 
owner, Richard Wagner, w'ho was McCulloch’s son-in-law. “A better and 
more convenient Government House could have been got nearer Mel- 
bourne for / 200 per annum less,” said His Excellency, gloomily. He told 



Morrison that the prestige of The Times in Australia was immense and 
urged them to send out a correspondent. Buckle, he said, was “very 
parochial and narrow to a degree’*. Sir George, Morrison noted, was “a 
thick-set man of considerable ability, though a poor speaker'*. Lady Qarke 
was a “white-haired, majestic, with a gubernatorial smile displaying long 
white teeth”. 

Madame Melba was singing triumphantly in her native town, and 
Morrison was told by another of his hosts, R. S. Sm3rthe, whose son, 
Carlyle, was a music and dramatic critic, that she was “a really bad 
woman”: 

Her earnings princely but her extravagance knows no bounds. Since 
she landed in Australia, she made 30,000. She is exploiting little 
Miss Clarke, the Governor’s daughter. Miss Clarke goes behind the 
scenes is received by Melba who sends her carriage to the station. Yet 
Melba drinks and uses foul language and at her table permits a ribald 
conversation that would shock any decent woman. The Governor 
ought not to let his daughter be on terms with Melba. 

In Sydney he heard “always the same story — ^the corruption of our 
public men, especially Barton who oimht never to have been Premier”. 
The Rt Hon. Sir Edmund Barton, G.C.M.G., P.C., K.C., and M.A., was 
then Australia’s first Prime Minister. He appears in later editions of Whd*s 
Who also as a recipient of the Order of the Rising Sun, a freeman of the 
Qty of Edinburgh, Hon. D.C.L.(Oxon.), Hon. L.L.D. (Cantab, and 
Edin.), Fellow of the Senate of University of Sydney, and Senior Puisne 
Judge, High Court of Australia. To Morrison, Barton was described by an 
eminent Sydney citizen, Norman Pope, of Farmer’s, as “a drunkard, and 
a man of low life who never pays his debts”. Another distinguished states- 
man, Sir George Reid, was^lways in financial difficulties because he had 
to maintain two establishments: his wife was in Sydney, his mistress and 
her son in England. One of the most brilliant politicians in the colony, 
Bernhard Ringrose Wise, a former president of the Oxford union, was “so 
crooked that he can get no credit anywhere”. And drunkenness in public 
life was almost as common as corruption. 

Morrison turned from the squalor and venality of Sydney politics to 
renew his acquaintance with an intellectual and civilized Australian, 
Alfred Deakin, then Attorney-General in boozy Barton’s Government. 
Deakin, who was “very pleasant and complimentary”, said the year 1903 
would possibly be fraught with peril for the Empire, and for that reason 
the British Government was anxious to send Kitchener quickly to India so 
that he might be prepared in the event of trouble with Russia. 

At the end of his Australian diary Morrison made a few random notes 
on the Australian scene. There was a shop adjoining Melbourne’s Federal 
Palace Hotel where portmanteaux were hired for the night to intending 
“visitors”. The commonest phrase in Australia was “Well, I don’t mind if 
I^do.” When the Duke of York — ^the future George V — was paraded 
through Sydney at the inauguration of the Commonwealth, “no enthusi- 
rsm could be roused for the little bandy-legged sickly Prince”. 
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[IV] 


The Anglo- Japanese agreement, which Morrison had discussed sympa- 
thetically with Hayashi Tadasu two years before, was signed on 30th 
January 1902. Bom of a common fear of Russia, it bound Great Britain 
aiid Japan to support each other in the event of a third power joining in 
any war in which either was engaged, and piously affirmed the independ- 
ence of China and Korea. In effect, it assured Japan a free hand with 
which to fight Russia, and acknowle^ed her pre-eminence in Korea. Sir 
Ernest Satow, the British Minister at Peking, told Morrison that he knew 
nothing of the agreement till he received the text from Japan twelve days 
after it had been signed. “What an astonishing thing,” Walter Townley, 
then acting charge d'affaires, said to Morrison, “that the Anglo-Japanese 
treaty should have been concluded without consulting Satow or inform- 
ing him!” But the antics of the British Foreign Office had long ceased to 
astonish Morrison. “N.B. This is the view that occurs to the Chinese,” he 
noted. “Suppose Russia be driven forcibly out of Manchuria by Japan, a 
military feat which is regarded as well within Japanese power, will Japan 
remain in possession of the territory so occupied?” It was a prescient fear, 
but in spite of it Morrison was convinced that Japan should defeat Russia. 
His desire for war became obsessive, and he thought that Britain should 
encourage Japan, “knowing that a victor)’’ over Russia would enormously 
diminish Russian prestige in Asia and give a corresponding increase to 
British”. But Britain was restraining Japan and ur^ng her to resolve 
RUS.SO- Japanese differences by diplomatic action. Her policy seems to 
have been to maintain peace for the sake of British trade. The Times^ too, 
supported a pdlicy of peace, and to his gnawing discontent Morrison’s 
belligerence was constantly damped in Printing House Square. 

Chirol wrote to Morrison in May 1903 saying that he had shown up 
Russian diplomacy “even more effectually perhaps than on former occa- 
sions” and that, even in official circles, no faith was put in Russian denials 
or assurances. But, formally, they had to be accepted unless action was to 
follow words. And action was out of the question. The Boer War had 
greatly taxed Britain’s resources and — this was “extremely confidential” — 
Kitchener had told Chirol that he wanted two years of peace before he 
could confidently take the Indian army into the field. 

Chirol said they must therefore do their best to prevent Japan pre- 
cipitating a crisis. “I should be very sorry to give encouragement to the 
idea that Japan was eager for war,” he wrote. He agreed with Morrison 
that war was inevitable and that Japan would win. But as St Augustine 
said when he prayed for continence, he did not want it too soon. He 
explained that he had written at length because he wanted Morrison to 
understand why his dispatches were toned down. Despite his chief’s 
policy of pacification, Morrison continued to work for war. At every 
opportunity he encouraged Japan to challenge Russia, and he became a 
much-hated man in Russian circles. 

On 28th April 1903, Townley Aowed Morrison a letter from Lieut" 
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enant-Colonel Charles Merewether Ducat, British military attache in 
Peking, in which Ducat presented evidence that Russia was preparing for 
war, which she would force on Japan in the autumn, before it was too 
late to crush her. Townley obligingly sent the letter to the Japanese. 
When Henry Cockburn came for lunch at the end of July, Morrison told 
him that the British Government did not realize the gravity of the position. 
He found his guest “very nervous, weak and irresolute” and commented 
in his diary: “Chinese secretary paid ^ 1 200 per annum, he has never had 
a Chinaman in his house.” And Ducat, he thought, was “hopelessly incom- 
petent”. Here arc typical extracts from Morrison’s diary towards the end 
of the year: 

5 November 1^0 ^ — Wrote a long letter to Bland harping still on the 
same subject the much desired war saying if there is no war 1 will 
repine that my w'hole work in China has been a failure. 

77 November — Lady Susan [Townley] s-aid: “If there is a w^ar, it will 
be your doing!” 

18 November — Feel today greatest elation for w'ar seems assured. 

When the Chefoo correspondent of the Asahi of Osaka published a 
four-column interview with Alorrison, “breathing war”, Alorrison asked 
his diary: “W’hat will The Times think?” A few weeks later, on iBrh 
December, after another of his dispatches had been butchered, he wrote: 
“I'herc wasn’t the smallest evidence that The Times realizes the import- 
ance of the Far Faistern crisis! No excuse for it! Will there J)e war? Pray 
God there may be!” 

In August, at Weihaiwei, Morrison breakfasted with Admiral Sir 
Cyprian Bridge, Commandcr-in-Chief of the China station, on his flagship 
H.M.S. Alacrity. Sir Cypripn “seemed not to have considered the possi- 
bility” of war between Rmssia and Japan, and admitted he was badly in- 
formed. “What can one do in the face of such ignorance?” Alorrison 
wrote. It is not surprising that Sir Cyprian was badly infonned. On 5th 
February 1904, three days before the war began. Sir Claude MacDonald 
assured IJonel James it would never occur. 

In the midst of these alarums, Morrison read Anna Lombard, by 
Victoria Cross, which he thought “the most immoral work” he had ever 
read (it is still banned in the Republic of Ireland); had a curious dream 
(“my Premiership of Australia”) and learned that Tom Dayton, son of a 
former British Consul in Shanghai, had accepted an appointment at $200 
a month as chucker-out to a syndicate of brothels outside Peking. (“His 
duties consist of being at hand when American and other foreign soldiers 
endeavour to break their way into proscribed houses.”) 

“You have been the true prophet,” Edwin Conger said to Alorrison on 
6th February 1904. “We shall look to you in the future.” Two days later, 
without bothering about the formality of declaring war, Japanese torpedo- 
boats attacked the Russian fleet off Port Arthur, as forty years later Japan- 
ese bombers would attack the American fleet in Pearl Harbour. These 
were “joyful tidings” to Morrison, who could “hardly write with excite- 



merit”. Though he did not know it, President Theodore Roosevelt was 
equally delighted. The Japanese, he said, were “playing our game”. The 
United States, Great Britain, and Japan had a common purpose in pro- 
tecting their monopoly of foreign trade in Manchuria against Russian 
penetration, and Roosevelt had actually thought about war with Russia, 
“her attitude towards all nations, including us . . . being grossly overbear- 
ing”, he wrote to his son, two days after the attack on Port Arthur. A 
monstrous aspect of the Russo-Japanese war, which did not seem to per- 
turb either Roosevelt or Morrison, W'as tliat it was fought on Chinese 
territory — the territory of a neutral and supposedly sovereign powxr. And 
neither was concerned with the cost in human lives. As Roosevelt wrote 
in J902, he was not “in the least sensitive about killing any number of men 
if there is adequate reason.” 

[ VJ 

While Chirol was discouraging Morrison’s warmongering, Moberly Bell 
was busy preparing for war. 'Towards the end of 1903 he told Lionel 
James to be ready to go to the P'ar Kast at a moment’s notice. James, the 
rhirty-two-y car-old son of an old Bengal gunner, had been special corres- 
pondent for Reuter’s in the Chitral campaign, in the Malakand and Tirah 
campaigns, and in the Sudan. He joined I'he Times in 1899 as special cor- 
respondent in South Africa, and was attached to Lord Roberts’s staff. 

James sailed for the Far l'.ast, on 23rd December 1903. He travelled 
across the Atlantic on the Majestic, because the American inventor, Lee de 
Forrest, was on board, and James wanted to discuss with him secretly the 
installation of two wireless stations to cover the war: a receiving station 
on the China coast and a transmitter on a chartered boat. 'The land station 
was to be operated by David Fraser, a dour-looking Scot who had begun 
life as a bank clerk and had fought with Lumsden’s horse in the Boer War. 
To keep rivals off the scent, Fraser travelled scctmd-class as James’s 
“valet”. 

De Forrest’s “wireless machine”, capable of receiving at the rate of 
forty to fifty words a minute, was then the most cflicienc <jf the various 
systems, and he agreed enthusiastically to equip the two stations for 
By the end of Fcr3ruary 1904, Fraser w'as established at the British conces- 
sion of Weihaiwei, and James had chartered the fast 1200-ton steamer 
Haifnun (she could do sixteen knots) for /1500 a month. She carried 
five European officers and a crew of forty-four Chinese and Malays. The 
total running cost was / 2000 a month, and Moberly Bell later calculated 
gloomily that its new-fangled wireless messages cost The Times 20s. a 
word. For a paper struggling desperately to survive, the cost of covering 
the w^ar was, as the History of The Times puts it, “almost unbearable”. 
Bell had mobilized a great team of correspondents, including “experts” 
such as General Sir Alexander Tulloch, a veteran of the Crimea, India, 
China, Egypt, Spain, and Africa, who also had been military adviser fo 
the Australian colonies, and Captain Colquhoun, of the Australian Navy. 
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Morrison resented his role of wet-nurse to these newcomers. have be- 
come a kind of exchange clerk and I will not submit to it,” he wrote. But 
he was always amiable towards James, whom he regarded as a “good 
simple, hot-tempered impatient self-will^ able man”. 

In Tokyo, the Haimun venture was opposed on various grounds by 
the American Minister, the British Minister, and The Times man in 
Tokyo, Captain Brinkley; by Major-General Ian Hamilton, India’s 
military representative with the Japanese forces, who regarded all corres- 
pondents as a curse; by all the other correspondents, who resented James’s 
technical advantage; and by Sir Cyprian Bridge, who thought James was 
committing a flagrant breach of neutrally. 

Though he did not know it. Sir Cyprian was right. James, a man of 
great enterprise, having persuaded Bell to back his wireless scheme, per- 
suaded the Japanese naval authorities to put on board the Haimun a 
Japanese officer who, while pretending to be his interpreter, would also 
be his censor, and an Intelligence officer for Admiral Togo’s Grand Fleet. 
In short, he very improperly offered Japanese Intelligence the unqualified 
use of his ship in exchange for the opportunity to get scoops for his paper. 
It was a dangerous transaction, as James realized one day when a Russian 
cruiser ordered the Haimun to heavc-to. If the Japanese officer, who was 
disguised as a Malay steward, had been detected, the Haimun would have 
been seized as a prize of war, and James would have faced a Russian 
court-martial as a spy. 

The Times got very little from its bold experiment. The equipment 
broke down frequently, and even when it worked, Japaitese censorship 
and restrictions reduced James to impotence. Nor did the other corres- 
pondents fare better. Bell was “dreadfully disappointed. . . , The Japs have 
simply bottled the news, and draw it off at their own will,” he wrote 
to Morrison. / 

In an effort to break the deadlock, James asked Morrison to plead his 
case in Tokyo: 

Morrison’s name was one to conjure with in the Far East and his 
influence was not nugatory in Japan. . . . He . . . was the close friend, 
both of Sir Claude Macdonald . . . and of General Fukushima, who 
from our journalistic point of view was the actual Machiavel of the 
Japanese General Staff. Over and above the considerations, he was 
possessed of a sound and almost uncanny judgment and was imper- 
turbable in debate. . . . 

At the end of June, Morrison accompanied James to Tokyo, where 
most of the correspondents, similarly frustrated, had been idling in the 
bars and bordellos for six months or so; but even his prestige, judgment, 
and imperturbability could not prevail against the obduracy of a Japanese 
Army intoxicated with swift victories. As they parted at Yokohama, Mor- 
rison said: “James, you have made a great fight of it. As far as I can see 
you have against you the Japanese General Staff; the British Minister; all 
the press correspondents; Bnnkley; and the Foreign Department of The 
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Times as well. Make your peace with the Almighty, because if He turns 
against you, you are forever damned.” 

The charter of the Haitnun was surrendered, and James awaited per- 
mission to join one of the columns moving on Port Arthur. Morrison was 
to have landed on the Yalu with the 2nd Army Corps, but before his 
accreditation came through. Bell sent him back to his old China beat. 
James was not accredited till August, and when he reached the front he 
found he could transmit only finy heavily censored words every other 
day. He quarrelled bitterly with the Japanese, was threatened with gens 
d* argues, returned in fury to Peking, sent an angry telegram to The Times, 
and was ordered back to London. Though Morrison could not broach the 
wall of Japanese censorship, his services to Japan were not forgotten. “We 
arc much indebted to Dr Morrison, for he counselled us to go to war 
against Russia never doubting the result,” Marshal Yamagata said to a 
Japanese correspondent, and when, on 2nd January 1905, the fortress of 
Port Arthur fell to General Nogi’s forces after a five months’ siege, Morri- 
son was invited to accompany Nogi and his general staff on their trium- 
phal entry. He rode in with Sir Ernest Satow' on a borrowed pony: 

Japanese carrying Russian sick on stretchers — ^much humanity. Rus- 
sians doing nothing of the kind but witnessing procession. . . . Past all 
the wrecked fleet burned and perhaps past repair a sight for French 

creditors a fleet destroyed by incapacity All British officers spoke 

contemptuously of the Russian surrender and of the trenches paved 
with vodka bottles . . . introduced to Nogi, Ijichi his Chief of Staff 
and others. All very kind speaking flattering words. 

On a cool and frosty morning next day Morrison attended a thanks- 
giving service before an improvised shrine. Twenty caparisoned priests sat 
at tables in a square, with ceremonial red rice coloured by beans. Morrison 
sat with Nogi and his generals at a cross table: “Lunch wonderfully organ- 
ized. Saki, claret, rice dishes of Japanese food, aluminium cups, cake etc. 
Excellent. Fireworks and rockets. Nogi on stand. Banzai which rent the 
air. . . . Some soldiers dressed up one tooling as a Russian officer dancing 
and fooling.” 

Morrison inspected the battlefields, listened to gossip about the cor- 
respondent Ashmead Bartlett (“discreditable, crooked, etc.”), who had 
challenged James to a duel, and wired The Times a vivid account of the 
fall of Port Arthur, for which the Japanese thanked him warmly. In it he 
castigated the defenders for their cowardice, stripped them of every shred 
of honour, and characterized the surrender as one of the most discredit- 
able in world history. W. T. Stead, the famous English journalist, said 
this telegram altered the opinion of the Vv hole of Europe about Russia. 

When he passed through Tientsin on his way home, Morrison talked 
to a Russian general who expressed the opinion that the war would last for 
two years. Morrison said: “My opinion is that the war will be over Jn 
three months. Your troops will be defeated at Mukden and then peace will 
be in sight. You have not a chance of victory. . . . Your Government hat 
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blundered. It ought never have entered upon this war, it should now with- 
draw from the consequences of its blunders as soon as possible.” The 
general thanked Morrison for his “informations”. 


[VI] 

Morrison may have been imperturbable in his relations with diplomats, 
but in his relations with women he was often as agonized as an infatuated 
schoolboy. Behind his assured and worldly exterior he was emotionally 
immature, and racked by self-doubt. When Mrs Archibald Little told him 
he was “very shy with women” he brooded over her remark — though he 
disliked her intensely — and next day wrote in his diary: “Oppressed by 
invincible shyness. Why is it that I can never overcome this?” (Mrs Little, 
wife of an old Yangtze hand, was an indomitable traveller, writer, lecturer, 
feminist, and philanthropist. Despite her manifold good works in two 
hemispheres — she founded the Anti-footbinding Society in China and sat 
on innumerable benevolent committees in England- -Morrison referred to 
her always as “that awful woman” or “the detestable”.) 

During the most eventful months of 1904, while he was sending his 
masterly dispatches to The Times, organizing its variegated correspond- 
ents, and advising the Japanese on how to run their war — on i6th Febru- 
ary he told them it would be easy to cut the cable to Port Arthi#r, anil two 
days later it was done — Morrison was involved in a tempestuous affair 
with an American nymphomaniac who at least seems to have succeeded in 
overcoming his “invincible” shyness. 

May Ruth Perkins, the gojiden-haired daughter of a millionaire Ameri- 
can senator, was travelling through the Far F,ast in company with a “chap- 
erone”, Mrs Ragsdale, whose duties were obviously nominal. Before — and 
after — she met Morrison, Miss Perkins was the joint tenant of a great 
many beds in Japan and China. Morrison met her briefly in Peking, in 
December 1903, and was “immensely taken” with her. “It was a type that 
pleased me infinitely tliat excited me passionately,” he noted. Months 
passed, and he thought of her “occasionally”. In February, after the out- 
break of war, he w^as dining with Ducat in Shanhaikwan when Mrs Rags- 
dale and the “flashing-eyed maiden”, to use Morrison’s courtesy title, came 
into tlie room: 

It was a night of limpid moonlight almost as light as day. Maysie said 
she would like to go to the Great Wall. I offered to accompany her 
and Ducat when he found that he could be useful and take away Mrs 
R. agreed to join us. Maysie and I went together; he kept at a distance 
W'e climbed the wall sat down on the crest and then was disclosed to 
what I had never experienced before — a revelation that astounded me. 

Fuelled by a perverse mixture of desire and indignation, the fire 
kindled in the February moonlight burned fiercely till the end of June, 
vfhen Miss Perkins returned to the United States. 
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Scorning pretence, she catalogued her promiscuities with a wealth of 
biological detail. Morrison was soon told tnat her current lover en chef 
was one of his friends, Martin Egan, an American newspaperman stationed 
in Tokyo, and her candour enabled him to fill three pages of his diary — 
apart from many shorter entries — ^with notes from her sexual auto- 
biography: 

Aged 24 last 28 January. Accustomed as long as she can remember to 
plaj' with herself every morning even when unv eil, even after passing 
the^ night in bed with a man. Seduced by Jack Fee a doctor in the 
French restaurant in San Fiancisco known as the Hen and ("hickens 
or the Poultry or some .such. Pregnant. . . . Went to Washington got 
out of difficulty (after abortion) . . . slept constantly with Congress- 
man Gaines. . . . Four miscarriages. “Kissed” all the way over in the 
Siberia after leaving Honolulu by Captain Tremaine Smith. Had for 
days in succession by Martin Egan. . . . Mrs Goodnow had t(jld her 
that once she was kis.sed by a woman she would never wi.sh to he 
kissed by a man. Her desire now is to get a Japanese maid to accom- 
pany her back to America and to kiss her every morning. ... In 
Tientsin she was kissed by Zeppelin the Dutch consul, ... In 
Shanghai .she . , . wired me Vlease come Japan be good. . . . That .same 
evening she met C. R. Holcomb . . . who had her 4 times in 2 hour.s. 

I'hc “most phenomenal fornicator she ever encountered was Linton 
I'edford”. MorrLson entered up five other names “for future reference” 
and decided that May was the “most thoroughly immoral w'oman” he had 
ever met, “a born prostitute without desire for mone)^ or present”. None- 
theless she accepted from him “the following — all beautiful — a silver 
cigarette case — a silver belt with the characters for happiness — half a do 7 xn 
embroidered handkerchiefs — an ivory umbrella handle — a gold bracelet”. 
When .she told Alorrison of her nights with Holcomb he “suffered 
* Dains greater than any that have racked me since I was in J\iris v\ ith Noellc 
in 1890”. But he follow'cd her wdicncver she beckoned, recording clini- 
cally how his head “as a bleeding trophy had been displayed on the point 
of Maysic’s lance”: 

March 50 — Came up to Peking distressed and disturbed in my mind. 
What an individuality to be thrust in my path! .^nd how as usual 
it comes too late. But I am better in body and mind! . . . 

May 4 — Sleepless night, much brain worry, furious jealousy and every 
reason. . . . My head in a whirl of exciteme;Qt distraught wdth passion 
and with blinding jealousy. 'Fhe image most deeply impressed on my 
brain is tliat of a big man trying to hypnotize the impressionable 
woman. 

May y — Slept a little better but still torn with anguish and haunted 
by that evil face dominating yielding w^eakness. What an ass 1 am and 
what infatuation it is! No emotion seeing her body clad but hair 
down and body discovered thrilling every fibre of me. 
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There was brief anodyne in the news of a great Japanese victory— 
twenty-eight Russian guns captured and three or four thousand men — 
but the agony continued; 

June S diary neglected for 3 days and neglected because of May- 
sie. Why can I not remove her from my memory? It fills me with 
pain to dhink of her in the arms of Martin Egan as she will be in a day 
or so. . . . 

June p . . . due to arrive in Kobe tomorrow. . . . What is the morrow 
to bring forth? Where am I to meet Maysie? . . . Docs she still love 
me or care for me or am I forever eqccluded by the lucky Martin? — 
That is the problem and 1 am worried and restless. But will accept 
what is given to me. 

June 10 ,, , Maysie was on the telephone. Martin Egan left this morn- 
ing and would not return till tomorrow? Would I come down to 

dinner . . . afterwards I had an interview in her room, 105, one of 

most staggering 1 have ever suffered. It ended happily or 1 should 
have perished. 

One night, after a violent attack of nose-bleeding, (“it seems to attack 
me when I am worried”) Morrison lay down and “had the curious experi- 
ence of Maysie going through piles of love-letters many passionate, many 
truly loving ... a remarkable collection all carefully treasured and anyone 
sufficient to convict her of unchastity.” ^ 

Of Morrison’s enraptured correspondence w'ith Maysie, only his 
valedictory telegram survives. Perhaps it is just as well. The telegram, 
dated Shimonoseki, 25th June 1904, does not exhibit tha«t talent for tele- 
graphic compression for w^ich Morrisf)n was distinguished: 

Miss PERKINS GIUVND HOTFX YOKAHAMA JUST STARTING FOR SHANGHAI 
MAY YOUR VOYAGE HOME BE ALL SUNSHINE YOUR RETURN WHILE LEAV- 
ING MANY DESOLATE IN THE ORIENT WILL SURELY MAKE GLAD THE 
HEARTS OF THOSE DEAR TO YOU IN OAKLANDS WHO ARE SO EAGERLY WAIT- 
ING TO GIVE YOU WELCOME I TRUST THAT AMID YOUR DLSTRACTIONS YOU 
WILL SOMETIMES FIND LEISURE TO WRITE TO ME AND WILL NOT LET ME 
SLIP ALTOGETHER FROM YOUR MEMORY I KNOW NOT IF FATE WILL PER- 
MIT US TO ajME TOGETHER BUT WHATEVER HAPPENS I SHALL ALWAYS 
TRI^ASURE YOUR MEMORY AND GRATEFULLY RECALI. THOSE HAPPY MOM- 
ENTS WE SPENT TOGETHER GOODBYE MY DEAR ERNEST. 

Morrison was “much disappointed” when Maysie did not reply. 
[VII] 

When Chirol called on Theodore Roosevelt in Washington in October 
1904 the President began a three-hour conversation — it was almost a 
monologue — by saying: “This war has got to be stopped and The Times 
has got to stop it.” All his sympathies were with Japan, but, he told Chirol, 
“we don’t want the Japanese to come trailing their men-of-war right 
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across our ocean”. Chirol reminded him gently that the Pacific contained 
some very large islands, such as Austraua and New Zealand, that were 
not American. 

With the fall of Mukden, Roosevelt became more and more afraid 
that a triumphant Japan might become “puffed up with pride and turn 
against us”. On 6th June 1905, Morrison dined with RocWu who told 
him that neither President Roosevelt nor the British Government wanted 
to see the unchecked supremacy of Japan. “Poor little Japs,” was Morri- 
son’s diary comment. “Neither the United States nor Great Britain want 
them in Vladivostok.” Roosevelt had started peace negotiations early in 
March and was surprised when Britain did not support them. After Rus- 
sia’s defeat at Tsushima, both belligerents agreed to discuss a settlement, 
and on 5th August, under Roosevelt’s friendly auspices, their representa- 
tives politely shook hands aboard the U.S.S. Mayflower at Oyster Bay, 
Four days later the peace conference opened at Portsmouth, New Hamp- 
shire. 

Morrison was “knocked all of a heap” by a telegram he received on 
2 7rd June instructing him to attend the conference, which it was then 
thought would be held in Washington. He was very depressed by the 
assignment. “Could not sleep. Much worried about going. ... Feel damned 
sick,” he wrote in his diary, and to his mother: “The mission was quite 
unexpected and though a compliment to me I dislike exceedingly the 

2 .” But Satow and Rockhill assured him that his mission could do 
good, and he immediately wired Bell: “Ready leave anytime.” Be- 
fore he left he had an interesting talk with Dr Wu Ting-fang, a Chinese 
graduate of Lincoln’s Inn, who had represented China in Washington be- 
fore returning to*become a minister in China’s Ministry of Foreign Affairs. 
Wu sought Morrison’s advice about China’s affairs, Rockhill having told 
him that Morrison had “more power than all the ministers put together”. 
Wu drew attention to the growing power of the Viceroy in Chihu, Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, and asked Morrison a quesdon that was to be answered seven 
years later: “Where would it lead?” 

Morrison left Peking on 3rd July, farewelled at the train by the 
Rockhills, Colonel Bower (Commandant of the Peking Legation Guard), 
Colonel Aoki (the Japanese military attache), and many others. In Tokyo 
he had a long talk with Sir Claude MacDonald (“garrulous, inaccurate, 
long-winded”). On the ship from Yokohama to Vancouver he made notes, 
with his usual precision, about the bad women among the passengers (Mrs 
Seeley, who dmnk her pint of wine, and had “lain with hundreds” was 
“under 40”, 6ft i^in, 2191b), but spent most of his time writing letters. In 
one he told Sir John Jordan, then British Minister in Korea, that he was 
goin^ to London to urge Lansdowne, who'^had succeeded Salisbury as 
Foreign Secretary, to appoint Jordan as Minister in Peking, “and not a 
European diplomat ignorant of the very rudiments of the China question”. 
Jordan, who had gone to China as a student inteipreter in 1876, had been 
Chinese Secretary in Peking before going to Korea as Consul-General 
in 1896. 



[VIII] 

Morrison arrived in New York, by way of Vancouver and Montreal, on 
4th August, and took a room at Holland House, 7th Avenue and 3otli 
Street: “Eight stories up, room 10 x 16, $6 per day English style which 
means meals not included; Good breakfast $1. Arrived late and drive 50 
cents to Holland House, 25 cents to porter for carrying my stick. . . . This 
marble palace where I am paying about four times what I can afford.” 

The other two representatives of The Times who were to cover the 
conference were George William Smalley, the Washington correspond- 
ent of The Times ^ and Sir Donald Mackenzie Wallace, ChiroFs predeces- 
sor in the Foreign Department. Morrison’s first call was to the Nether- 
lands Hotel overlooking Central Park, where his two colleagues w^ere 
staying. Here a letter from Bell was awaiting him. Chirol had told Bell 
that Morrison did not intend to return to the Far East: 

He offered me a new post the more important he thinks it will become 
in the service namely correspondent for the American continent. 1 
was a.sked to send the code word “Returning” if 1 wished to return 
to Peking. Whether right or wrong however, 1 detennined to wire 
en clair “Times London Chirol mistaken desire return Peking after 
Holiday Alorrison.” 10 words at 25 cents, $2.50. 

Morrison was delighted with Portsmouth: “Beautiful wooded coun- 
try, picturesque and balmy.” But he felt “the overpowering oppression of 
population and the rush of auto^)obilcs’^ He lost hi.s piifrse containing 
/23 8s. 3d. and subsequently found it, but did not tell the hotel manager, 
for a curious reason: “No one would suffer if he were honest and the 
searching of the boxes of the negro servants might distover thefts that 
would have pas.sed unnoticed.” Nelson Lloyd of-tlic New York Sun took 
him to a brothel at 51 Walter Street, which Morrison thought “a curious 
evidence of civilization in a New^ England town”. Tw'o New York jour- 
nalists said they expected him to be an elderly man with a long white 
beard. Fie was surprised to find he w’as so well known. “1 am consulted by 
everyone and advise always pro- Japanese,” he wrote. The German corres- 
pondent of Lokalangeiger reported: “Dr Morrison is influencing public- 
opinion here as he docs in Peking.” He discussed the negotiations at length 
with both sides. Baron Koniura, one of the Japanese representatives, said 
to him: 

We reduced our terms to the smallest possible. . . . Our Government 
would fall if these terms were abated. Witte says such tenns are in- 
compatible with the dignity of Russia and will never be accepted by 
the Russian people. But the Japane.se people must also be considered, 
and their wishes consulted. That is the fundamental difference. The 
Russian people have no voice in the matter the Japanese people have 
a voice. 

* The Russian de Witte (“a man of splendid stature ... he towered 
^ above me”) agreed with Morrison that the conference was futile: “We did 



not know the Japanese terms. The President did not know them. Had our 
Government known the Japanese terms they would not have sent the mis- 
sion. . . . They cannot be accepted.” Morrison said he thought the war 
was the most foolish that had been waged for years — a curious judgment 
from a man who regarded himself as one of its begetters — and that Russia 
was in the wrong and should end it by paying an indemnity — a curious 
recommendation from a man who was doing his best to keep the war 
going: 

^Ve spoke of the war. I told him if it continued Harbin would be 
isolated and Vladivostok captured. He granted it possible after 
enormous losses, 50,000 at Vladivostok, 150,000 in Manchuria. 
“Lives,” I said, “are cheap in Japan. But if Harbin falls, what then?” 
“Our troops retire into Siberia.” Can the Japanese follow them? Can 
rhey come to Moscow?” With some earnestness I reminded him that 
there was no place west of Harbin where an army can live, no grain 
for men nor fodder for horses. He said the Hingan Mountains. 1 said 
there was no grain and I reminded him of the immense mills in Har- 
bin by which his army was being fed. And the ground of Manchuria, 
frozen solid hard to several feet. He agreed. He was curious to know 
the lines of Japanese advance. 1 said their objectives must be Harbin 
and Vladivostok. ITien he spoke of the Japanese in Manchuria. ITicy 
would obtain Manchuria as they had seized Korea. I disputed this ex- 
pressing the opinion that Japan had everything to gain by keeping 
good faith with the Chinese in Manchuria. “We shall see,” he said. 
“We shall see.” 

Chirol had "composed his reporting team of curiously dissident ele- 
ments, perhaps in the belief that objectivity would result. Smalley (“very 
Irish, snub-nosed”) was a man of seventy-two, whom Roosevelt described 
as a “coppcr-rivcttcd idiot” and Morrison as a “gmmpy old devil . . , im- 
possible to work with”. Morrison soon compiled his dossier: 

. . . Born in 1833. Educated Yale. Joined Tribune 1861, and remained 
till July 1895, when joined Times, His mother daughter of Hon A. 
Eastbiirn, Smalley married daughter of Wendell Phillips. One son 
very handsome, 2 do. very ugly. One married badly. Phillips believed 
millionaire left nothing. Sons done badly. Bad lot. Father sold library 
to start him. Is useless. Separated from his wife. Has unmarried 
daughter recently accepted post as stenographer at I15 per week to 
Negro Collector of Customs New York. Smalley is proud and no 
doubt suffers hence his viciousness of temper and spirit. 

Smalley w^as also a “growling old club frequenter . . . associated with 
the Astors, Vanderbilts, and that class of millionaire”, and a “tuft- 
hunter” who proudly displayed his invitations from “Mrs Stuyvesant, Mrs 
Fysh, Mrs Astor, Mrs Clarence Mackay and others.” 

Wallace (“a dapper Jew having complete false set uppers and low- 
ers”), like Chirol, had been with me Foreign Office before turning to» 
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journalism. He was, Morrison wrote, “a very kind man, and an intimate 
friend of King Edward, of the Tsar, the German Emperor, and nearly 
everyone in Europe. He was extremely kind to me and we could not have 
been more intimate.” 

Smalley and Wallace had come over on the same steamer with Count 
de Witte, one of the two Russian representatives. Chirol thought that 
Wallace, who was strongly pro-Russian, and persona grata with uie Rus- 
sians, would balance Smalley, who was supposed to be violently anti-Rus- 
sian. But when the conference began Smalley identified himself closely 
with the Russian viewpoint, perhaps because the Russians were more lil^ 
eral with news. “I am here to get news Tiews. I am not concerned with 
policy,” he told Morrison. 

Morrison was more concerned with making news than with reporting 
it. Just as he had worked ceaselessly for war, now he worked ceaselessly 
against peace. Again and again he urged on Wallace and Smalley that the 
war should continue. “Why shoulcf there be peace?” he asked. When 
Smalley said Britain wanted peace in the interests of her trade and her 
bankers, Morrison “questioned strongly if trade was affected and said he 
could find no interest whatever in Cmna in favour of peace except among 
the Chinese themselves”. He does not seem to have considered the views 
of the Chinese, on whose soil the war was being fought, and who had no 
reason to welcome Japanese overlordship in Manchuria. He hoped the 
negotiations would be unsuccessful and wanted The Times, with the help 
of Wallace and Smalley, to shape its policy to assist in the lailure. “They 
thought me bloodthirsty,” he records ingenuously. 

The chief obstacle to a settlement was Japan’s demand for an indem- 
nity. Another was her cljim to the island ot Sakhalin, off Siberia. The 
wrangling continued through August, and Roosevelt feared that the con- 
ference would collapse. Morrison’s diary records his satisfaction at this 
possibility: 

// August — So excited with everything that I cannot compose my- 
self. But to my great joy there is every hope that the conference will 
fail. . . . Russia will not accept the terms of peace and if Japan will 
not modify them the conference must close. ... 1 am delighted. 

2^ August — ^There is no hope of peace. Smalley saw dc Witte, he said; 
“We will not pay a kopeck. We will not pay in any form. A woman 
may change her dress, but is sdll a woman,” he said, speaking of the 
suggestion to change the term indemnity into redemption of territory. 
Smalley in his telegram altered this to a soldier changing his uniform. 

26 August — Conference with correspondents. To all I express my 
unabated confidence in the failure of the conference. 

But three days later Onishi, a Japanese corremondent, burst excitedly 
into Morrison’s bathroom: “Peace is concluded,” he cried. “Envoys are in 
accord on all points!” Unexpectedly, Komura had agreed to a compro- 
« mise suggested by Roosevelt; Rusna would pay no indemnity, but half of 



Sakhalin would go to Japan. Both powers agreed to evacuate Manchuria, 
except the territory affected by the lease of Kwantung, on the Liaotung 
peninsula, where Japan took over Russia’s concessions; Japan also became 
suzerain in Korea. “The news fair^ made me stagger,” Morrison wrote. 
“It is a complete surrender. Poor Onishi was on the point of crying.” 

Before he left Portsmouth on 31st August, Morrison had lunch with 
Nelson Page, the novelist: 

Among guests was Assistant-Secretary of State Peirce who was suf- 
fwring from alcoholic tremor and is dull heavy sodden man tremen- 
dously imponant and the most copious leak of all Government 
officials. He holds his post not because he is competent to fill it but 
because he is a brother-in-law of Henry Cabot Lodge. His father was 
a famous matliematician and a man of great academic distinction. 

Another distinguished visitor in Portsmouth for the conference was 
the humorist Irvin Cobb, then on the staff of the Sun. Cobb apparently 
took his role of funny man seriously. Morrison was told that when he was 
returning through the cemetery one evening he was seen to stop, make a 
gesture of grief, put a handkerchief to his eyes and sob: “Poor fellow,” 
he said, pointing to a tombstone. “I knew him well. I had a running 
acquaintance with him for years.” On the tombstone was “Sacred to the 
memory of J. T. Clapp.” 


[IX] 

Back in New Y6rk, Morrison booked in at the Park Avenue Hotel (“$5 
a day”) and sent Roosevelt an introduction which Rockhill had given 
him. Waiting for a reply, he browsed among bookshops, looked at the 
Pierpont Morgan collection of China in the Metropolitan Museum, in- 
.spected the “wonderful $2,000,000 house” of multi-millionaire Schwab, 
and made a sentimental journey to pawnbroker Simpson’s and Beefsteak 
John’s in the Bowery. Next day came the reply: the President would see 
him “briefly” at 3 p.m. on Monday. “How long is briefly?” Morrison 
asked his diary. 

After breakfast on Labour Day, 4th September, he boarded the 34th 
Street ferry dressed in light tweeds, though he had been advised to put on 
a frock coat and top-hat. He was met by Hamilton King, First Secretary, 
and his one-armed brother, editor of the Sww, who had designed the 
machines for making Gillette razor blades. They, too, had an appointment 
with the President. After a good lunch in Oyster Bay the three drove 
through the woods to Safanwo Hill, with a splendid view of Long Island 
Sound. Two secret-service men were under a tree opposite Roosevelt’s 
two-storied country cottage, and under other trees were displayed horns 
of big game that he had shot. The visitors were shown into a large trophy 
room — “polished floor with skins of bears . . . and heads and antlers” — and 
Morrison noticed among the books “the highly ornamental Album sent by 



the Empress Dowager containing her portrait”. On a sofa was young 
Kermit Roosevelt, “a nice clean-looki^ sun-burned lad” to whom Hamil- 
ton King gave a small ivory elephant. The President came in soon after. He 
was shorter than Morrison had expected, “very powerful vigorous with 
energy incarnate”. He was dressed in corded holland with leggings. He 
greeted his visitors and said in a hearty voice, “Bully that peace, wasn’t 
it?” He asked Hamilton King to accompany him and walked out. When 
Morrison was ushered into his office Roosevelt said: 

I’m always glad to meet an Englishman and still more glad to meet an 

Australian You are working out .in Australia many problems that 

have previously confronted us. . . . But what I don’t like to sec is the 
power of the labour party. 1 don’t like to see a cleavage like that bc- 
tw'een the political parties, should be vertical through the different 
layers not a separation of the different layers by a horizontal stratum. 

He illustrated his point with a forcible gesture and went on: “1 don’t 
like to sec your diminishing rate of population increase, the decrease in 
your birthrate. It is a problem we have here also. And the growth of your 
city population . . . some 40% of the population of the whole state in a 
capital city.” But Morrison had not come to talk about Australia, and he 
was relieved when the President swung off to the Fa.r East: 

We spoke of the Peace. He thought it was well and that Japan was 
wise to give up the indemnity. He argued it ;^.s.d. If rht w'ar had con- 
tinued there would have been greatly increased expenditure and the 
certainty that Russia would not have been able to pay an indemnity. 
I could not get the Japanese to see this. I pressed them but they 
would not give way, ^ill 48 hours before giving way 1 was doubtful 
of success. You see I was not trammelled by precedent. Precedents 
are good in their way, but you may get enmeshed in them. 

Morrison “saw clearly” from the conversation that Roosevelt had 
brought much greater pressure on Japan than he had suspected. “And the 
greater seemed the injustice in view ... of his knowledge that Russia 
could for purposes of peace . . . pay the indemnity.” 

Roosevelt did not seem to show either sympathy or even good feeling 
for the Chinese. He doubted if China would ever govern Manchuria. “I 
had intended returning to China the balance of the Boxer money,” he said. 
“I'he amount was largely in excess. But this boycott is not pleasing and I 
may not return it. Taft [ U.S. Secretary of War] is over there now. Per- 
haps they are throwing bricks at him.” 

Roosevelt said he would like to sec Japan enforce a kind of Monroe 
doctrine in Eastern Asia (“not of course in the Philippines”). England 
could return Weihaiwei. It was no good to her. 

Then we spoke of many things. Of Wolseley he spoke contemptu- 
ously, especially of his ignorance in his book on Lee, written when he 
was Commander-in-Cliief. It was wrong, unpardonably ... he would 



attribute to the South what had happened to the North, and so on. 
(le had a high opinion of Lee and had his grandson at the White 
House. . . . Wolseley wrote with astonishing ignorance. ... I said all 
Wolseley’s work was like that. He said he had a Conunander-in-Chief 
Miles who did the same sort of fool work. He never feared Russia and 
could never understand why Englishmen were so apprehensive of 
Russia . . . there was never a Russian naval contractor yet who could 
not be bought or a naval overseer who could not accept money not to 
spp. With the Japanese it was just the otlier way. 

As Morrison was leaving, the President drew his attention to an excellent 
portrait of Lincoln, taken two years before his Presidency, that hung near 
the door. 

New York was as “hot as hell”. Morrisrm had violent diarrhoea, and 
felt “damned lonely and miserable” despite Moberly Bell’s flattering let- 
ters, and the attentions of several American magnates. He called on Gen- 
eral Hubbard (“worth $3o,(X)o,ooo or $40,000,(300”), president of tlte In- 
ternational Banking Company, and vice-president Jim Fearon (“looks as 
if he drank overmuch”) in their “magnificent marble offices” at 80 Wall 
Street. Fearon told Morrison that America was “simply rotten with 
money”; he could only get per cent; he was “tremendously intcrevSted 
in China” and discussed China’s offer to buy back the concession for the 
C]anton-f lankow railway, which had been granted to the American-China 
Development Company in 1898. He showed Morrison a letter from Gen- 
eral J. A. Whittier, pre.sidcnt of the company, urging that the offer be 
rejected. This rejprcscnted the view of the King of the Belgians, who held 
2H00 of the 6000 shares, the other 3200 being held equally between the 
International Banking Company and Pierpont Morgan. China had offered 
$6,750,000 in gold for the concession, representing a clear profit of 
$3,200,000, which Morgan wanted to accept. Next day Fearon took Morri- 
son to dinner at the Metropolitan Club to meet Whittier (“a bad egg”) 
and (Clarence C^ary. Morrison told them that America ought not to allows 
China to redeem the railway, that it would be a blow to foreigners and 
that the railway in that case would never be built. Whittier and Gary 
both agreed, and Whittier said it was most important that Morrison should 
speak to Morgan. But the meeting did not take place, and China’s offer 
was accepted. 

Another of Morrison’s hosts w^as the millionaire Robert Sterling 
Clarke, who introduced him at an extravagant dinner to a man called 
Irving, “a bull-headed nephew of Washington Irving and great grandson 
of Fenimore Cooper — the dullest and most unintellectual of men — ^a 
bounder”. It was a period when elaborate brothels still enjoyed the patron- 
age of wealthy men-about-town, and after a theatre Clarke took his guests 
to a swell sporting-house that Morrison found “dull as well as vile”. Mor- 
rison left in disgust and walked home. “A rotten misspent evening” was 
his summing-up. 

Before he left for England, where he had arranged to have a brief* 
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holiday, Morrison got a letter from Susan Townley, whose husband had 
been transferred to Washington: “If you get a chance in England remem- 
ber that my husband’s ambition is to go back to Peking when Sir Ernest 
leaves.” she wrote. “Do say that he is the man for the place and that the 
people there want him, if you think so, but for Heaven’s sake don’t quote 
me.” On the day before he sailed he wrote a long letter to his mother: 

The papers have praised my work in Portsmouth saying it was the 
only redeeming feature of The Times work here. I shall strongly 
recommend that Smalley be removed from his post. ... I shall stay in 
England and the Continent a month or so. ... I am anxious to meet 
the German Emperor who thinks 1 aiti the “most formidable enemy 
that Germany has in the Far East.”. . . 

His ticket on the Oceanic cost $105. He was gratified when the hotel 
knocked $i a day off his bill because of the “infernal racket” made by 
some machine drilling for foundations opposite. He gave $i each to the 
porter and the chambermaid, “not a cash” to anyone else, and paid $4 
to get his eight packages to the steamer. He sailed on 5th September. 


[X] 

London in the autumn of 1905 was a goldmine of gossip, social and politi- 
cal, and Morrison worked both lodes assiduously. He arrived*on 1 3th Sep- 
tember, bought a hat, and drove to Printing House Square, where Bell re- 
ceived him warmly, congratulated him on his Portsmouth work, and 
agreed that Smalley was a “disagreeable brute”. Later Bell told him that 
telegrams from the Far East/ 4 n 1904 had cost JC9800. Morrison’s next call 
was at the offices of the Standard^ in Shoe Lane, where his old Peking 
friend, “Taffy” Gwynne, now occupied the editorial chair. Here was rich 
“pay dirt” indeed. Gwynne, who gave his hobbies in Who's Who as “all 
outdoor games and exercises”, also took much of his exercise indoors and 
in bed. He was one of London’s most notable lechers — distinction which 
never failed to fascinate Morrison — and a dedicated scandalmonger. Before 
long he had told Morrison how Lady Swettenham, wife of Sir Frank 
Swettenham, former Governor of Straits Settlement, had tried to “lie with 
him” and was discussing Arthur Pearson’s “bad clap”. They spoke of the 
“rottenness of society”, of “the unchastity even of unmarried women” — 
on which Gwynne could discourse with authority — and “of the rotten 
example set by the King”. They rgreed that his Majesty King Edward 
VII, then a corpulent debauchee of sixty-four was “a miserable specimen”. 
Edward’s widely discussed intimacy with Mrs George Keppel was linked 
with another Edwardian scandal — ^the lively traffic in honours. According 
to Gwynne, one of the principal pedlars of Coronets, Stars, and Garters 
was Edward’s friend. Sir Thomas Lipton, the millionaire Irish grocer, 
whose vast tea and rubber estates compensated for his unfortunate lack 
• of ancestors and aitches. Arthur Pearson, the Wookey clergyman’s son 
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who founded a newspaper empire, had explained the procedure to 
Gwynne: 

Pearson told him that Lipton invited him to dinner and then after 
wine with some nervousness asked him if he would not like a baron- 
• etcy. Harmsworth had one. [Alfred Haimsworth, a rival newspaper 
monarch, received a baronetage in 1904, and became Baron Noi^- 
cliffe of the Isle of Thanet the following year.} Pearson said, of 
course he would for it was a recognition of which to be proud. The 
Kiny has many private charities he [Lipton] said tentatively. It gives 
him much satisfaction if contribution is made to them. The long and 
short of it was this: — ^The baronetcy would be given if Pearson would 
give 2 5,000 to the private charities of the King! — for Mrs George 
Keppcl doubtless. Wernher, of Wemher Beit & Co. bought his bar- 
onetcy for jC 37,500, having to pay 50% extra because of being a 
foreigner. 

General Browne, home from Peking, came to breakfast and said the 
King was a “damned bad lot” who had no religion but was always attend- 
ing divine service, and Lady St Helier (“wizened witchlike with grey 
hair”) added to the dossier when Morrison accepted her invitation to call 
at 79 Harley Street: 

The public are beginning to know about the King. His debts his dis- 
reputable associates his wealthy Jew money-lenders. She said that 
when the Queen died the King had debts of between 2 and 3 mil- 
lions. Instead of coming frankly to the people and making a clean 
breast of it,Jlie feared doing so. Had he said he was filling the actual 
Kingship without its emoluments parliament would gladly have paid 
off the amount. Hicks Beach who was then Chancellor (and is spend- 
ing tonight at Lady Jeune’s) himself told Lady Jeune that he would 
recommend payment by the State. We spoke of the purchase of office 
and of the scandalous barony of Harmsworth following so soon 
upon his baronetage. 

Lady St Helier, wife of the Advocate-General, was one of those ener- 
getic Edwardian women who played an important part behind the poli- 
tical scenes. She was reputed to exert great influence at the War Office, 
through Field-Marshal Sir Evelyn Wood. 

Edward VII was discussed with equal irreverence by Valentine 
Chirol, at whose rooms in Queen Anne Mansions Morrison met Leo Maxe, 
editor of the National Review, and J. L. Garvin, editor of The Outlook 
(“all brilliant and singularly attractive men”): 

Chirol began by expressing his despisal of the King — such an unmiti- 
gated blackguard. When he went to Paris in order to bring about, his 
deluded subjects believe, the Entente Cordiale, he really went to dally 
with Mrs George Keppel at a house especially rented for the purpose 
by Sir Ernest Cassel. And look at his associates! said Chirol, and Maxe 
agreed. 





Chirors estimate of the King as diplomat was endorsed by Dr (later 
Sir Starr) Jameson, the Kimberley doctor who in 1895 led the ill-consid- 
ered raid into tlie Transvaal and was rewarded with the Prime Minister- 
ship of Cape Colony. “The King is an ass,” he said. “By reason of being 
called the peacemaker he will grow convinced that he did make peace 
just as his distinguished ancestor George IV believed he had commanded 
at Waterloo.” These were heretical views in 1905. Not till 1912, two years 
after the King’s death, were they publicly expressed in a memoir written 
by Sir Sidney Lee for the Dictionary of National Biography; it revealed 
Edward as a “superficial mediocrity” who had played little or no part in 
the creation of the Entente. 

“What a Royal Family (with capitals) it is!” wrote Morrison. “The 
King and Mrs George Keppel, also the Jews Casscl and Sassoon and the 
baker. Sir Thomas Lipton” (whose religion he did not disclose). Morri- 
son’s disenchantment with the Britisli monarchy did not affect his faith 
in Britisli Imperialism. One of his heroes was the practical imperialist, Dr 
Jameson; the other, the poet laureate of imperialism, Riidyard Kipling. 
G Wynne told Morrison that “the death of Jameson would be a national 
misfortune and that Kipling considered him to be “the greatest man he has 
ever met”. Someone also told Morrison that “Dr Jim” was a “great ram”. 

Morrison’s bowl of happiness gushed over on the day (“one of the 
most interesting ... of my lifetime”) he went with Gwynne and Jameson 
to visit Kipling in Sussex: 

At Heathfield station there was waiting for us the motor of Kipling 
and in this we were rushed out to his residence. An old stone house 
the modem part of which is dated 1634 and the old part is 13th cen- 
tury. Beautinil grounds with splendid oaks — lawns — ornamental pond 
with boat. Kipling came to the gate to meOt us. And then his wife 
came from the garden, a very pretty clever energetic little woman. 
One dark daughter, one dark complexioned son. Rudyard very cordial 
and pleasant. Constant wit. Such brilliance such fighting flaslics I 
had never before experienced. 

Kipling’s conversation ranged from criticism of the peace conference 
(“Teddy had done a bad day’s work”) to praise of “Jacky” Fisher, then 
First Sea Lord. 'Fhere was also talk about Mrs Wale Dace, “a strumpet 
who interviewed the King at Marienbad about Mrs Cullinan of the great 
diamond ” 

Roosevelt and his part in the Portsmouth conference were much dis- 
cussed in London. Chirol thought the President had been unjust to Japan in 
putting pressure on her to give way, and said, in confidence, “it was Japan 
who approached Roosevelt and asked him to bring about peace”. Morrison 
underlined this in his diary, adding; “This explains a good deal.” Lord 
I^ansdowne, when Morrison called on him at the Foreign Office, con- 
firmed it. “The President certainly informed me that it was Japan who 
approached him to bring about the conference,” he said. (Mackenzie 
King told Morrison in 1909 that the Japanese had asked Roosevelt to re- 
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turn the letter in which Japan had asked him to intervene, and tliat Roose- 
velt had refused, though promising to treat it as confidential. Roosevelt 
had told this to l^ng.) 

Chirol told Morrison that “William and Teddy” — Kaiser Wilhelm 
and President Roosevelt — ^were undoubtedly very intimate. “William does 
influence Teddy. Both are strenuous, energetic, and masterful. “John Mot- 
ley, dining with Morrison and Bell at Buckle’s, said he had stayed a week 
with Roosevelt just after his election and was impressed by “his fire, his 
energy, his loftiness of ideal”: 

Buckle said it was a pity William had such influence on Roosevelt. 
Morley thought not. Bell said telegrams had passed between them 
which, if published, would astonish the world. “You rule one hemis- 
pliere, I can rule the other,” said Roosevelt in one. . . . Morley said 
Roosevelt received a telegram every day from the Emperor, but said 
of it contemptuously, “Another telegram from Kaiser Wilhelm,” as I, 
he added laughing, might say “Another telegram from whom shall I 
.say, Lord Knollys 1 King Edward’s private secretary* J 

"Hie lodes of gossip were inexhaustible. Lady Brownrigg told Morri- 
son that Sir Frank Swettenham had a questionable reputation in money 
matters, and that Lady Swettenham was a nymphomaniac. Sir Schomberg 
McDonnell, secretary to H.M. office of Works, told him that Sir Francis 
Bertie, tlie new British Aml)assador in Paris, was an ignorant man who had 
never read a book since he left Eton, “his chief claim being as a retailer 
of lewd stories in coarse l‘2nglish”. And an artist on the Graphic told him 
that Alma Tadema and Holman Hunt were two of the dirtiest storytellers 
he knew * 

Gertrude Bell, the intrepid traveller, mountaineer and huntress, in- 
vited him to dine at 95 Sloane Street, and talked till ii.io p.m.: “We 
ranged from the Vale of Damascus to the fiscal controversy. She is very 
brilliant, gushes amazingly, has marvellous energy and extraordinary 
knowledge and she bored me to distraction. It was my fault and I say it 
with humility. ...” 

Gertrude thought Japan would swallow up Australia and that it 
would be a good thing because the Japanese were our superiors. Morrison 
walked home by way of Piccadilly Circus “yawning all the way”. 

He was not bored by Lady Dorothy Neville, “the wonderful old lady 
. . . with an astonishing memory”, whom he took in to dinner at a glitter- 
ing party given by'^ the Moberly Bells. Among the eighteen other guests 
were the Duchess of St Albans; Lord Minto, who had just succeedec 
Curzon as Viceroy of India; Lord Cromer of Egyptian fame, and Mi 
Glad.stone’s fonner private secretary. Sir Algernon West. Lady Dorothy 
“spoke of the Georgian era, has an acid tongue, and some title to fame ir 
the fact that she once saw Disraeli in the bath”, Morrison wrote after theii 
first meeting. She had other claims to recognition, of course. She had ofter 
entertained Edward VII when he was Prince of Wales, using as “bait” th< 
beautiful American actress, Mrs Brown Potter, and she once ended j 



rarefied discussion of haute cuisine by exclaiming, “Oh, gimme a good 
blowout on tripe and onions!” When Morrison visited her in her beautiful 
rooms at 45 Cmrles Street, overlooking the garden of Lansdowne House, 
she told him her greatest friend was me second Duke of Wellington, “a 
most amusing man married to a beautiful but singularly stupid woman 
whom he used to ridicule”. She said that the great Duke had proposed to 
Baroness Burdett-Coutts, “who is now spectral at 93”. The Duke of Teck 
had also proposed to her. (The Baroness, a very wealthy philanthropist in 
1881 married an American, William Ashmead Bartlett, who assumed her 
name.) 

Morrison talked to the new Forcigtii Secretary, Sir Edward Grey, 
about the changes in China, and suggested to the new Secretary of State 
for India, John Morley, that India’s “accursed” opium traffic with China 
should be gradually abolished. Curzon, who had resigned the Viceroyalty 
of India because of his disagreements with Kitchener, said it was important 
that Morrison should return to China “to guide the opinion of the world”; 
Sir Charles Hardinge, British Ambassador to St Petersburg, spoke “with 
much frankness” of Sir Claude MacDonald’s “ignorance and incapacity”; 
and Henry Bax-lronside, now Minister Resident at Caracas, spoke with 
equal frankness about his colleague Sir Henry Durand, British Ambas- 
sador to Washington, who had muddled everything in India as Foreign 
Secretary, “and was now quite useless in Washington”. 

At dinner with Sir Frank Swettenham, Morrison met a “clever and 
very attractive American woman, without accent”, who 4 ad lived long 
in Paris and was one of the last to leave before the siege. She was Mrs 
Moreton Frewen, one of the three conquering Jerome sisters from New 
York; Kitty, Clare, and Leonie. The eldest, Kitty, married Lord Randolph 
Churchill and was the rnother of Winston Churchill. The youngest, 
Leonie, married Sir John Leslie, and was the mother of Shane Leslie. Mrs 
Frewen was accompanied by her nineteen-year-old daughter, also called 
Clare, who smoked cigarettes and was “fleshy, fresh and animal”. (Miss 
Frewen, as Clare Sheridan, became famous as a sculptor, painter, and 
journalist.) Later Morrison met Lady Randolph — ^who was then Mrs 
Cornwallis West — at the Lister-Kayes’ and described her as a “hard- 
faced woman with dark hair, the typical woman in charge of a brothel”. 

Morrison called on “the dull insipid Godfrey Walter”, and Lady 
Clarke told him that the “austere old father” had left / 30,000 a year to 
Arthur, his eldest son, and £ 14,000 a year to Godfrey, the second son 
by the second marriage, and to his numerous other sons £600 a year. 
“This is just and honorable,” Morrison commented sarcastically. 

He took the Bells to Covent Garden to hear Melba in Rigoletto and 
La Bohhne (“ £i is. a seat”) and noted that she was “stout matronly 
unbecoming but voice absolutely divine”. Sir George Clarke told him 
that AustraUa had produced only two people of world-wide reputation — 
Morrison and Melba — and he put Mornson first. 

Sir Walter Hillier, a former Chinese Secretary, then Professor of 
^phinese at King’s College, London, thought Morrison should be the new 



minister in Peking, and said he was amazed at the influence Morrison had 
in China. He gave “a ludicrous picture” of the Chinese Legation in Lon- 
don. The mimster, Chang, who was paid 80,000 taels ( £ 10,000) a year, 
lived in a back room, never refused an invitation, but never asked anyone 
in return: 

He goes to bed at 5 a.m. rises at midday never does a stroke of work 
of any kind. From Saturday night till Monday he plays cards and 
rooks his staff. Last spring he sent away half of his people and is now 
pocketing their salaries. Useless is the mildest term to apply to him. 

. . . And China it is who suffers. 

Hillicr suggested that Britain should get control of the Canton- 
Hankow railway. His brother Guy, Peking agent of the Hong Kong and 
Shanghai Banking Corporation, had found out that the Hong Kong Gov- 
ernment had advanced the money with which China repurchased the con- 
cession. 

Morrison received a cordial invitation from his old boss, William 
Rich, to dine at any convenient time, and replied “in as studiously a 
stinging a way as possible, ‘Dear Sir — My time in England is fully occu- 
pied.’ ” In his diary he wrote: “This man did me much injury when I was 
medical officer in Rio Tinto and now because I am famous he would wish 
to lick my boots.” But Morrison had a long memory for kindnesses as 
well as for injuries. In Edinburgh he called on his old landlady, Mrs Leigh- 
ton, of Marchmont Road, with presents for her and her daughter 
Maggie: “Poor people, they were really glad to see me.” 

The “vitiated” air of London did not agree with Morrison. He saw a 
Harley Street specialist about his nose-bleeding, and took the train to 
Edinburgh (“first-class return 59/6 very cheap”) to consult his old medi- 
cal associates. Professor Wylie, Professor of Medicine at the university, 
examined him and found no enlareemcnt of liver or spleen and no heart 
abnormality. Dr George Mackay, Edinburgh’s leading oculist, pronounced 
his eyes “perfect”. TThus reassured, he made an unhappy call on his bene- 
factor, John Chiene: “To lunch with Chiene and walleyed wife. He 
lugubrious and sermonizing. She common. He eating like a hog. , , . And 
lunch absolutely atrocious unfit for a hog. He drinking cheap claret. . . . 
Two dishes nauseating to think of.” He was still brooding over this 
memorable meal when he wrote to his mother two months later: “They 
are a pair of pigs and gave me a lunch that was absolutely revolting. It 
gives me nausea now to think of it.” There was another “damnable lunch” 
at the Lister-Kayes* in London: “I passed the first course expecting some- 
thing solid and when the pudding suddenly appeared I found myself 
stranded and hungiy.” To make things worse, he had to praise Lady 
Lister-Kaye’s “drivelling book”. 

Himself the most careful of men with money, Morrison had a patho- 
logical hatred of meanness in others. When he attended an “infernal dull 
party” given by Sir Archibald and Lady Douglas, Commander-in-Chief, 
Portsmouth, he reporte<l that the admiral was the “meanest man in th* 



navy”: “They pinch and squeeze and save every penny never entertain 
and he will best become the navy by leaving it. His predecessor Sir John 
Fisher was most hospitable and kept open house.” 

He was almost as uncomplimentary about a dinner at Moberly Bell’s 
(“food very bad simply atrocious and badly served”) though the guests 
were interesting: they included Mr and Mrs Joseph Chamberlain (“he 
extraordinarily young she remarkably fresh and attractive with the most 
delightful manners”); Sir Thomas Barlow, the Royal physician (“who list- 
ened respectfully while I spoke to Qiambcrlain as if he were a first-year 
student and I a President of the Royal College of Surgeons”), the Kip- 
lings, and a “deuced attractive woman”, Lady Strachey. 


[XI] 

On 13th January 1906, Morrison watched the posting of the election re- 
sults at the National Liberal Club. The Liberals were sweeping the polls. 
The Conservatives, led by Arthur Balfour, but divided by Joseph Cham- 
berlain’s tariff-reform proposals, had been cmshingly defeated. “Retribu- 
tion indeed and I am overjoyed though 1 may not say so,’* Morrison wrote 
in his diary. Crossing Piccadilly Circus, he saw Buckle, “sick and down- 
cast . . . heavily lumbering through the crowd”: 

He has good reason to be cast down. Nothing could exceed the viru- 
lence and animus of The Times as conducted by him against the new 
Government. Narrow-minded, parochial, opiniated, he is a fit col- 
league of Arthur Walter and an entirely unfit editor of the greatest 
paper in the world. Entirely out of touch with libera* public opinion, 
he can now see the result of his handiwork and party that he has sup- 
ported though evil pulverized and beginning with Balfour scattered 
to the winds. 

Mrs Moberly Bell shared Morrison’s opinion of Buckle. “I want you 
to become editor of The Times^' she said. “You have the (jualitics which 
Mr Buckle lacks. You have knowdedge, you know men, and have good 
judgment.” Arthur Barry, too, thought Buckle “unworthy” of his position. 
“Ignorant of men and parochial, untravcllcd and ignorant of foreign 
af^irs, he is not a man to guide a paper except to failure,” Barry said. 

Barry invited Morrison to lunch at the Savoy to meet Northcliffe 
(“whom Moberly Bell thinks nearly as great a liar as Lord Lonsdale”). 
Northcliffe “came in bustling and was very cordial”. At the next table 
was the Sultan of Johore, and his English “wife” Nellie, for whom he had 
just bought the lease of 34 Park Lane. Nellie, a former Gaiety girl, had 
refused to live in Johore. Barry said the sultan had a privy purse of 
/ 40,000 a year and had enriched Nellie with jewels to the value of 
jC 40,000, Lady Brownrigg told Morrison that the Johore Advisory Board 
had resigned because of the sultan’s expenditure on Nellie Morrison later 
lunched with the sultan, an “ugly looking mongrel” with a stiff jaw, which 
fBarry attributed to the Norwegian sea-captain who was his grandfather. 



Morrison set himself two objectives in London, and despite the minor 
distractions of lunches, dinner, interviews, bookshops, and theatres, and 
the major disruption of another consuming love affair, achieved them. 
One was to have Sir John Jordan appointed to Peking; and the other to 
have the Order of the Garter conferred on the Emperor of Japan. He 
pleaded Jordan’s cause eloquently to George Tyrrell, in charge of the 
China Department at the Foreign Office, to Lew'is Mallet (“an amiable 
weak man with an eyeglass”), private secretary to Lord Lansdowne, and 
to Lansdowme himself, and quickly convinced them of Jordan’s “incom- 
parable qualifications”. But the Mikado’s Garter was a more difficult busi- 
ness. Mallet said that the King absolutely refused to give the Garter to a 
non-Chrisrian. In the case of the Shah of Persia, who had bluntly asked 
for it, he had yielded to the persuasions of Sir Arthur Hardingc, then 
Assistant Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, but angrily announced 
that he would not do so again. When the Foreign Office box containing 
the Order arrived on the yacht Victoria and Albert, where the Shah was 
to receive it, Edward had shov^’n the Royal displeasure by hurling the box 
across the cabin. Morrison pursued the matter doggedly, and Lord Lans- 
dow'ne thought it could be arranged. It was. Before he left London, Mor- 
rison was told that Prince Arthur of Connaught, as Morrison had sug- 
gested, w’Oiild lead a special Embassy to Tokyo witli the Mikado’s Garter 
in his baggage. 


[XII J 

“Dr Jim”, who had rooms in Duke Street, asked Morrison to dinner and 
presented him to “three ladies” vvdio enraptured him: 

Rarely has it been my good foitune to sir by three better t\ pcs of 
English womanhood. Mrs Alfred Lyttlcron, wife of the Colonial 
Secretary, like a peach with sweet musical voice . . . Lady Edw'ard 
Cecil, sister of Leo Maxc, vtiy handsome with a beautiful set of 
even teeth . , . and a delicious red tongue, and Mrs Leo, daughter of 
the twin brother of Sir Ciodfrey L.ushington. . . . I hcy were all 
clever unusually so. . . . Altogether my evening was one of the most 
enjoyable I have spent in my life — an evening of joy. 

But it w'as with a dubious type of Hungarian w'oinanhood that Morri- 
son experienced his next grand passion. A few weeks after his arrival in 
I.ondon his friend A. P. Stokes introduced him to “the beautiful Toni — 
Antonia Sofia V’^ictoria Steaffan”. Morrison took her to dinner and drove 
her home to i6 Sutherland Place, near Queen’s Road. This was the first 
of fifty-nine meetings-- he later tabulated thein with actuarial precision — 
in 109 days, and the beginning of an infatuation compared to which the 
affair with Maysie w^as a game of Postman’s Knock. When he got back to 
22 jermyn Street he had garnered from her enough biographical material, 
fact or fancy, to provide a diary entry of 450 words. Here are some 
extracts: 
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Antonia bom in Buda Pesth March 27 1883. Beautiful and dark. Has 
lost weight since she came to London. Fears consumption. Is lady 
well educated in Professor Krausse’s Boarding School in Berlin. Bad 
family history. Father died 52 consumption. Mother died 38 consump- 
tion, sister 32 Emilie dying consumption, another sister Frida 26 
living and healthy. Was the friend of an Indian official living in May- 
fair 60 years old . . . who treated her well during 6 months. Man of 

great stature Left August 3 sailing from Marseilles August 4. Her 

life a sad one. She loved a man of her own country and of a suitable 
age resident in Berlin where he makes leather for jewellery cases. Under 
promise of marriage he seduced her. She had a miscarriage at 7 
months. She was at that time in employment in the millinery depart- 
ment of Wertheim & Co. in the Leipzigstrasse . . . (Toni says of 800 
girls in Wertheims there is probably not one virgin) and was there 
for 18 months rising from 50 to 95 marks per month and dinner 
found. The work was too hard and she resigned the post. Then she 
discovered the perfidy of her lover and found him involved with 
another girl. She was desperate and would have drowned herself, 
but was fmstrated by her lover who divined her intention. Then she 
came to London having with her about ^25. That spent, she seems 
to have had the good fortune to meet that Indian official. No wonder 
she is thin and emaciated. Her heart is broken and she is pining away. 
He tall slight with moustache forbade her to divulge his name and 
she has loyally kept her promise. A former mistress h^had taken out 
with him died in India. He took her once to the Grand Hotel in Paris. 
. . . On one occasion when her sister was ill in Gladbach he sent her 
over to her bedside. When she left he gave her £ 50 and later sent her 
two or three letters tnd ^25. For at least 2 months she had heard 
naught from him and fears that he may be dead. . . . He spoke French 
well. 

For the rest of the month Morrison saw Toni nearly every day. They 
dined at Frascati’s, at the Pall Mall Restaurant, and at Alphonse’s, ran 
down to Brighton, visited the National Gallery and Madame Tussaud’s, 
saw The Blue Moon, walked in St James’s Park, and rounded off each day 
with a session in Morrison’s Jermyn Street rooms. 

A few days after the first encounter Morrison bought Toni a “muff 
and wrapper, 6.6.0”. This was followed by a “travelling large light mill- 
board trunk” and many other presents which, too, he carefully catalogued. 

On 20th November, Morrison gave up his rooms (“crushingly over- 
charged”) and moved to the Esplanade Hotel, Seaford. To his great 
disappointment, Toni could not come with him (“poor girl looked ill”), 
but joined him after two days. They spent five days together, Toni dis- 
creetly occupying a separate bedroom and sitting-room. Morrison then 
left for Paris. Again he was “shockingly overcharged— Damn them!” 
(Toni had good reason for not accompanying Morrison to Seaford. The 
before she had married a barber named Loth, but Morrison did not 



leam this till eleven months later.) From Paris, Morrison went to Vienna, 
Berlin, and Copenhagen. In Berlin he bought Toni a trinket from Wer- 
theim's and was **much disappointed’* at not hearing from her. But when 
he got back to London on 8th December they had a “delightful meeting”, 
dined at Frascati’s, took dress-circle front seats at the Hippodrome, and 
laughed heartily at the “most amusing bioscope” of The Christmas Cheese. 
Two days later came “bitter staggering” news: 

A very unhappy day. To say that it stunned me is truth. I sat down 
and wrote a reply. Ran across to the Army and Navy and bought a 
gold watch for 7.1.0, and forwarded it by express. She is to marry 
an Englishman. Bless her. She is the most honourable and true of all 
the girls I have ever met. True as steel. It is better to end up thus for 
she has her chance and it would have been cruel to have counted a 
fe 'A' days with me as equal to loss of such opportunity. 

The sympathetic Ducat, who like many of Morrison’s friends — and 
the proprietor of the Jermyn Street rooms — ^took an informed interest in 
Morrison’s love-life, dined him at the Criterion and took him to see a 
comedy. The Mountain Climber-. “Bewildering coincidence. I heard the 
name Toni called on the stage. Amusing play. But I have no ears for any- 
thing amusing.” 

A “very bad night” was followed by an “infernal lunch with the 
putrid-smelling A. R. Colquhon, who writes for the Morning Posf\ Mr 
Colquhon added to Morrison’s discontent by picking his teeth with his 
finger. 

But next day, when Morrison returned home after discussing the new 
Cabinet with the “charming and delightful Maxes”, he met Toni stepping 
out of the lift: “Told me her story. Of the Bank Broker, grey hair, prob- 
ably 50, St James Court, Buckingham Gate. Dined and evening together. 
She comes again tomorrow.” Morrison deposited ^50 for her in the 
savings bank, and two days later, on i6th December, gave her 10, alleg- 
edly to go to her sister Emile’s funeral, in Germany. He did not see her 
again that year. 

Glumly, “for policy only”, Morrison accepted a command invitation 
from Mr and Mrs Arthur Walter to spend Christmas at Bear Wood. He 
was in a mood of “great distress and apprehension” because of Toni’s long 
silence: a “beautiful Christmas card with handpainted pansies” which he 
had sent her before leaving London had not been acknowledged: 

Is she going to leave me again and shall I receive a letter saying that 
we must part? I am nervous and distraught for truly I love that maid 
so sweet and beautiful, so tender and true. 1 cannot sleep. 1 cannot 
think of anything but her. After breakfast a mail, but no letter from 
Toni, only a letter from Buckle asking me to write at once for The 
Times on thjC situation in China. How can 1 think of the situation in 
China when I may have lost Toni? 
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The Walters* hospitality, which Morrison had experienced without 
enthusiasm years before, offered little consolation. “Damned dull again,** 
he commented in his diary, and a colleague and fellow-guest, W. F. 
Money penny, then writing his life of Disraeli, concurred: “They don*t 
find it easy to get people to come here,** he said. “For both can be very 
rude.’* Mrs Walter was certainly frank. She told her guests that she hated 
Christmas and hoped site would never experience another as dull. “1 am 
having a fascinating time here,** Morrison wrote with ponderous irony to 
Lady Brownrigg on Christmas Day. Coyly, he referred to Toni as his 
“niece”: 

The weather is also charming — fog with a slight drizzle just sufficient 
to make the roads pleasurably slippery. ... It is most cheerful and 
exhilarating and happiness would be complete if only we could have 
family prayers. I reel particularly cheerful because I feared that 1 
might have to spend Christmas in worldly joyfulness with my niece. 
But she is remaining in Germany. . . . We are having rollicking fun. 
I rise at 7 a.m. and go for a walk before breakfast. . . . Then 1 walk 
out alone. We lunch together then I go with Mrs Arthur to see her 
rhododendron sprouts. We have afternoon tea and then 1 go out 
alone. We dine together and discuss the Athanasian Creed and other 
enlivening topics. And then 1 come upstairs and swear quietly to my- 
self while the tlirce men play bridge ... we have all been to church 
where I returned thanks for the beautiful Christmas gijf given me by 
Mr & Mrs Walter. In return for the services I have rendered The 
Thnes and in recompense for raising the paper to a position in the 
Far East such as no paper ever had, I have been given a very hand- 
some sealing-w ax holder, nickel-plated, luckily secured by my hostess 
in a window in the Tottenham Court Road where all goods arc at one 
price 6id, also a small bottle of cold cream the use of which 1 cannot 
imagine. I shall give it to my niece for her complexion. . . . 

P.S. I return to London tomorrow early. ... As early as possible. By 
the first train. My chief anxiety is lest I might miss it. 

“All my thoughts arc on Toni, and I hesitate to leave the house for 
long fearing that a letter or telegram may come in my absence,” he wrote 
in his diary. “What shall I do?’* Rcstlcs.sly, he went to Holborn Viaduct 
Station and waited for the Flushing Kxprcs.s. It was late, and Toni was not 
on it. He returned to his rooms^ where the manager “sympathizes wnth me 
in my lonclinc.ss and thinks Toni has not played the game”. The page in 
Morrison’s diary for 4rh January is missing, but according to his tabulation 
of their meetings he saw her every day except one from 4th January to 
25th January, when he left London. There are a few diary entries: 

j Jan. — ^Toni lunch, stayed an hour or two. 

y Jan. — At 6 Toni came looking as beautiful as a dream. Her courtier 
is 53 hair parted down centre thin hair small pointed beard, bulbous 
nose. . . . Initials H.H.C. and goes to office late. Is probably a bill 
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broker. I wired Moberly Bell that I could not join him. Join M.B, 
at $8 when I can spend a few days still with Toni at 22! 

1 1 Jan . — Another disappointment. Toni . . . could not come to the 
country tomorrow. Her sister objects. She was disporting a mink 
jacket given her yesterday by her lover at a cost of £ 14.14.0. She 
laughs when she speaks of him. But he seems in earnest. I will remain 
here for I cannot bear to miss even an hour of companionship. 

16 Jan . — Toni came along in the afternoon, dined in my rooms. This 
is II ly only joy now to be with Toni. The more I sec of her the more 
I admire her simplicity her truthfulness her sincerity her kindnc.ss and 
gentleness. Terms of praise I could exhaust in her honour. Yesterday 
she was with the unknown one who has honorably asked her in mar- 
riage. Her eyes twinkle when she speaks of him. She can’t bear to 
think of him and says it is impossible that she can marry him certainly 
impossible that she can ever hope to love him. . . . Another lover 
awaits her in Mimchen Gladbach, but he is a Catholic and she cannot 
change her religion. For she is a devout Protestant. . . . 

He woke on his last morning in London, after a miserable night, “full 
of anguish at having to leave Toni, and dreading the parting”: 

Along in good time to 9 a.m. from Victoria. Just 5 minutes before 
train left came Toni in tears depressed and looking the picture of sad- 
ness beautiful as a dream sweet and pure if ever there were purity 
and sweetneSvS in woman. She said she would be brave and wc kissed 
good-by. It is desecration to speak of it. But why do I have to? Why 
not sacrifice my position and stay one year with her one year that 
would be full of happiness and joyJ I have nothing to reproach my- 
self with. For I have treated her with the utmost generosity and 
trust. She has now /70 in the Savings Bank and 10 or so in her 
pocket and will after the return of her sister, live in a room costing 
jC I a wxek instead of the £ 2 that she now pays. Fwery present I 
could think would please her I have given her. She has since Oct 9th 
been the dominant influence in niy life. And now I must leave bcr. 
When shall I see her again? 

Tlie weather matched his mood. “Arrived in England in a fog,” he 
wrote. “Left it in a rainstorm. It poured all day.” He compiled a memorial 
list of the presents he had given Toni: dressing-gown, diess with cloth 
from Timony, muff and boa, .shawl, boots, gloves, trunk, small dressing- 
case, three brooches from Continent, gold brooch from Edinburgh, pearl 
cross and chain, gold watch, ring of sapphires w^rh his initials (“T.S. from 
G.E.M. 24 Jan ’05”), his Chine.se gold sleeve-links, red coral necklace, 
photographs, books. Supplementing this was an account of what he bad 
spent in England from 13th September 1905 till 25th January 1906. The 
total was >^1387, of which the biggest item was “self — ^645.10.3”. It is 
impossible to .say how much of this, or of the Army and Navy Stores bill 
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for £io 8 8s. 3d., represented the high cost of Toni’s company. More 
explicit items were “Books — >^486”, and “Tailors — ^41.3.3*^ Before he 
left London, Morrison was photographed in four positions by Elliott and 
Fry and, following a contemporary custom, sent copies of his portrait 
to friends and acquaintances in England and the United States. 


[XIII] 

Dispiritedly, because of Toni, but conscientiously, Morrison made his 
quick round of European capitals. It was not very rewarding. In Paris he 
saw The Times representative, “the Jew William Lavino”, and His Britan- 
nic Majesty’s representative, Sir Francis Bertie. Lavino discussed the inevi- 
tability of war between France and Germany, though Germany nursed no 
hatred of France. “Her enemy now is England,” he said. Bertie, a “florid- 
faced over-eating Englishman”, discussed the Far East, but his views were 
“so ignorant, so vulgarly expressed and so ill-considered that he wasn’t 
worth listening to”. In Vienna, Morrison saw The Times representative, 
Wickham Steed, and the Emperor of Japan’s representative, Makino. Steed 
told him the story of the Austrian Crown Prince Rudolph, whose beauti- 
ful mistress castrated him in his sleep and whom he strangled before shoot- 
ing himself. Makino said how much the Japanese were indebted to 
Morrison. In Berlin he saw The Times representative, George Saunders, 
and the representative of the Tsar of ail the Russias, Kroupensky. Saunders 
told him that Bell was stupid and that Chirol had been the tool of the 
German Foreign Office until the “thunderclap” of the Kaiser’s telegram 
supporting Kruger turned him against Germany. Kroupensky was too 
upset by news of revolution in Russia to say mOch. “He shed tears when 
reference made to the sorrows of his country.” In Copenhagen, Morrison 
saw Princess Waldemar, whose hobby was collecting fat Buddhas; there 
were 400 in her boudoir. The Princess told Morrison that she had refused 
two thrones, Bulgaria and Norway, and congratulated him on his work in 
China, though she thought he was too severe on Russia. 

Back in London, he met Sir John Jordan, who had just arrived, and 
who expressed his gratitude to Morrison for the Peking appointment. 
When he heard the news Walter Townley wrote to Morrison, rather too 
archly: 

A small gaily-coloured bird has sung, doubtless with mischief intent, 
in my ear that you were in no small measure instrumental in persuad- 
ing foolish people that Jordan would make a better Minister at 
Peking than 1 should. It was almost naughty of you to do this, though 
of course it was quite right of you to say so if you felt it. ... I was 
awfully disappointed at first, but that feeling has quite worn oif now. 
. . . You must not think I bear you any ill will on account of this bird 
story. . . . 
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[XIV] 

*‘I did not enjoy myself [in London] and had little freedom,” Morrison 
wrote to his mother on board ship. “Social duties claimed much of my 
time ... it is astonishing how well I am known . . . the only man who as 
far as I know refused to meet me was Lord Rosebery who seemed embit- 
tered against all the world. I met lots of well known people; Lord Lans- 
downe and Sir Eldward Grey, Motley, Asquith, Minto and many others. 
Constantly I met Sir George Clarke, who has now a position of much 
power in England who is consulted by the F.O. frequently. . . . Curzon 
was especially friendly to me. So was Sir Charles Hardinge, the new 
Permanent Under-secretary for Foreign Affairs.” He did not mention 
Toni. 

It was a miserable voyage. Morrison could not escape his obsession 
with Toni. He telegraphed her from Paris on his w'ay to join the ship at 
Marseilles, wrote and telegraphed from Marseilles, and wrote from every 
port betw'een Port Said and Singapore, sometimes sending three or four 
letters or cards at a time. Many were accompanied by gifts — “thimble, 
bracelet, silver toilet, silver bell, belt buckle, grass cloth, dress handker- 
chiefs, silk, lace”, he recorded. And, never doubting anything she had 
said, he asked with anguish, “What will she do now?”: 

Will she go to Berlin? Will she marry the enterprising broker from 
St James Court? , . . What a fine character. Even to me who knows 
her so intimately she has never betrayed the name of her prince from 
Rohiland. I know that he is 6o that he is very tall that he had to do 
with natives that he had been educated largely in France. I therefore 
assume that he is in the Forestry Department? But how can retain 
engagement in the Forestry Department at 6o? 1 should like to know 
who he is. Sensually he is almost impotent but he is a kindhearted 
gentleman and Toni owes him a debt of gratitude for service rendered 
at a critical time. 

He tried to resolve these harrowing problems by writing of them to 
Lady Brownrigg, but as soon as he finished the letter he tore it up, “feeling 
that it was a desecration to write of my attachment”. He read all Toni’s 
letters again — “simple badly-written almost childish but thrilling me as 
they did when first I received them”: 

She is in all my thoughts and I am very unhappy for she will soon 
forget me or remember me only as an amiable friend who rescued 
her from an embarras, . . . She is .so weak and easily influenced. ... 1 
know neither the name of her old nor the name of her new lover. 
But I have sufficient evidence wherewith to discover her whatever 
happens. ... If necessary I shall get Dungate to come with me and we 
can search Munchen Gladbach. . . . 

“My loneliness is increasing!” he wrote as his ship, the Mooltan, 
crawled through the Sut z Canal “What is to be the future for Toni?” 
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And a “powerful novel” by Filson Young, Sands of Pleasure^ enthralled 
him because the heroine was a foreign girl called Toni. 

Moberly Bell was on the ship as far as Port Said, and Morrison found 
some solace in his candid evaluations of Buckle and Arthur Walter: 

Bucklers incapacity and absence of all journalistic instinct must be a 

heavy cross for The Times to bear Arthur Walter knows nothing 

of accounts. He expressed surprise at the remarkable coincidence 
that the two sides of a balance-sncet amounted to exactly equal sums. 
. . . Narrow ignorant deplorable incapacity. Every quality that a man 
should have in his high inheritance is lacking. . . . 

Bell said that with 500,000 he could make The Times a power in the 
world. The building should be rebuilt. T he present building, designed by 
John Walter, combined the smallest comfort with the greatest waste of 
space: 

John Walter appears to have been a disgruntled brute more ignorant 
and narrow-minded than Arthur. Bell surprised me by saying that 
his income had not come within ^ iock) of his expenditure any year 
since he joined the management ... in March 1891. John Walter 
whose knowledge of money was even inferior to that of Arthur 
thouglit that Moberly Bell should live in Grosvenor Square 1 judge on 
an income that would about cover the giound rent. I can ncm believe 
the tniih that Buckle who entertains but rarely received 1500 a year 
only and not the jC given him by tradition. 

As an example of Arthur Walter’s methods, Bell related how the 
policy of The Times on the South African war had been formulated: 

At the commencement of the war, Arthur suddenly took into his 
stupid head that die war w^as unnecessary that (;ur policy should be 
to discount its importance. Alarm seized his editorial bosom. For one 
day the paper hedged. Then Arthur informed Bell that he was going 
to see Chamberlain and would be guided by his conversation. Without 
telling Walter, Bell immediately dashed off to Chamberlain and . . . 
urged him to make a special effort to convince Walter of the necessity 
of the war and the need of assistance from The Times. Walter went 
and on his return wrote an elaborate memorandum in which he in- 
structed the Editor to go even further than the Editor had contem- 
plated. 

“Thus is the chief organ in Great Britain tuned,” wrote Morrison, 
underlining his words. “Now I can unilcrstand the Parnell case.” 

He had little to do with his fellow-passengers. One, a Cambridge 
padre who had been secretary to Conan Doyle, told him that Doyle was 
paid £ 6000 for the eight Sherlock Holmes stories published by Harper's, 
“each 3000 words, represents 5/- a word”. Another wis the Australian 
millionaire, Sir Rupert Clarke, Bart., who “bore all the evidence of alco- 
holic tremor” and had “a gift of mendacity almost equal to Lord Lons- 
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dale's”. He was selling horses in India, and wanted to sell his estates in 
Australia and get out altogether. A squat man called Fitzsimmons, who 
sang beautifully, yoke of the extraordinary success of Australian singers 
in England; Ada Crossley had the finest contralto ever given to a woman, 
and Amy Castles would challenge Melba. 

■ The Mooltan reached Singapore on 17th February, and Morrison on 
a self-appointed mission took the train to Johore, where he was amiably 
received by the regent, “a fine old Malay of 63”. Morrison explained how 
necessary it was for the sultan to return; his conduct was unworthy and 
the Colonial Office viewed with disfavour his liaison with Nellie, “his 
lavishing jewels on her and his flaunting her before the public”. The 
Colonial Office, Morrison added, could not regard with favour the hand- 
ing-over as a free gift to Sir Frank Swettenham of 25,000 acres of valuable 
rubber land. “They regarded it as little better than a bid for favour.” In 
Bangkok, Morrison had a very cordial reception from Prince Damrong, 
“now the most powerful man m Siam”, who was very complimentary and 
thanked Morrison for his deep interest in Siam. Morrison walked out 
backwards without knocking anything over, and was received by the King 
in a laT’gc drawing-room. The King spoke chiefly on China. What would 
happen if the Empress died? Was the Emperor strong enough to resume 
the reins? Particularly, he inquired after Yuan Shih-k’ai, and Morrison 
explained Yuan's great power and said the world judged the Emperor too 
harshly. In Hong Kong, Morrison brought a gold charm and gold link 
bracelet for Foni, and sent The Times a report on Siam. On 15th April he 
was back in Peking, where he noted “a developing city pride” and a 
“healthier moral sense”: “Peking — ^Improvements: Roads — Police — Car- 
riages and Rick^iaws. Telephone service. Building of public latrines along 
the main roads. Prohibiting of indecent placards advertising: ‘To-make- 
the-penis-as-if-it-were-iron pills’.” 

Sw’iftly, fiom a lightning round of calls and callers, Morrison picked 
up the threads. “China is awaking a consciousness of her nationality,” 
Sir Ernest Satow told him. Sir Robert Hart, too, spoke of a “newborn 
national sj^irit”. Colonel Aoki, the Japanese military attache, was sceptical. 
“The dragon of China is still a paper dragon,” lie said. But all agreed that 
Yu.an was rapidly increasing his power, and was becoming the real force 
behind the throne. Morrison discussed the rise of Yuan with Wu Ting- 
fang: “He said trouble was coming and he was going away. He didn’t 
want to lose his head. He has a house in Shanghai and will live there in 
retirement- His work is finished. He spoke of the danger of the Empress 
Dowager’s death. Suppose the old lady died he w’ould stand up for the 
Emperor and he could not fail to have trouble.” 

Wu Ting-fang had lately acquired the con\ iction that Yuan Shih-k’ai 
was bidding for the throne. All pow'^er was gradually passing into his 
hands. He controlled the best forces in China, had his own troops in 
Peking and in Shantung, his own nominees as Viceroys in Mukden and 
Nanking, and two sworn brothers on the Grand Council. 

Wu Ting-fang was one of Morrison’s confidants. Another was Tang^ 



Shao-yi, who was to play a role of ever-increasing importance in the next 
few years. Tang Shao-yi had been a friend of Yuan Shih-k'ai since they 
had met in Korea in 1884, when Tang was assistant to von Molldendorf, a 
German who controlled the finances of the Korean Government Yuan 
had been impressed by Tang’s courage during an attempted coup by the 
pro-Japanese party, and when Yuan returned to Korea in 1885 as Com- 
missioner of Trade, Tang accompanied him as assistant. Tang, who had 
been educated in the United States, remained in Korea with Yuan for ten 
years, till China lost her sovereignty over Korea after her defeat by Japan 
in 1895. When Yuan took over his army command at the end of 1895, 
Tang became his secretary, and when Yuan acquired control of China’s 
railways and telegraphs, Tang again was one of his assistants. 

Tang was frank about his addiction to opium. He had formerly 
smoked one ounce of Indian opium — ^twenty-four pipes — a day. One ounce 
of Indian had satisfied him, but two ounces of Chinese opium left his craving 
unsatisfied. Now that he had broken the habit, it was the height of his 
ambition to see opium banished in China. He thought it could be done in 
ten years, a view which Morrison considered utopian and ill-informed. 
China was smoking ten times as much native as Indian opium, and Morri- 
son thought that China was embarrassed by England’s proposals to sup- 
press the sale of opium: “It paid them in the past to deal blows at England 
on account of .supposed opposition to the opium trade, but now they are 
asked to show their sincerity and . . . suffer the diminution of inqpme they 
regret their previous attitude.” 

The Times has rescraped all the stock arguments in support of the 
traffic, particularly the fact that India would lose ^^3 million a year if 
China banned Indian opium. Morrison continued to work fervently in 
opposition to the policy of his paper, and on zoth September 1906 the 
Opium Edict, which provided for a progressive reduction of the opium 
trade, was issued. 


[XV] 

Morrison suffered constantly from ill-health. His diaries for 1904-5 offer 
a melancholy catalogue of maladies; nose-bleeding, piles, rheumatism, 
gout, dyspepsia, hydrocele, orchitis. Once, when he tclt “really ill”, with a 
temperature of 100.6, he consulted two English doctors and cynically 
entered up in adjacent columns their diametrically ^posed views about his 
illness and its treatment. One day he writes, “Gloomy suicidal”, and 
another. “Solitary in this God-forsaken town; no real friends here.” But to 
a man of his avid curiosity Peking presented one of the greatest shows on 
earth. There was an ever-changing parade of diplomats, entrepreneurs, 
concession-hunters, eccentrics, intriguers, do-gooders, and picturesquely 
assorted scoundrels, and a never-ending flow of gossip. Morrison kept a 
private Who’s Who of the scoundrels, and lovingly recorded the gossip. 
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When the Russian Minister Pavlov fought a duel with a man whom he 
caught embracing Madame Pavlov, a dinner guest, Miss Sontag, gave 
Morrison details of a rather complex family background; 

Mrs Pavlov used to reproach her husband. “Tu etais I’amant de ma 
m^re, tu es le p^re de ma soeur.” It was true. Her mother was one of 
three sisters who used to sing at the cafe chantants. The eldest sister 
was the mistress of Cassini, former Russian Minister in Peking, and 
bore him a dai^hter and came to Peking with him where her 
nr passed as Cassini’s niece and the mother as the governess. I^is 
niece Marguerite is now the bosom friend of Alice Roosevelt. The 
second sister is the mistress of a Jew in Paris. The youngest sister 
came to Peking to see her sister and bore a child to the Italian Min- 
ister, who is the present Mrs Pavlov and then became the mistress of 
Pavlov to whom she bore a daughter. Pavlov arrived to espouse the 
niece of Cassini, but instead married the cousin. . . . Alexieff the 
financial adviser used to sleep with his own daughter. 

When the fifth E^l of Lonsdale left his house in Carlton House Ter- 
race, his two castles, and his 175,000 acres, to visit Peking, he chartered a 
yacht and invited Morrison to join him in a cruise. Morrison recorded his 
im^pressions of the nobleman under the heading **The lies of Lord Lons- 

... he is a whacking liar. Was very pressing. Questioned me about 
the action of the Germans and was very anxious to communicate my 
opinion to the Emperor William. He seemed respectful and I must 
say I never, felt before how powerful must be the influence of The 
Times when this man the friend of Emperors had to apologize for 
being presumptuous in inviting me to accompany him. To the Ameri- 
cans he tells that he discovered the Klondyke and the Yellowstone 
Park. To me he mentioned casually the fighting he had seen in the 
Western States with General Custer and Buffalo Bill. To . . . others 
he confided that he declined the Viceroyalty of India. To the Ger- 
mans he speaks of his frequent communications with the Fjnpcror 
and his having a private code. . . . 

A few days later, Baron Mumm provided a footnote: “Con- 
demned Lonsdale. Said when in Berlin the guest of the Emperor he 
had an orgy with women disgraced the hotel and would have been 
expelled . . . but the Court prevented it.” 

One night, as chief gue.st at a Mess dinner, Morrison sat next to 
Colonel Bower, Commandant of the Peking Legation Guard. Bower 
“staggered” him with a vehement castigation of Kitchener, who since 1902 
had been commander-in-chief in India: 

... a windbag, a poltroon, a man who received a wound in the hand 
at Suakin and cned, actually cried, who reaped all the praise and 
honour due to Evelyn Wood and Grenfell for the organization of the 
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Egyptian army. In India he has been a terrible failure. The Sepoys 
are nearly mutinous. His schemes are paper schemes that appear good 
on paper but are impracticable. His last circular sent confidentially 
to all commanding officers asking for the reason of the discontent 
in the army has put him beneath contempt. His appointments are 
resented by the whole service. Cubby Armstrong, Lady MacDonald’s 
brother, a blacksheep and a man so crooked that when up for the 
United Services Club at Simla — ^I saw this myself — had 20 blackballs 
and 2 \^'hite, though one blackball in five is sufficient to blackball him. 
A man of criminal instincts whom no decent woman will have in her 
house is made A.A.G., the appointment having actually been created 
for him. 

Occasionally there were nostalgic letters from old Edinburgh friends. 
When Dungatc wrote from Pontypridd that the Welsh were “simply 
dirty savages” Morrison replied: 

I am much pleased to hear of your high opinion of the Welsh. We had 
a Welsh regiment here. Royal W^’clcli Fusiliers after the trouble and 
the general opinion ... was that they were w'orsc than the Boxers 
only not so courageous, bigger thieves and bigger liars, men who rob 
graveyards, . . . Their Colonel Bertie w-as given the Companionship of 
tile Bath for mcritori<nis services in bringing his troops into Peking 
without a casualty except for drink. His men took goofl care that 
there would be no casualties. . . . They’re a putrid lot, worse than the 
Irish — the only virgin I thought I met w'hcn I w^as in Wales was three 
months in the family way. She explained to me thet she could not 
possibly be pregnant because she had never gone with less than five 
men in the same day. 

[XVII 

Early in October, Morrison received a letter from A. P. Stokes telling 
him that Toni had married the German barber. Loth. He received this 
catacly.smic news with extraordinary calm. To Stokes he wrote back 
mock-heroically: 

You can well imagine the anguish that gripped my vitals w^hen I 
read of my having been done in the eye by a barber! I compare it 
with the shock I sustained when a student in Paris enamoured of a 
ladylike person of no character. She disappeared for a week having 
gone to la campagne avee sa mere and I was heartbroken. Subse- 
quently I met mere^ of this occasion and found her to be a male, a big- 
girthed dago, a major-domo in the Chat Noir! 

But talking aloud to his diary he confided his unshaken faith in the 
barber’s wife; 

i 
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Much however of Stokes’s story is incorrect. The fat landlady tells 
me that Toni became Mrs Loth in November 19. She was certainly 
at a wedding on that day but it was not her own but that of a friend 
at Brixton. If she has deceived me I will bear no resentment on the 
contrary I will ever after be amazed at the miraculous cleverness and 
consistency of the deception. As a matter of interest I would almost 
be glad at such an exhibition of duplicity but it is altogether impos- 
sible and not to be considered seriously. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


[I] 

Japan’s surprising victory over Russia had wide repercussions. In China, 
this question was asked: How had a small Asiatic country been able to 
indict such a crushing defeat on the European colossus? The generally 
accepted answer was that autocracy had been defeated by constitutional 
government, and respectfully goaded by memorialists, including Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, the Empress Dowager now agreed to accept what she had 
opposed seven years before. Five high-ranking officials, including Duke 
Tsai Tse and Shao Ying, were sent on a mission abroad to study the 
mysteries of constitution-making. They set out from Peking in December 
1905 and returned eight months later, filled with admiration for the Eng- 
lish constitution, but not for the English monarchy. As Sir John Jordan 
told Morrison, King Edward did not like Chinese, and made it apparent 
by his reception of the commissioners. Tang Shao-yi was more explicit: 

The King would see the Duke only and for two minutes only. The 
door was shut in the faces of the others, literally. Shao-yi was shut 
out and the Minister to Belgium was directed to wait in the ante- 
room. 

“No wonder the Commissioners have come back very anti-British, 
though they were given degrees at the Universities and were dined at the 
Guildhall,” Morrison commented. A Bureau of Political Studies was set 
up to study the commissioner’s report. Tang Shao-yi spoke “with con- 
temptuous candour” of the thirteen old gentlemen who composed it. The 
president was the “opium sot”, the Prince Ch*ing. One member was 
eighty-two, another seventy-nine. Only one had ever been abroad. None 
knew any foreign language. Despite these limitations, and the fact that 
many were deaf, they produced a report, and in September 1906 the 
Empress Dowager issued an edict promising the grant of a constitution. 
The creation of an Imperial Parliament with very hmited powers was f ore- 
rhadowed, as a goal to be approached circumspectly. 
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[H] 

On the ship which brought the new secretary of the French Legation, 
M. Paul Qaudel, to the Far East in June 1906 was a Dr Takeno, travelling to 
Tokyo. “Dr Takeno” was the nom-de-voyage of a forty-year old Canton- 
ese, Sun Wen, better known as Dr Sun Yat-sen — or, in official Manchu 
reports, as Brigand Sun Yen. Dr Sun, who was educated and converted to 
Christianity in Hawaii, and studied medicine in Hong Kong, had been a 
revolutionary since 1895, when he led an unsuccessful rising in Canton. A 
refugf'O from China with a price on his head after the abortive coup, he 
toured Europe, collecting supporters, money, and political theories. In 
his wanderings he became more and more remote from the realities of life 
in China, ana Morrison developed an enduring contempt for the vague- 
ness of his thinking, in which a woolly, ineffectual idealism often pre- 
vailed. In Tokyo, Dr Sun formed a new revolutionary society, the 
Tungmenhui. On the ship he talked frankly to Claudel, who reported 
the conversation to Morrison: 

Sun said (which was true) that he had been to the F.O. in Paris 
(what was probably untrue) that he had been received by Sir Edward 
Grey. He had planned the rising which failed in January 1903, and 
was on his way to Japan to raise money for the next rising which 
he has promised woulcf burst forth shortly. He spoke of having access 
to millions. 

Some of the “millions” came from dollar notes, redeemable at ten 
dollars after the revolution, which were selling “like hot cakes”. In Aug- 
ust, Claudel shq,wed Morrison a long dispatch from Sun, “the tenor of 
which was hare-brained, utopian and anti-foreign”. But the revolutionary 
movement continued to gather impetus. 


[Ill] 

The last day of 1906 found Morrison on the likin (Customs) boat in the 
Siang River near the walled town of Yochow. He w^as on one of his 
periodical jaunts, this time by river and road, from Peking to Hanoi, by 
way of Kaifeng, Hankow, Changsha, and Kweilin. 

In Changsha, Commissioner Oliver Ready (“a strong Norfolk man”) 
author of Life and Sport in China, told him of “a shocking murder in tlie 
Customs compound which had haunted him for days and kept him awake 
at nights”: 

It was the murder by the wife and mother of P. C. Yu, the chief 
Superintendent of Customs police and Mixed Court Magistrate in 
Changslia settlement, of a pretty slave girl of whose influence with 
Yu they were jealous. The poor girl was beaten to death suffering 
terribly for more than three hours her cries being heard all this time 
and no one venturing to interfere— it was none of their business, Yu 
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himself being absent. In the morning the dead body was hastily 
buried but the news had got about and Ready demanded an enquiry. 
This was denied him. The woman had died from cholera said the 
Magistrate. But Ready was not satisfied and he demanded more 
peremptorily. Again there was evasion. It was a matter, the death of 
a slave girl bought for a few dollars, of small importance. 

But the dogged man from Norfolk had his blood up, and insisted on 
an inquiry. Reluctantly the tipao^ or headman, sent along two men who 
raised the coffin, threw open the lid, and reported that the girl had died of 
opium. That was the end of the affair. “What did it matter”? Morrison 
wrote. “It was only the murder of a slave girl. Yet this country where this 
can be done — slavery eunuchs torture and a thousand cruelties and bar- 
barities — is an aspirant — for the abolition of extra-territoriality . . . aboli- 
tion ... is a dream which will not be realized in our time. . . .” 

Many other things shook Morrison on his journey: “'Fhe awful street 
beggars. One form haunts me yet, that of a boy naked in the cold lying on 
his side on the muddy flags croaking his dolorous refrain. . . .” And the 
torture of footbinding: “Since leaving Hankow I have not seen a single 
woman or girl in childhood who has not small feet. Exhortations may be 
issued by the Viceroy but for his own harem he prefers small-footed 
women. Such is the mockery of it all.” At Kweilin the Rev. Frank Child, 
a “good clean nice-spoken Englishman”, told Morrison that it was a 
Kwangsi custom to drink the blood and eat portion of the f)ody, calves 
and heart of a brave rebel who suffered death for his crimes. At Hanoi he 
was pestered by rickshaw coolies asking if he desired to go to a girUs 
house, “and when you said nq, asking if you desired a bojr, and then pro- 
ceeding to detail the kind of^boy, Annamite or Chinese. ... It is truly a 
pestilential city and it is pretty certain that the vices that degrade it were 
introduced by the French and are not indigenous.” 

His disillusion with the Chinese continued. “China is guided by more 
ignorant men than ever,” he wrote in June 1907. There is no hope. There 
is not one man who knows anything about foreign affairs at all.” When 
Lu Chuan-lin was made a member of the Grand Council, he wrote: 

He is sufficiently mature verging on eighty. 

He is adequately decrepit requiring two men to raise him to his 
feet and two others to balance him there. 

Sight and hearing failed him during the Taiping rebellion (1851- 
65) so that he can bring an unprejudiced mind to bear upon questions 
of which he is ignorant. 


[IV] 

Morrison had another first-hand, and dispiriting, look at life in the pro- 
vinces when he journeyed by ponies and mules to the city of Sian, 
where the Imperial Court had rested after the Boxer uprising. As he rode 
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through the thickly populated but impoverished country he was struck by 
the squalor along this main route of the Empire: “No traveller could 
pass along here without getting the worst possible impression of China’s 
poverty and decadence, and yet while true of this route it is not true 
elsewhere. It is impossible to generalize in China.” 

■ The district had been devastated first by the Taiping and then by the 
Mohammedan revolts: “General poverty. Monuments of former wealth 
and prosperity left to decay. Buildings and temples and bridges and 

pagod'^** and watch towers all unrepaired Roads the worst in the world. 

. . . Women with small feet, horrible diseases among men. No benevolence 
no charity children .sold into .slavery.” 

In Hanchung, where girls were bred for sale, they were very cheap, 
“'^rhis afternoon,” Morrison was told, “Mr Cho of the Money Order 
Office purchased a girl of 14 with natural feet for 24 taels ( 3 sterling). 
He will keep her and bye and bye sell her for 60 or 100 taels for a con- 
cubine.” In a .squalid inn at Sian, with patched paper ceiling, cobweb and 
insret-infested walls, mud floors on which people had spat for years, a 
yard two feet deep in muck and mud and animal dropping.s, and a well 
with its mouth below^ the level of the surface drainage, Morri.son brooded 
over the “frightful prevalence” of tuberculosis in China. ‘T'o think,” he 
reflected, “that these people, steeped in ignorance and suffering patiently 
such inns and such roads, should care for a constitution.” But the country- 
side was beautiful. T he wheat w^as “just high enough to green the swards, 
as in England”, and the persimmons, the chief industry, hung in festoons 
“in glorious red” from the branches and lit up the landscape ith rich 
glonou-s colour’\ 

He read an Anthology of Australian Verse and felt “heartily home- 
sick”. 

His homesickness recurred when A. E. W'carne of Reuter’s said to 
him one day, “Why don’t you go home to Au.stralia? You’re ju.st at the 
age to take up political life.” The suggestion set Morrison “furiously to 
think”: “I have often thought of this and out of sympathy as I am with 
Chirol I think the time has come for me to think seriously whether it is 
good enough to continue in this post or not.” 

He recalled that Mackenzie King had thought he might become Prime 
Minister of Australia, and that Gwynne had urged him to return. And 
there w^as that “curious dream” of being Prime Minister. . . . 

Lady Brow^nrigg urged him not to delay if he wished to enter political 
life. She had been “much touched” at a gift of lace thac Morrison had sent 
for her baby daughter, and wrote a lively account of the launching of the 
dreadnought Collingivood, one of “Jacky”Tisher’s controversial brain- 
children, by Mrs Asquith: 

... a magnificent spectacle which impressed even the wooden hearts 
of Asquith and McKenna, the former quite emotional which he only 
reported to be after a good dinner [Asquith had succeded Campbell- 
Bannerman as Prime Minister J ... we frankly discussed the appoint-^ 
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ment of McKenna as First Lord of the Admiralty — ^he asked me a 
tremendous number of questions and displayed in them all a profound 
ignorance of the affairs of the Navy. . . . Mrs Asquith . . . presented 
the oddest appearance. She wore a skin-tight biscuit coloured skirt, 
and obviously no petticoats, as there was a gale of wind blowing into 
the launching platform, her outline (which is angular to a degree) 
was visible to all — she started in a hat which flapped wildly on her 
head, and ended by having to borrow suitable headgear from Mrs 
Waldorf Astor — ^Mrs McKenna . . . looked a tangle of hair — veil — 
feathers — with the countenance of an animated nursery governess — 
her “Right Honourable” spouse must have been originally intended to 
perambulate the busy aisles of “Marshall and Sncllgrove” if features 
and flgure mean anything — but they were all hugely delighted with 
themselves — 

With the introduction of a new regime in China it might be a good 
moment for you to give up your work there or if you arc reluctant 
to do that I Aink you are fully entitled to ask for an increase in pay 
— surely after 12 years The Times would not hesitate — 1 suppose any 
other paper would give you more? If you will forgive the impertin- 
ence of my offering you advice — should say that if you ever intend 
to abandon your present position and take up Australian politics — 
or English political life . . . you ought not to delay the change much 
longer — every year after 40 the roots strike deeper and every year 
makes the uprooting more difficult — sometimes more painful. 

Morrison had inquired about Admiral Lambton, of the Alacrity. Lady 
Brownrigg’s reply showed that the Nelson spirit, in some •respects at lejist, 
had survived: “Gossip has drifted home that he has been keeping a lady 
on board the Alacrity — a foreign countess. There was talk at one time of 
recalling him in consequence of this breach of discipline.” 


[V] 

Late in September 1907, Morrison was “staggered” by a letter from 
Moberly Bell, aski^ him confidentially if he would come to London as 
Foreign Editor of The Times. Bell hinted at “a good many changes” that 
would take place in the following six months: 

... no single person knows that I am writing to you nor will know. 
After receiving this letter will you wire me any word you like begin- 
ning with Y which I shall take as Yes or any word you like beginning 
with N which I shall take as No or any word you like beginning with 
D which I shall understand as dubious. . . . 

Morrison did not use Bell’s ingenious code. He spent two days and 
much of one night considering the offer and decided he would go to Eng- 
land and see what it was all about. He wired Bell accordingly and left 



Peking on 3rd October, arriving in London, by way of Moscow, twenty 
days later. He booked in at the Hotel Windsor (“room 182, double, 5/- a 
day and 1/6 attendance”). 

Bell tried to persuade Morrison to remain in London, where, he said, 
“new blood” was urgently needed. He gave a melancholy report on life 
in Printing House Square. Chirol was in a state of “hyper-excitation and 
exceedingly jumpy” and wanted to go away. His assistant, Gordon 
Browne, had recently broken down. Another editorial man, Macdougall, 
had retired with a nervous breakdown. “Poor Buckle” had been operated 
on for cancer of the tongue. Ameiy had serious ear trouble. No one was 
left. Bell thought Morrison would be a great success as Foreign Editor. If 
he liked he could alternate with Chirol. But Morrison was not convinced. 
He talked to Chirol, mentioned that his ambition was to become British 
Minister in Peking, and “in a guarded way” communicated part of what 
Bell had written to him. It was the first Chirol had heard of it. He said he 
had no intention of retiring, even if he could afford to, and he could not. 

The malaise of The Tivies was not confined to its staff. Economically, 
too, it was very sick — its circulation, 38,000, was 22,000 less than it had 
been thirty years before. All kinds of rumours w'cre circulating. One was 
that it was to close down within a month. “What is going to happen?” 
Morrison asked. “It is being hopelessly badly run.” He got some enlighten- 
ment from Horace Everett Hooper, an enterprising New Englander who, 
with his partner, William Montgomer)^ Jackson, had induced The Times 
in 1 898 to reprint the ninth edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica, and 
sell it direct to the public on the instalment plan, a publishing technique 
then almost unknown in England. According to Bell, Messrs Hooper and 
Jackson, another New Englander, had been making £ 1 10,000 a year for 
the past nine years. The Times^ which sponsored and advertised the 
Encyclopaedia, received from them 70s. on each set sold, and had cleared 
/ 108,000: 

Hooper told me the story. Arthur Walter unless change effected will 
have to leave Bear Wood within a year. Extraordinary business in- 
capacity, Is paid /looo a year to manage. Two separate concerns 
publishing of paper and printing thereof. Former pays not a cent. 
Latter pays handsomely too handsomely. Hooper would call him a 
knave if he didn’t know he was a fool. . . . Arthur is hopeless and 
John is vacuous. . . . Arthur owns one third Times and more than half 
the printing, Godfrey owning one quarter of the printing. 

Morrison could not understand why The Times should be involved 
in book-selling and book-publishing. It ran the Times Book Club, which 
sold an average of 1400 books a day, and was preparing a Times Universal 
History and a new edition of 'the Britannica. \^y was all this adventi- 
tious work necessary? Bell explained: 

Because of the competition of the Modem Press and the impossibility 
of running a paper purely as a newspaper. To be independent of 



advertisers it is essential that revenue should be derived from other 
sources than advertisements. He gave me many instances of how 
advertisers will advertise only if they can have access to what will be 
written by the paper in which they advertise on the subject of their 
advertisement. Nobel olfered an advertisement of ^ 2000 per annum 
if he could be shown The Times articles, on say, “Electricity” before 
they were published. Truth attacks us because we did not advertise 
the E.B. in Truths or rather, because we withdrew our ad. In all the 
papers the news columns are made subservient to the adv. columns. 
The Times is the only paper which publishes the letters adverse to 
the railways. All papers will publish attacks on the G.P.O. but the 
G.P.O. docs not advertise. It is a rotten and corrupt state of things 
that makes one ashamed. 

Morrison saw most of his old friends in London. Leo Maxc was in a 
mood of violent and apocalyptic despair. All was lost. There was no 
patriotism. In twenty years he had never known such hopelessness. And 
now Germany was egging on America to fight Japan and rupture the 
Anglo-Japanese alliance. (Maxe was a virulent, fanatical Germanophobe, 
“one of the two great war-lords of the English press”, in the words of the 
English historian Wingfield-Stratford, “who led the campaign of mass 
suggestion against Germany”. The other was Northcliffe. Maxc w^as read 
in the clubs, Northcliffe in the pubs.) Another man who disliked Ger- 
mans, according to “the faithful” Gcnend Browne, was (^le Prince of 
Wales, the future George V. Browne talked “garrulously and foolishly” 
after too much claret at the Naval and Military Club: 

But he repeated with stories by Sir Kelly Kenny of the Prince of 
Wales and his antipathy to those “bloody buggers” of Germans! and 
whores in whom he included Mrs George Kcppel. He hates whores — 
and Jews and will have none in his house . . . the latter makes some- 
thing out of all the purchase price paid for titles. Her husband has 
jfSoo per annum. She has jewels that cost many thousands! Such is 
our modern society. 

“Taffy” Gwynne urged Morrison to go back to Au.stralia, where, he 
said, Morrison’s future lay. He had spoken to Alfred Dcakin about this 
when Deakin was in London at the Imperial Conference earlier in the year. 
“It was pleasant to hear this for it agreed with my views,” Morrison wrote. 
A few days later he got a letter from Gwynne: “I am particularly anxious 
to talk to you about Australia; your true destiny is there, old chap. It 
wants a man and a statesman. I have some idea of the wrench it will be to 
you to leave China but there is a bigger career for you in Australia. . . .” 

There were the inevitable social occasions. The Duchess of St Albans 
invited Morrison to dinner to meet Sir Henry Blake: 

. . . and damned bad table manners had her Grace, eating her food 
like a bosun on a limejuicer. ... Sir Henry complained with some 
bitterness of the way he had been shelved — ^41 years public service, 
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governed one third of the Colonies of Great Britain and now retired 
without even a thankyou! Others had been given the Privy Coun- 
cillorship — ^he nothing! 

Morrison suggested to Chirol that he get Blake the Privy Councillor- 
ship* and suggested to the Chinese Minister* Lord Li Ching-fong* that he 
appoint Sir John McLeavy Brown as adviser. Brown, an old friend of 
Morrison’s, who had held many diplomatic posts in the Far East and had 
recently been controller of Finance in Korea, was duly appointed two 
days later. Morrison was not impressed with the Chinese Legation at 49 
Portland Place: “Old slattern woman. No doormat. Very dirty large 
room with seedy furniture. Other room office of bumptious Soochow 
man unshaven for a week with dirty sweat cloth across back of chair. . . .” 

M^hen he called on Lady Brownrigg and Lady Percy Scott he noted, 
characteristically: “Latter hates and despises her husband. Former amorous 
still and now pregnant 6 montlis or more for noticed twitches showing 
viability of foetus.” (Admiral Sir Percy Scott divorced his wife in 19 1 1.) 

The President of the China Association, Richard Gundry, a former 
editor of the North China Herald, who had been correspondent of The 
Times in China from 1 865 to 1 878, invited Morrison to address the associa- 
tion. A 4 orrison replied that he would see if he could summon sufficient 
courage. Gundry wrote back: “1 know’ the feeling well. . . . The differ- 
ence betw^een a Britisher’s shyness in public speaking and an American’s 
easy approach is a psychological study.” The invitation at once flattered 
and frightened Morrison. “I am nervous as a little girl and my heart 
thumps when I think I have to stand up in the great hall and talk witliout 
confusion,” he MTote in his diary. He w'orked very hard preparing his 
speech, showed the text to Dungate and McLeavy Brown, read it to Mrs 
Hutton, repeated it to himself on a long solitary walk, and carefully 
tested the volume of his voice in the empty hall of the Metropole Hotel 
where the dinner was to be held. He was a great success. “The annual 
dinner of the China Association was enlivened by a brilliant speech from 
Dr Morrison in which he vigorously deprecated scepticism as to the 
sincerity of the progressive movement in China,” said the Spectator: 

We w’ere too apt to believe stories of alleged barbarities, and too 
readily forgot the gruesome fictions published in 1900 about the fate 
of those who were besieged in Peking, when he “had the honour of 
being pictorially represented as being boiled in oil in the same caul- 
dron with his Excellency the Russian Minister.” He could not too 
severely reprobate the point of view which regarded England for 
the English, Australia for the Australiansj and Canada for the Cana- 
dians as loyal, laudable, patriotic aspirations, but denounced China 
for the Chinese as the manifestation of an anti-foreign and reaction- 
ary spirit. There was much to blame in China, but far more to praise, 
— ^th^ awakening of a consciousness of nationality, the spread of 
Western education, attempts to reorganize the Army, and the growth 
of the native Press, which displayed an admirable outspokenness and < 
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courage, and unanimously supported the Government in its efforts 
to deal with opium evil. In conclusion. Dr Morrison strongly dis- 
puted the political wisdom of keeping the sore rankling in Nonh 
China by the retention of English and Indian regiments on Chinese 
soil “as a perpetual reminder of the sin which China had committed 
seven years ago, but which she claimed she had made a sincere effort 
to expiate.” America had certainly lost nothing in prestige by with- 
drawing her troops from Tientsin. Sporadic disturbances might occur 
in China, but nothing could now stay the progress of the people. 

There was well-fed laughter from the distinguished guests, who in- 
cluded a generous sprinkling of knights, and representatives of the Foreign 
and Colonial Offices, when Morrison said: 

It was natural that we, who were the most superior of all God’s 
people, whose mission it was to pry into the internal affairs of other 
less favoured countries, should condemn procedure in China that 
would never be tolerated here. It was natural, for example, that the 
system of purchase of rank in China, still so common in that Empire, 
should be condemned by those nondescript capitalists of alien origin 
whose entry into their ranks was adding so greatly to the dignity 
and prestige of our hereditary aristocracy. 

The confidence in China expre.ssed by Morrison the after-dinner 
speaker was scarcely an honest expression of the views of^Morrison the 
diarist, and at least two of his friends were critical. “1 am afraid I cannot 
share your optimism,” said Gundry. And Sir Walter Hillier wrote: “Your 
speech . . . carried me aw^ but a letter from my brother Guy tonight 
has destroyed those pleasing visions which your eloquence . . . conjured 
up.” Others were full of praise. Sir Ernest Satow wrote: “You said a great 
many things I should like to say myself, but they come better from you,” 
and C. S. Addis, of the Hong Kong and Shanghai Bank: “You rendered a 
public service by your speech. . . . There was a sense of conviction and 
of knowledge . . . which . . , will, I am sure, create a profound impression.” 
Gwynne described the speech as “admirable and plucky”. When he re- 
turned to Peking, Morrison was told that his speech had caused a sensation 
there and would help to restore British prestige among the Chinese. Sir 
James Stewart Lockhart, H.M.’s Commissioner at Weihaiwei, wTote: “I 
. . . admired your pluck in telling your hosts what could not have been 
entirely pleasing to their self-satisfied ears, and in giving expression to 
what you well know will not make you popular with the white men in 
the Far East . . . interested you boldly advised removal of the troops.” 

On his second day in London, Morrison took a “taximeter” to Maggs, 
the booksellers, and after dinner at the Grand Grill Room (“3/6 plus 6d, 
quite as good as the Junior Naval and Military”) went to 31 Pulteney 
Street, Bayswatcr, to see Toni. “Seemed like a trull at the gate but children 
were upstairs . . . probably decent,” he noted. But Toni was not there. 
There is no other mention of her for a month. On 2 1st November, three 
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days before his departure, the maid at his hotel drew Morrison's attention 
to a telegram on the looking-glass: *lt was from Toni. 1 was nearly 
knocked over. Just would you like to see me and when toni loth 
24 WESTMORELAND STREET BAYSWATER; I have written to say that I will 
meet her tomorrow at 3 at the Marble Arch.” 

• Next day’s entries, disjointed and enigmatic, say nothing of Morri- 
son’s reaction to the elaborate fabric of lies which Toni had woven about 
herself: 

Toni Loth — b. March 27 1874. Husband is manager of Hairdresser at 
126 Queen Victoria Street is 31 years old. German and Protestant. 
Wanda is the niece. 

Everything I gave her except the red coral necklace which is 
probably false is in the pawnshop. 

Married about September 23 1905. 

Divorced her first husband. Her child died at 7 months. 

She had still the suit of clothes that 1 had got for her from 
Timony of Donegal. 

There was another meeting next day at Appendrodts in Oxford Cir- 
cus (“Toni . . . came more than half an hour late when in fact I was de- 
bating to go away”.) They met again in Queen’s Road the following day, 
Morrison’s last in London, lunched at Frascati’s, then along to Queen’s 
Road by tube, “as in the old days”. They had tea in a “horrible Italian 
place” opposite Knightsbridge, and dinner in an L.C.D. restaurant. Mc- 
Leavy Brown and Lionel James came to the train to see Morrison off. 
Toni apparently had gone back to the barber. 

[VI] 

“The most astonishing thing today is the Reuter’s telegram saying 
that The Times had become a limited liability company with Arthur 
Walter as Chairman and C. Arthur Pearson as Managing Director,” Mor- 
rison wrote on 8th January 1908. Next day came a telegram from Paris: 

MORRISON PEKING SHOULD REORGANISATION INVOLVE CHANGE PLEASE REMEM- 
BER NORTHCLiFFE RiTz PARIS. A hurricanc of change had blown through 
Printing House Square in the six weeks since Morrison’s departure. One 
night in December, Northcliffe had gone to a party in Berkeley Square to 
hear Paderewski. But his interest in the pianist had waned when a fellow 
guest mentioned casually that Arthur Pearson’s moribund Standard was 
to be amalgamated with the not over-healthy Times. Northcliffe soon 
found out that Pearson and Arthur Walter had been discussing a marriage 
of the two ailing papers, but had reached no finality. To create alarm and 
confusion, he put a paragraph ,in the Observer^ which he then owned, 
hinting that The Times had been sold to him. This appeared on 5th Janu- 
ary. Moberly Bell knew nothing of the discussions with Pearson till the 
followi^ day when he received a paragraph from Walter for insertion 
in The Times, announcing the proposed merger. 
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The staff of The Times, and Walter’s partners, who, too, had not 
been told of the negotiations, were equally bewildered. Moberly Bell 
wrote bitterly to Walter; “Forgive me if I say I cannot help feeling deeply 
hurt at the want of confidence you have shown in one who has trieef to 
serve you faithfully and who regarded you as a friend.” Bell and Buckle 
both denounced the Pearson scheme as financially unsound, and while 
Walter, under pressure from them and his partners, was seeking an alter- 
native scheme. Bell was approached by Northcliffe, who said he intended 
to buy the controlling interest in The Times, if possible with Bell’s assist- 
ance. Northcliffe remained in the background while Bell put before a 
judge-in-chambers a plan by which The Times was reorganized as a limi- 
ted liability company with Arthur Walter as chairman. Bell as managing 
director, and Buckle, Giirol, and Moneypenny as directors. On 1 6tli March, 
Bell counted out to the judge 3 20 Bank of England notes of £ ick^o each, and 
Northcliffe had acquired control of the The Times. His hidden role was 
disclosed within a few weeks by W. T. Stead, but apparently Morrison 
knew nothing of it till early in November, when Bland tofd him that 
Lovat Fraser, formerly editor of the Times of India, had joined The 
Times, that Northcliffe was the proprietor, and that the outlook for the 
paper was “very good indeed”. 

Chirol later told Morrison how he had helped to save The Times 
from Pearson: “When the time was most critical he went to see L.ord 
Lansdownc who received him in bed. ‘I was with Walter atrf'.ton. He was 
an ass then. 1 often fold him so. 1 will tell him so again if it is any good.’ 
He sent for Walter and this influenced him.” 

One of the directors of the proposed Pearson-Walrcr company w as 
to be Sir Charles Tennantf^ who held 1/2 13 share in The Thnes. Chirol 
saw Tennant, who said that a good thing about the proposal was that it 
would enable them to get rid of Moberly Bell, who was “feathering his 
own nest and ruining the paper”: 

Chirol satisfled him ... by means of affidavits . . . that when Moberly 
joined the paper in 1890 it was not solvent and was overdrawn 

48.000 and that in the 16 years he had earned for the paper 

480.000 and that at the end he was poorer than when he began; 
Tennant was horrified at the way he had been misled . . . and rend- 
ered immense as.sistance. 

[VII] 

In September the Dalai Lama, accompanied by 300 lesser lamas and other 
Tibetan attendants, a small force of soldiers, 800 camels, and 500 horses 
and mules, came to China to pay his respects to the Empress Dowager, 
who was preparing to celebrate her seventy-third birthday. It was the first 
time a Tibetan ruler had visited Peking since 1652. 

Morrison’s interview with the Dalai Lama was disappointing. He was 
entertaining, when he received a note from the Foreign Office saying that 
I the Dalai Lama would receive him at midday: 
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I rushed round to Sir Walter Hillier to ask him to look after my 
guests, rode on to Bland and thence to Rockhill to borrow a Cere- 
monial Scarf. And then rode hell for leather Did not have long to 

wait when in came Dalai Lama. Crowds of Mongols outside and 
kneeling in adoration, a curious sight. Could see Dalai Lama like 
■ Buddha on yellow silk-lined dais and canopy in conventional attitude 
of Buddha. Deeply pockmarked — ^receding forehead — close-cropped 
hair, growth not being able to shave. Prominent teeth and meeting 
Wvii. Small chin. Draped in dull purple robe. Very insipid conversa- 
tion. I sat down having given him Ceremonial Scarf and had it re- 
turned. Bad tea apples and nuts. 

A few days later the Mongol Prince of Hanta, Chin Wang-yeh, called 
on Mot rison by appointment. Morrison showed him his guns and books, 
and the prince said: “The Dalai Lama is much concerned to know if any- 
thing may betide him in Tibet in regard to the English?” Morrison assured 
the prince there was nothing to fear. When the Dalai Lama left Peking by 
special train he took with him all the thermos flasks that could be bought. 

“The Emperor is suffering from constipation and the Empress Dow- 
ager from diarrhoea, so the Imperial balance is struck,” Morrison wrote to 
Bland on 9th November. Next day he left on a shooting expedition to 
Kwantai, returning on 15th November to find that the Emperor and the 
Empress were both dead. “Mighty sick” at his “hard luck” in missing the 
big news, he worked hard all day “trying to retrieve my blunder”. 

The Emperor liad been in a coma for some days. Some said he had 
lieen poisoned by Yuan Shih-k’ai. But a Cantonese doctor trained in West- 
ern medicine thought it resulted from his gluttonous appetite for women. 
The malaise of the i'^mpress was easier to diagnose. At a fancy-dress picnic 
given in honour of the Dalai Lama she had indulged a gluttonous appetite 
for cream and crab-apples, exacerbating a looseness of the bowels from 
which she had suffered tlu'oughout the summer. 

Periods of public mourning — ^a hundred days for the Emperor and 
twenty-seven months for the Empress — ^were proclaimed, and newspaper- 
men in Peking avidly discussed the succession to die Imperial Throne and 
the future of its principal prop. Yuan Shih-k’ai. Yuan’s deadly enemy, the 
Emperor, had conveniently died before the Empress. Had she died first, 
and the Emperor been restored to power. Yuan’s kiss of death in 1898 
would surely not have been forgotten. Yuan’s reladons with the Empress 
had remained very good. Just before her death he had presented her on 
her birthday with two fox-fur gowns, a chunk of calambac inlaid with 
precious stones, a pair of filigree and pearl phoenixes, and a piece of coral 
as tall as a man; a costly investment in goodwill now unfortunately lost. 
On her deathbed the Enipress had named P’u Yi, the three-year-old son 
of Prince Ch’un, successor to the throne, and appointed his father Regent. 
Prince Ch’un, a brother of the dead puppet Emperor had, like him, no 
love for Yuan Shih-k’ai, nor had the other Manchu princes who now held 
power. Kuang Elsu’s widow, Lung Yu, now became Empress Dowager. . 
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On 4th January 1909, Morrison was about to set our for his cottage in 
the hiUs when “providentially” he was delayed. Charles Tenney, of the 
United States Lensladon, came in excitedly with a copy of an Imperial 
decree, just issued, dismissing Yuan from all his offices. The text was de- 
liberately insulting: 

Unfortunately, Yuan Shih-k’ai is now suffering from an affection of 
the foot, he has difficulty in walking and it is hardly possible for him 
to discharge his duties adequately. We command Yuan Shih-k’ai to 
resign his offices at once and to return to his native place to treat and 
to convalesce from the ailment. It is our resolution to show consid- 
eration and compassion. 

It was Yuan’s first intimation that there was anything wrong with his 
foot, but he was not to forget the imaginary malady. 

Yuan feared that he might be assassinated. On the morning after the 
publication of the decree Tenney received a hastily scribbled note from 
his son, “young Yuan”, asking if the gates of the legation could be kept 
open. Yuan himself fled to Tientsin, to the Astor House, but was per- 
suaded to return in the evening when messengers arrived with dispatches 
pointing out that he would lose face if he remained, and promising him 
protection. Sir John Jordan had a rugged solution to his problem: “Why 
can’t Yuan Shih-k’ai put himself at the head of 10,000 men and sweep the 
lot out?” he asked Morrison. But Yuan retired with dignity to a retreat 
near Changten which he named appropriately. The Garden for Cultivating 
Longevity. He was “much touched”, he told his follower, Tsai Ting-kan, 
by the telegram of sympathy which Morrison sent him. Tsai gave “young 
Yuan” the Meditations of Marcus Aurelius so that he might accept adver- 
sity as calmly as his father Ifad. 

Despite great nose-bleeding, Morrison was up in good time on the 
morning of 2nd May. In his best clothes, his helmet “framed in the habili- 
ments of woe”, he walked to the diplomatic stand at the Hatamen to wit- 
ness the funeral procession of the late Emperor. He was not impressed by 
the “wretched Manchu cavalry” on their half-starved ponies, with “illclad 
riders carrying bows and arrows”, or by the raggedness of the bearers 
with broken umbrellas and tattered banners, and drafted a telegram about 
them which he did not send. But in November, when the Empress Dow- 
ager was buried — almost exactly a year after her death — he mailed The 
Times a “lapidary” description of the ceremony: 

The 9 November at 5 a.m. was the hour of good omen originally 
chosen by the Astrologers for the departure of the remains of Her 
late Majesty the Empress Dowager from their temporary resting 
place in the Forbidden City to the mausoleum prepared for her at 
the Eastern Hills. To meet the convenience of the foreign representa- 
tives, the hour was subsequently changed to 7 a.m. 

The catafalque was borne by eighty-four bearers, the largest 
number which can carry this unwieldy burden through the Gty 
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mtes; but beyond the walls the cofEn was transferred to a larger bier 
Dome by one hundred and twenty men. In front walked the Prince 
Regent, the bodyguard of Manchu Princes and the members of the 
Grand Council, attended by the Secretariat staflF. Behind rode first a 
smart body of troops, followed by a large number of camels whose 
'Mongol attendants carried tent-poles and other articles for use in the 
erection of the *matshed palaces,* wherein the coffin rests at night at 
the different stages of the four days’ journey to the tombs. Behind 
the Mongols were borne in procession die gaudy honorific umbrellas 
presented to the Old Buddha on the occasion of her return from 
exile at Hsi-an-fu [Sian] in 1901: all these were burnt on the i6th 
instant when the body was finally entombed. Following the waving 
umbrellas came a body of Lama dignitaries, and after them a con- 
tingent from the Imperial Equipage Department bearing Manchu 
sacrificial vessels, Buddhist symbols and embroidered banners. Con- 
spicuous in the cortege were three splendid chariots with trappings 
and curtains of Imperial Yellow silk, emblazoned with dragons and 
phoenixes and two palanquins similar to those used by the Empress 
Dowager on her journeys in State; these also were burned at the 
mausoleum. Noticeable figures in the procession were the six chief 
eunuchs, including the notorious Li Lien-ying and the short handsome 
attendant who usually accompanied the Empress’s sedan chair. The 
spectacle, as a whole, was most impressive; no such pomp and circum- 
stance, say the Chinese, has marked the obsequies of any Empress of 
China since the funeral of the Empress Wu (circa a.d. 700) of whom 
the annals repord that hundreds ot attendants were buried alive in her 
mausoleum. Ninety miles away, in a silent spot surrounded by virgin 
pine forest and backed by protecting hills, are the Eastern Tombs, 
towards which, for four days, the great catafalque made its way along 
the yellow-sanded road. There stands the mausoleum, originally built 
by the faithful Jung Lu for his Imperial Mistress, at a cost which 
stands in the government records at eight millions of taels. . . . 
T'hroughout her lifetime, and particularly of late years, Ychonala 
took great interest and pride in her last resting-place, visiting it at 
intervals and exacting the most scrupulous attention from those en- 
trusted with its building and adornment. On one occasion, in 1897, 
when practically completed, she had it rebuilt because the teak pillars 
were not sufficiently massive. After the death of Jung Lu, Prince 
Ch’ing became responsible for the custody of the tomb and its 
precious contents — the sacrificial vessels of carved jade, the massive 
vases and incense burners of gold and silver, which adorn the mor- 
tuary chamber; the richly jewelled couch to receive the coffin, and 
the carved figures of serving maids and eunuchs who stand for ever 
in attendance. ... 

The cost of the late Emperor’s funeral has been officially recorded, 
with the nice accuracy which characterizes Chinese finance, at 
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459«94o 2 mace, 3 candareens and li. (about ^57,000). As the 

cost of a funeral in China closely reflects the dignity of the deceased 
and the “face” of his or her immediate survivors, these figures become 
particularly interesting, when compared with the cost of the Empress 
Dowager's funeral, which is placed at one and a-quarter to one and 
a-half million taels. Rumour credited the Regent with an attempt to 
cut down this expenditure, which attempt he abandoned at the last 
moment in the fact of the displeasure of the powerful Yehonala Clan. 

[VIII] 

In December 1908, Sir John Jordan, whose cards had been marked ad 
interim^ was coiifinned as minister, though “to his great disappointment”, 
his salary was cut from / 5000 to jC45oo. He showed his gratitude for tlie 
appointment by inviting Morrison to share his Christmas turkey and plum 
pudding. A few months later P. A. Chance, who had served in the British 
Legation in Peking at the end of the nineties, wrote to Morrison: “1 am 
glad to have got Jordan now. He is a good man so far as the F.O. permits 
anyone to be active, and if he does not accomplish much you may safely 
attribute it to the fact that at home the authorities don’t want to hear any- 
thing about the Far East. . . .” Chance, who found life “a weary business, 
full of disappointments and vanished ideals”, .summed up the English poli- 
tical and social scene. Cromer was dying of cancer. (He Sid not die till 
1917.) Joseph Chamberlain was “done for” with paralysis. (He died in 
1914.) Rosebery had “buried liimsclf with his own tongue”, and: “Socially 
things are not well. . . . The working classes are all right, but the lower 
middle class, the distributors and small traders, are being ground to bits by 
big organizations hardly distinguishable from U.S.A. trusts.” llie jour- 
nalistic world, too, was in trouble, because of the Hamisworths and Pear- 
sons and their “halfpenny rags”. The Japanese were steadily losing popu- 
larity, and Chance could not understand why The Times had backed 
them, or how they could ever hope to pay the money they had borrowed. 

Morrison, too, was losing faith in the nation whose cause he had 
championed so ardently. Disquieting reports reached him from Korea, 
where Japanese suzerainty was inevitably hardening into sovereignty, and 
from Manchuria, the independence of w^hich both Japan and Russia had 
publicly agreed to respect, but which by secret agreement was being 
divided between them. F. A. Mackenzie, of the London Daily Mail^ who 
was later to write The Tragedy of Korea^ brought back moving stories of 
the “indefensible” cruelties and injustices which the Japanese were inflict- 
ing on the Koreans; and in Manchuria they were behaving so brutally that 
the inhabitants were regretting the “good old days” of the Russian occu- 
pation. “Every offence committed by the Russians and condemned by us 
is repeated by the Japanese with our approval. It is a strange world,” 
Morrison reflected. But the Japanese had added a new weapon to the 
armoury of conquest: prostituuon. There were 8000 state-aided Japanese 
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prostitutes in Manchuria, Morrison was told, ‘Vhose earnings were greater 
than those of the South Manchurian railway, 450,000 doUars a month”. 
“It is more disgusting than the African slave trade,” said Rockhill. “The 
most immoral traffic I have ever heard of.” A candid Japanese explained 
that Japan used prostitutes in the way England used missionaries, as the 
advance guard of commercial penetration: disputes could easily occur 
in a brothel that might justify diplomatic intervention. Many high Chinese 
officials had Japanese women in their harem, including Yuan Shih-k’ai, and 
T’ieh-liang, a powerful army man. 

Morristm’s changing attitude towards Japan was reflected in his dis- 
patches. Robert Collins, London bureau chief of Associated Press of 
America, wrote to him in July 1907: “In your recent telegrams I have 
noticed a certain tendency to prod our good friends, and your allies, the 
Japanese, that I am sure must irritate them.” It irritated them so much 
that they made two rather crude attempts to win back Morrison’s old allegi- 
ance. Baron Hayashi offered him a high decoration, the Third Class 
Rising Sun, which he refused on the spot (“as T would have refused the 
Grand Cordon of the Gold Peach Blossom”), and Baron Goto, the Japan- 
ese Minister for Communications, sent him “a 'work of the most exquisite 
beauty” which he returned with a flowery explanation: 

If 1 were in a position to send your Excellency a gift in any way 
commensurate in value with the picture you have sent me I would 
not hesitate to keep the picture hanging on my y alls, but to obtain a 
work of art of equal value ... is quite beyond my means. I have, 
therefore, no alternative but to ask your Excellency to pennit me to 
send back llie gift which you have so thoughtfully and so kindly de- 
sired to give me. 

Your Excellency will, I am sure, recognize that 1 am but doing 
my duty in declining to accept a gift so long as I am a correspondent 
of a paper, for I could never wish it even to be thought . . . that my 
judgment of events . . . had ever been in any way influenced by per- 
sonal gifts from those whose policy I might . . . have to criticize or 
comment upon. . . . Ever since I came to China 1 have declined to 
receive any gift of any kind whatever 01 to accept passes on tlie train 
or on the steamer. . . . 

AVhat Britain felt about Japan at this time was expressed in a letter 
Sir Edward Grey wrote to Roosevelt in December 1906: 

I can give you no forecast of Japanese policy. 1 hey liave been quite 
satisfactory allies; cautious and not exacting. But they are very re- 
served, and I do not feel that I know the w^orking of their mind on 
questions outside the alliance itself. As for ourselves ... we should 
detest war anywhere. This is not because we have grown weak or 
cowardly, but because we have had enough war for one generation. 
Before the Boer War, we were spoiling for a fight. We were ready to 
fight France about Siam, Germany about the Kruger telegram, anc^ 



Russia about everything. Any Government here, during the last lo 
years of the last century, could have had war by lifting a finger. The 
people would have shouted for it. They had a craving for excitement 
and a rush of blood to the head. Now, this generation has had enough 
excitement, and has lost a little blood and is sane and normal. . . . 

Morrison's estrangement from the Jwanese was accelerated by dis- 
putes over railways in Manchuria, where Japan steadily refused to permit 
China to extend her own railway system. (By the treaty of Portsmouth, 
Japan had ac^ired control of the South Manchurian railway from 
Changchun to Port Arthur, and various subsidiary lines.) He continued to 
expose Japanese activities in Manchuria, :stnd to rage when his telegrams 
were suppressed or modified. “Insertion of my telegram of today,” he 
wrote, “will depend upon whether or not Chirol has been entertained at 
the Japanese Embassy witliin the last few days.” In April 1909 the Japan- 
ese Ambassador in London, Kato, told Chirol that Morrison's attitude to- 
wards Japan had become “very regrettable”, and Chirol replied that he 
was “very concerned” about it. 

When the Japanese invited Chirol to visit Japan to discuss their prob- 
lems, particularly the railway issue, and Morrison's embarrassing hostility, 
Chirol suggested that Morrison be invited too, so that he “would not be 
able later to raise objections to the conclusions which I reach”. Kato 
agreed. 


[IX] 

“Tomorrow begins the round of visits, etc., and boredom and lies,” Morri- 
son wrote when he arrive^ in Tokyo. It was a busy round of official 
lunches and dinners, interviews and speeches, backslapping and bows. 
Chirol and Morrison were treated like visiting statesmen. They were 
entertained by the Prime Minister, Viscount Katsura, tlie Vice-Minister 
for Foreign Affairs, Ishi (the Minister, Komura, was ill) and by leading 
diplomats, bankers, industrialist.s, and editors. They had an audience with 
the Emperor, an unprecedented honour for journalists, though Morrison's 
account of it lacks appropriate humility. 

Resplendent in borrowed frock-coats, hats, and gloves, he and Chirol 
drove to the palace in a carriage sent by the Foreign Office: 

Shown into a splendid audience chamber with two great paintings — 
on cut velvet — of Mt Fuji. A Chamberlain came in in uniform and 
cocked hat who told us in reply to our enquiry that everything would 
be the same as in our Court. This was particularly enlightening to me 
who has never been to Court, However, after waiting 15 minutes we 
were conducted along long passages to some hall where we had to 
stand outside a door. Hushed voices were heard within. It was all most 
sepulchral. Chirol went in first and 1 heard voices inside hushed and 
solemn. Then he backed out and I stepped forward. At the entrance 
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I had to bow and then march forward to where a figure was standing 
supported by two chamberlains in uniform. In another comer were 
two other silent images. It was most sepulchral and grave-like and 1 
felt as if I were being ushered into the presence of divinity. But the 
image before me was not godlike. A man of about the ordinary height 
in the most illfitting uniform ever seen, with white kid gloves. A 
tremulous bleary pimply face sodden it seemed to me with alcohol 
He was very nervous stepped one step forward and shook me by the 
hand. My right hand was bare my glove being held in my gloved 
left hand. Then he mumbled something to the introducer who said, 
“His Majesty desires me to convey to you the same greeting that he 
has for Mr Chirol.” This was double-dutch to me. I had not the 
remotest idea in the world what he said to Chirol. ITie Emperor 
seemed still nervous and embarrassed but 1 put out my hand to put 
him at ease and he grasped it in his flabby paw. I bowed again and dis- 
appeared backwards feeling somewhat ashamed to render so much 
homage to bibulous Royalty. In speech I did not even say “Eh”. It 
will be difficult for the correspondents to manufacture an interview 
out of this episode. On reaching the Hall, with the pictures the 
Chamberlain said: “Everything has gone off very well” 

The Japan Chronicle — an English newspaper published in Kobe — 
sharply criticized the practice of attempting to influence visiting journal- 
ists by flattery and lavish entertainment. “Mr Chirol and Dr Morrison . , . 
would be more than human if they failed to be impressed by the attentions 
they have received in Japan,” it said. “What wonder if Mr Chirol’s pre- 
vious good opinion of Japan should be confirmed or that Dr Morrison 
should take a more favourable view in future of Japanese policy in Man- 
churia?” Certainly Chirol required little persuasion. After a few meetings 
with Japanese statesmen he sent The Times a cable (of which Morrison 
“greatly disapproved”) justifying Japan’s railway policy; but Morrison, 
who had refused a handsome Order and a valuable picture, was not to be 
seduced by a surfeit of saki and handshakes. As the British charge d’affaires 
in Tokyo, Horace Rumbold, reported: 

The Japanese made a great splash over Chirol and Morrison and were 
eager to explain the Japanese case in their difficulties with China. All 
reticence was abandoned. They knew of course that Chirol was tlieir 
friend and they hoped to win Morrison over but the latter is a tough 
nut to crack and isn’t so easily won. 

“There are many references in Japanese archives to Japan’s fear and 
suspicion of Morrison’s influence in 1909,” says Dr I. H. Nish, in a 
study of Morrison’s relations with Japan. 

Morrison and Chirol journeyed together through Japan, Korea, and 
Manchuiia, to Peking. At the annual dinner of the Yokohama Foreign 
Board of Trade, Morrison expounded his journalistic credo: 



Twelve years ago, I was sent to Peking, having had no previous jour- 
nalistic work. The instructions given to me were simply that I was to 
tell the truth without fear or favour and during the time that I have 
been in the Far East, I hope that I have carried out these instructions 
and that I have endeavoured to allow no personal prejudice or pre- 
dilection to interfere with my work or to colour any cable that I have 
been able to send the great journal I am serving. I feel indignant when 
I read in the papers that T am pro-this or anti-that country. 1 am an 
Englishman and all 1 think about and all that I desire to serve are the 
interests of my own country. 

His diary provides an instructive footnote: 

My flapdoodle incident. At the end of my manuscript speech 1 had 
written “and any more flapdoodle that may occur to me’’. This MS I 
gave to a Japanese forgetting I had added these words. Fortunately I 
stopped it in time. 

Morrison’s dislike of Chirol flamed into fierce hatred during their 
travels. “That infernal ill-natured disagreeable discourteous brute”, was 
one of his milder descriptions of his chief. “Chirol who acted like a sneak- 
ing cur in Tokyo” was another. But hatred was at times tempered by pity 
for Chirol’s obvious physical frailty (“he is sorely stricken and will prob- 
ably commit suicide ... he is breaking up and is not long for this world. 
. . . poor fellow with not many years of active life yet to be”^, and though 
Morrison found Chirol “an extremely uncongenial companion” and had 
a “rooted dislike for him”, he admitted his “marvellous ability” and “great 
experience”: “1 believe he knows the world better than any man living but 
he does not know China.” Chirol’s knowledge of the world provided 
some piquant diary entries: 

Austin Hevry Layard when British Ambassador at Constantinople 
accepted valuable presents from the Sultan including a priceless Bel- 
lini. . . . Our long eclipse in Turkey from which wc arc suffering was 
due to his perfidy and avarice. 

Berlin is the European capital where sodomy finds its chief home. 
Saunders will send his girls to school and have no fear of their being 
mole.sted in any way. — ^not so with the boys. 

Sir Edgar Vincent, later Baron d’Abernon, amassed probably 
2,000,000 when Director of the Imperial Ottoman Bank by the 
simple expedient of speculating with the Bank funds. If successful he 
pocketed the profits, if a failure he debited the Bank. He really made 
^3,000,000 but had to disgorge one million. But for this he would 
have been Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

Jacky Fisher squares our corrupt old King. With reluctance the 
King handed over Osborne to the Nation. But Jacky contrived to 
get nim £ i 8 ,ooo for it. 
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There was another remarkable outburst against Chirol later in the 
year: 

1 wrote to the detestable Chirol who stands in the way of my ambition 
and because I can send the best telegram in the world — Putnam 
Weale says tliat . . . and because it is by telegrams that I have made 
my reputation and because I hate writing letters and do not write 
good letters he refuses to allow me wire but insists on my writing: 

I hate the man but I must pretend to like him and I praise and flatter 
him because it is expedient to do so. 

It is curious that Morrison should have quoted Putnam Weale, whom 
he disliked as intensely as he did Chirol. On the day of this entry he 
referred to Weale as a “loathsome fat Jew and his whore Lady Breaon”. 
In a moment of confidence Chirol made the enigmatic confession that he 
“went a mucker and resigned from the Foreign Office”. 

[XI 

Apart from his demanding work for The Times, Morrison had multiform 
private activities. He induced the Chinese to cancel the “obnoxious” de- 
cree of 1899, giving official rank to the Catholic hierarchy, and was grati- 
fied when the president of the Wai Wu Pu (the Ministry of Foreign 
Affairs), Liang Tun-yen, thanked him for rendering this important service 
to Cliina, He frequently gave Liang “good advice on foreign affairs” 
(“they are like children crying in the night”). Often he complained, and 
with justification, that he had spent the whole day “in the service of 
others”. His Rouse was a combination of transit hostel, information 
Bureau, and reference library. Sometimes he had as many as four uninvited 
guests staying with him, and he was consulted almost daily by diplomats 
of many nationalities. When Sir Walter Hillier, then foreign adviser to the 
Chinese Government, asked his advice about Japanese affairs, he grumbled 
in his diary: “Sir Walter ... in complete ignorance . . . paid ^^5000 a year 
absolutely for doing nothing.” But he urged the Grand Secretary, the Vice- 
roy Na Tung (“fat and chinless”) to send Sir Walter Hillier on a special 
embassy to Tokyo to effect an honourable settlement of China’s differ- 
ences with Japan, and advised the Viceroy to enlist Alfred Hippisley, 
Commissioner in the Imperial Customs, in China’s financial service. Hippis- 
Icy, he pointed out, was the author of the “open door” policy enunciated 
by the U.S. Secretary of State, John Hay, in his famous circular of 1899. 
Morri.son took Chinese lessons, was indefatigable witli his gun, sometimes 
took a two-hour walk to his cottage in the Western Hills, and devoted 
much time — and money — to his rapidly expanding library. His interests 
were catholic. He noted that “Captain Scott-Harden”, who was leading a 
gaggle of tourists from Boston, >yas the Alfred Taylor who had kept die 
male brothel patronized by Oscar Wilde, and he patiently studied the 
inscriptions at the cathedral outside the Ping-tsu-mcn, where the German 
missionary, Terentius, who helped to correct the Chinese calendar, ha^ 
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died in 1630, and the Italian missionary Ricci, who founded the Peking 
Observatory, had died in 1638. 

He entertained a lot, and was entertained a lot There were many 
unhappy gastronomic experiences, as when the ex- Viceroy Tuan Fang 
gave a “shocking bad dinner” in a cold room: 

The man next to me ate like a hog, the servants hawked and spat and 
so did the Viceroy. It was not appetizing and I was ill. Afterwards as 
we sat on the sofa, I saw the servants collecting the wine according 
to the colour pouring the half empty glasses into the tumblers. In this 
way claret and port were treated as one and the same with chablis and 
light sherry. No doubt such mixtures would serve at another feast. 
... I came home feeling that something had disagreed with me. . . . 
Was very ill during the night. 

Lady Hillier, too, who was painting Morrison’s portrait, was an un- 
distintinguished hostess. Her lunch was “a very small meagre and cheap 
one, a small section of partridge a slice of bread pudding recooked and 
stick of celery”. 

[XI] 

Morrison left Peking for Shanghai in January 1909 to cover the sitting of 
the International Opium Commission. Again he scooped the Foreign 
Office, and all other papers, with a “high^ important” telegram of 519 
words on which he worked hard for an entire day. He had long talks with 
two of the delegates, Lady Brownrigg’s father, Sir Cecil Clementi-Smith, 
and the Canadian statesman and sociologist, William Mackenzie King. Sir 
Cecil condemned Jacky Fisjjer for getting rid of Lord Charles Beresford, 
who had strongly disapproved of Fisher’s naval policy. Fisher, said 
Clemend-Smith, “hypnotizes the King, who . . . shelved Charlie Beresford, 
a much greater admiral”. Sir Edward Grey had done extremely well, but 
he would not learn French or go abroad, and the King disliked him be- 
cause he would not tell the King anything. Mackenzie King said that 
Roosevelt had admitted sending the United States Great White Fleet on 
its world cruise “to put Japan in her place”. 

[XII] 

Colonel Bruce, of the Shanghai police, wrote to Morrison in July that 
Lord Kitchener, with himself “in humble attendance”, would be in Peking 
about 14th October. Kitchener had handed over his command in Poona to 
Sir O’Moore Creagh, and was on tour to represent Great Britain at Japan’s 
annual manoeuvres, and to advise Australia and New Zealand on defence. 
“He is a somewhat restless traveller in so far that a day or two in any 
place is usually sufficient to satisfy him,” Bruce wrote. “But 1 think Peking 
and its treasures should suffice to keep him for a week.” Morrison does not 
^em to have recalled Colonel Bower’s rather caustic estimate of Kitchener 
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when he replied: “I hope the Chinese will treat him with becoming dig- 
nity. He will be the greatest Englishman who has come to Peking within 
my knowledge.” 

The Chinese and Japanese, but — ^at Kitchener’s request — not the 
British, welcomed him with a guard of honour. He stepped from the train, 
“blear-eyed, strabismus, flushed florid face”, giving the impression, Morri- 
son reported, “that he was under alcoholic influence”. A later note was 
more charitable: “But Kitchener is a very shy man and I think the bloated 
look was due to morbid flushing or blushing.” Kitchener had written to Sir 
John Jordan saying that he would like to meet “the Regent, Tang Shao-yi, 
and Dr Morrison”. His first visit was to the Wai Wu Pu, where he was 
received by the Regent’s brother, Prince Tsai Tao, and the President of 
the Ministry of War, T’ieh-liang. He noted with disapproval the squalor 
of the premises: 

The white-washed room . . . was not fit for an Indian Syce. And in 
this country where they made the most beautiful porcelain in the 
world! He was handed tea by a dirty waiter and in a cup marked 
“Forget me not Billy.” He was certain that the other cup was marked 
present from Margate.” At the Wai Wu Pu they took the wrong 
turn and found themselves in the urinal! 

A second audience equally dispiriting, convinced Kitchener that 
China must get rid of its rulers: 

“These people must go,” he said. There was no Rajah in India — ^not 
the smallest — who would have received him in such squalid undigni- 
fied surroiyidings He and his party advanced by one door when a 

Chinese who by his dress seemed a servant entered unobserved by 
the other. He advanced . . . and before they realized where they were 
they discovered it was the Regent. He was painfully nervous and 
undignified a poor figure and spoke the silliest questions most banal. 
... It is impossible to realize that this is the ruler of the Empire! He 
must go, said Kitchener, gruesomely! 

If Kitchener was the greatest Englishman who had come to Peking, 
he was also one of the most acquisitive. He had a passion for porcelain 
which he fed partly by purchase but preferably by scrounging. His 
biographer, Philip Magnus, says he spent over 1 700 on art treasures in 
China. Morrison records that he “lifted” from Tang Shao-yi porcelain to 
the value of 13,000 taels, and tried to get more. “Will Kitchener give any- 
thing in return for the splendid gifts he received from the Chinese^” was 
Morrison’s unanswered question. Jordan, knowing Kitchener’s acquisi- 
tiveness, and knowing also that Tang was as poor as he was generous, told 
Kitchener when he was leaving that Tang was “in much reduced circum- 
stances. . . .” It was poetic justice, perhaps, that four pieces of peach- 
blossom china which Kitchener gratefully accepted from the Regent, be- 
lieving they were worth thousands of pounds, were condemned when he 
returned to London as worthless fakes. So was a Kangshi vase ornamented 
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with fish and birds for which he paid $3000. (Two years later Morrison 
was told how at a reception at Mukden, Kitchener had put one peach- 
blossom vase into his pocket, and given another to his companion to pocket 
in the same way.) 

Kitchener dined with Morrison, and spent a morning with him, but 
does not seem to have made any inroads into Morrison’s collection. When 
he was taxed with including in his farewell speech at Poona whole passages 
from die speech Curzon made when leaving India, he replied, unabashed: 
“How could I do better than borrow from the great orator Curson?’* 
A. E. Wearne, Reuter’s representative in Peking, like Colonel Bower, 
was not one of his admirers: 

Wearne . . . has the utmost contempt for Kitchener as a commander 
in the field and speaks of the extraordinary incapacity for leadership 
displayed at Paardeburg. Says he drinks and has the other failing 
acquired by most of the Egyptian officers, a taste for buggery. 


[ XIII ] 

It had always been Morrison’s wish to see every part of the Chinese 
Empire. He had been in seventeen of the eighteen provinces and in every 
province of Manchuria when, on 15th January 1910, he started on a jour- 
ney through Far Western China, or the province of the New Dominion, 
and Russian Turkestan, to Moscow. His route lay through Jian, Suchow, 
and Urumchi, across the Musart Pass, to Kashgar and fashkent. He took 
three Chinese servants, two ponies, and two carts, loaded with supplies 
that included soup, Bovril, sausages, tinned tomatoes, caviare, corned 
beef, marmalade, honey, and fresh salmon, and a few dozen hooks: among 
them. The Bible in Spain, Hiawatha, Heroes ami Haro Worship, The 
Light of Asia, and the Anthology of Australian Verse, which again he read 
until he was “quite homesick and melancholy”. 

Once more he was appalled by the poverty, squalor, brutality, and 
corruption of Chinese life: “Truly Buddhism in China is terribly deterior- 
ated. Everyone . . . keeps prostitutes and a large section of their earnings 
is the perquisite of the priests who farm them out. . . . China is I believe 
the only country in the world wdiich deals in a slave traffic among its ow^n 
people.” 

On the road he met prisoners “cruelly chained to heavy rods of iron 
like a crowbar, bound by rings of iron to the neck and to the ankle”. 
Sometimes two prisoners were chained to the same crowbar, eight feet 
in length, weighing fifty catties (about 66| lb). 

For hundreds of miles, from Suchow to Kashgar, he saw the ruins of 
what once had been thriving towns and villages, memorials to the pitiless 
suppression of the Mahomedan rebellion by General Tso Tsung-t’ang, 
who had made a wasteland of a region that once sustained some thirty 
million people: “He is one of the greatest curses that have ever blighted 
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China. His expedition was a calamity as great as the inundation of the Yel- 
low River. Yet he is glorified not as a scourge who reduced a whole 
province to a desert but as hero.” 

In the poor, dimly-lit mud huts and cave dwellings, where people at 
night sat huddled over a wick dipping in oil, Morrison reflected: “What a 
change in their lives when they can buy kerosene and foreign lamps. 
Their evenings can be spent in reading. How much ignorance in China is 
due to the absence of light it would be hard to say but at any rate it is an 
important contributing cause.” 

Ag"'n he encountered “excessively anti-pathetic missionaries”: At 
Lanchow he wrote: 

Contact with them and their narrow-minded views would make any 
man agnostic. . . . There must be some defect in their methods seeing 
tha^ a succession of missionaries have been working unceasingly for 
24 years and they have in all some 20 Christians. . . . They teach an in- 
comprehensible jargon obscuring the tmths of Christianity and the 
teaching of Christ. They" endeavour to interpret Revelations and 
Romans by means of diagrams which confuse the Chinese as they 
certainly confused me. 

Scriptures were sold very cheap. The Mohammedans either resold 
them at double the price or used them to stuff their boot soles. 

h'xtrcme variations of temperature made travelling very unpleasant. 
The men drove naked to the w^aist in the morning but shivered even in 
their sheepskins when the wind rose. At times the temperature fell below 
zero and writing-ink froze solid. At times the scorching sun caused Morri- 
son “real suffering”, making his clothes almost too hot to touch. “And 
yet I used to boast that I had never seen the sun that was too hot for me!” 
he wrote, recalling that he had walked across Australia in the extreme of 
summer. His health was bad. His liver was disordered, his body often stiff 
with rheumatism. He had recurring attacks of nose-bleeding and lum- 
bago. Food was inadequate. “Cannot travel without meat,” he wrote. But 
he conscientiously sent his dispatches to The Thnes, some of them 7000 
words long. 

Flags w'cre flying at half-mast as he rode irjto Kuldja on i8th May and 
learned, without regret, of the death of the “Emperor of the Great British 
nation”. His Majesty King Edward VII. 

At Urumchi, capital of the New Dominion, Morrison was warned 
of the hazards of the Musart Pass, “dangers by road, dangers from rob- 
bers”. He reached the summit of this pass, the most important of China’s 
wxstern frontier trade routes, after a steep climb of thirteen miles: 

The dividing ridge is 12,000 feet above sea level. The descent down 
the glacier is the chief danger. Covered with debris, the surface is 
broken into millions of tiny tentshaped knolls . . . deep crevasses yawn 
on each side of the irregular and slippery track which zigzags down the 
glacier. The way is strewn with the skeletons of dead pack-animals. 
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... In the precipitous ice-face steps have been cut and down these 
the laden animals are passed singly with much care . . . neglect of the 
pass is cited as striking evidence of national decadence. Traders re- 
quire uncommon fortitude to face its dangers, and their losses 
in transport animals are very great. . . . 

Morrison reached Kashgar 158 days out from Peking, and three days 
before the schedule he had set himself. At Ulugchat, on the border of 
Chinese and Russian Turkestan, he found more evidence of China’s de- 
cadence: 

On all maps of Central Asia Ulugchat is given prominence, its name 
being set out in type worthy of a frontier stronghold. I examined it 
accordingly with some care. It is a mud fort situated in a basin on the 
right bank of an unbridged river, the Kizil Su, and is commanded by 
mountains on all sides. Inside the fort there is complete disorder. 
Eveiything is rotting. Windows are blocked with broad sun-dried 
bricks. There are ruined stalls, but no horses. Of the four Chinese who 
hold this frontier post and represent the majesty of China, two at the 
time of my visit were weecling in the fields, another was washing 
some onion-sprouts, and the fourth, clad only in a jersey and pants, 
was playing the banjo at a cake-stall in the street. No one was in 
uniform. All were ragged and unkempt. Their arms, which I saw, in 
one dirty room, were rusty old Tower muskets — emblems of auth- 
ority, not weapons of offence. Outside the camp in four Khirgiz tents 
were the 15 Khirgiz who constitute the second line of defence. They 
are armed with similar Tower muskets cut down to carbine size and 
are employed as cavalry patrols. Two filthy ponds o^ surface water 
provided the garrison with water. The courageous Khirgiz drink this 
water unboiled and unstrained, the less courageous Chinese dare not 
do so. 

1 am no military expert, but I formed the opinion that this fron- 
tier stronghold would fall before the resolute attack of three old 
ladies armed with broomsticks. There could be no better illustration 
of the neglect which is characteristic of China’s frontier policy. Other 
countries employ smart serviceable soldiers on their borders. China 
alone sends to her frontier the most wretched of her ragamuffins. 

At Oshi he left behind “all things not absolutely needed, camp bed- 
stead, camp chair, spare medicine, clothes, cooking-stove, etc.” At Andijan 
he paid off his servants and on 12th July boarded the train for Moscow. 
He arrived in the capital, suffering acutely from diarrhoea and piles, five 
days later. It was six months and two days since he had left Peking. In 
the papers he read that Charles Hardinge had been appointed Viceroy of 
India, that the aeronaut C. S. Rolls had been killed, and that a Russo- 
Japanese agreement had been signed. This was the agreement by which 
both powers agreed to respect Qiina’s territorial integrity — ^while secretly 
dividing Manchuria between them. Japan was also about to annex Korea. 
In the last of his twelve articles Morrison wrote: 



Throughout my ride of 3670 miles, occupying 174 days, between the 
Chinese railway and the Russian railway, I met with nothing but 
kindness. I cannot recall a single disagreeable incident. 1 was enter- 
tained by native Princes, by Viceroys and Governors, and Tartar 
Generals. I met all manner of people from the humblest carter to the 
‘ most powerful Mandarin, and by all I was treated with equal civility, 
friendliness, and respect. 1 found, as 1 have always found in my 
travels in China, that I was well treated because I belong to a country 
which is known to sympathize with every movement in China that 
has for its object the advancement of the people, the encouragement 
of education, and the extension of liberal ideas, of methods of truth 
and justice and fair dealing. To me the suggestion is preposterous that 
British influence is waning in China. On the contrary, I think the 
British prestige has never been higher than at present. 

From W. W. Rockhill, now United States Ambassador to St Peters- 
burg, came an appreciative letter, which reached Morrison in London: 

... I am treasuring your articles on the journey through Turkestan. 
... I hope you will bring them out fully elaborated with your usual 
array of facts ... in volume form. You w^ould really be rendering a 
serv'ice to China as well to the rest of the world, for we all have — 
cKcept you and a very few others — a most incorrect and imperfect 
idea of the present conditions of the Chinese Empire. The world — 
the official world, I mean, is getting to believe that China is once more 
a “quantitc negligible” and is preparing to act accordingly. A new 
stage in the history of the Far East is just opening now with Japan a 
Continental Power, There must be some day a new policy adopted 
by the interested Powers of the West to meet this absolutely new 
condition. The passing aw'ay of Korea is only the beginning of the 
new period and before many years we will all regret that we were 
not in a position to stop this step being taken in violation of treaties — 
for it does violate both the Treaty of Portsmouth and your alliance 
treaty — ^both of which only recognize to Japan the right of “control” 
in Korea. It’s all very interesting to me— though apparently nobody 
cares much just now, or is willing to say a^^ything about it. ... I hope 
against hope the Chinese will be intelligent enough to begin putting 
their house in order and not be too assertive and too “rights-recov- 
ery” style. If they could only be persuaded to devote themselves 
exclusively to financial questions, fiscal, currency, etc., for the next 
ten years — ^what a future the country could have! ! 


[XIV] 

“I am not, or ever shall be, the ‘Chief of Tbe Times; do not interfere in 
the conduct of the paper,” NorthclifFe wrote to Wickham Steed in Sep- 
tember 1908, six months after he had acquired control. "The Times 



conducted entirely by Messrs Walter, Buckle, Chirol and Moneypenny, 
who understand the task better than 1 ever could/* But this mood of 
tolerant humility did not last long. Newspjmer proprietors tend to become 
megalomaniac with power, and Northclirfe’s megalomania grew rapidly 
when he became overlord of Printing House Square. “As early as 1910 
there had been whisperings that the Chief was not always right in his 
mind,*’ says the History of the Times. He began to wage a war of nerves 
against Buckle, Bell, and Chirol, whom he variously described as the “giant 
tortoises”, “Ye Black Friars**, “the Old Gang”. The Times was a “barn- 
acle-covered whale” floundering on the financial rocks, and the Old Gang 
the barnacles, to be scraped off as soon as {i^ssible. 

Morrison knew none of this when he met Northcliffe in The Times 
office in August 1910. Northcliffe asked when Morrison was going back 
to Peking, and he answered with heavy sarcasm, “I think there is little use 
of my going back seeing that I have done no work for two years,” explain- 
ing that his messages were mutilated or suppressed. “What Is the use 
of paying a man £1200 a year and keeping him at the end of a silent 
w'ire?” asked Northcliffe. He said he would never interfere with The 
Times as long as it did not support Germany or Free Trade, but Morrison 
was told by men on the paper that he was interfering more and more. 

The Times w'as, in fact, one big unhappy family. “A devilish fine 
muddle,” Morrison wrote. Arthur Walter had died in February, and John 
had become chairman of the company. Ralph was in charge of an econ- 
omy and efficiency campaign; he had cut forcign-servioe costs from 
62,000 to ^^42,000 a year and introduced such bold innovations as a 
typewriter in the Foreign Department, and numbered coatpegs. But the 
man wdth a big stick, which he w^as waving with increasing authority, 
W'as Northclilfe’s intimate' friend from the Daily Mirror^ Reginald 
Nicholson, who in August 1909 had become assistant manager. Times 
resents the active interference of I.ord Northcliffe,” he told Morrison. 
Moberly Bell .said that, apart from an occasitinal shortage of ready cash 
The Times was doing well. But others w'cre less reassuring. Gwynne and 
Garvin botii thought the paper w'as shockingly mismanaged and had lost 
much prestige by its paid-for stipplements. Edward Grigg (later Lord 
Altrincham), who had joined The Times in 1903 as Buckle’s secretary 
and was now' in the Foreign Department, said the paper had no leader and 
no policy. It w'obbled. Buckle had charm and suavity but no political 
decisions, and Ralph Walter, who was convinced he w^as running it, knew 
nothing of politics or newspapers, a judgment which Morrison endorsed 
after talking to Ralph: 

Ralph Walter and his views. Early telegrams no advantage in making 
paper sell. ... It is the leading articles which sell the paper not news. 
What The Times w^ants is that people should ask themselves in the 
afternoons what will The Thnes say next morning. 

This was not very encouraging to one of the world’s most distin- 
guished news-getters, and Morrison found little solace in the flattering 
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words of “the pompous” John Walter: “Before it was Blowitz of The 
Times, Now it is Morrison of The Times,'' Lovat Fraser, the fastest 
leader-writer on The Times (he was paid 4s. for a leader), agreed 
with Grigg that the paper had no policy, and Wickham Steed, the Vienna 
correspondent, had just resigned because of the treatment he had received. 
“If the paper is to live again, it must be regenerated,” he wrote to Morri- 
son: “The downfall of The Times^ as Lord Northcliffe truly said to me 
. . . two years ago, dates from the day when the Walters went to Eton and 
Oxford, became gentlemcn-proprictors, and allowed themselves to be 
bambooLiiid into not perceiving that they were not running the paper.” 

At first Morrison found Chirol “very friendly and sympathetic”: 
“One would never realize that he has been my most bitter opponent for 
years and had done me harm in the Far East that has been almost irre- 
parable.” But before long Chirol was again that “disagreeable brute”. 
Relations were not improved when Mackenzie King disclosed that he had 
urged Lord Gray to appoint Morrison as Minister to China, that Sir 
Edward Grey had approved and consulted Chirol, who opposed the idea 
on the grounds, apparently, that Morrison was too pro-Chinese. “Really, 
I presume,” Morrison commented, “because I was too anti-Japanese.” But 
Chirol was at last changing his mind about Japan. The Russo-Japanese 
agreement and the annexation of Korea had profoundly shaken him. He 
had gone to Karo in a furious state, and angrily complained that the Jap- 
anese had deceived him, Cirigg told Morrison that the feeling against 
Japan was growing. At the defence conference, each of the representatives 
of Australia and Canada had declared formally tliat his country would 
never join Japan in any war against a white people. 

[XV] 

A few days after his arrival in London, Morrison and a friend went to the 
five-shilling promenade of the Empire Music Hall to see one of London’s 
most celebrated spectacles: the Grand Parade of English and imported 
whores. Among the cosmopolitan voyeurs Morrison was surprised to 
encounter the scventy-scvcn-year-old G. W. Smalley, of New York, and 
“the lecherous Casenave”, of Peking. Later, at the Japanese Exhibition, 
Morrison was “much struck” by a “beautiful maiden” seated alone near 
the bandstand. While he was wondering whether she was “virtuous or 
plying for hire” an obvious stranger answ^ered the question by carrying 
her off. “It is difficult in these days to distinguish vice from fashion,” 
Morrison reflected. “ I'hc features overlap.” Hoping to sec the features 
of the beautiful maiden again, Morrison returned to die exhibition a few 
days later and spent some hours vainly looking* for her. But he could not 
escape his memories of Toni, and soon Dungate, an ever- willing pander, 
was sent in search of her. He traced her to 33 Sutherland Place. “Much 
pleased. Have written to her,” Morrison recorded on 8th August. Toni 
was in no hurry to reply. It was not till i.st September, when Morrison 
was lunching at the Oxford and Cambridge Club, that to his “joy ai^ 
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delight” he received a telegram reading: will you meet me at 3 o'clock 
MARBLE ARCH TUBE STATION T.” “WiU I? Is there any force in England 
that could prevent me from meeting Toni?” He hurried off and ^und 
Toni “ravishingly beautiful”: 

She is well-dressed and had redeemed all the presents 1 had given 
her and . . . wanted, as she told with pride, for nothing. . . . She is now 
living in a small house of 8 rooms £,^$2. year. Her husband has a 
business in Berlin and is also doing well here. The pimp is “jealous” 
of his wife to the earnings of whose forced unchastity he owes the 
beginnings of his prosperity. Yet he seems to treat her kindly and 
Toni certainly looks fresh and contented and singularly beautiful 

Next morning there was another message from I'oni: “meet me at 
1.30 Frascati’s oxford street, t.”: 

Punctually at the minute I was there and waited grinding my teeth 
until 1.55 and when I went in and had lunch. ... I had just finished 
when in walked Toni. She could not come earlier and only by subter- 
fuge was able to come at all. Beautiful she is and fairly enmeshes me. 

Next day Toni, who was obviously w'cll informed about Morrison’s move- 
ments, wired him at the Chinese Legation, where he was lunching: so 
SORRY cannot COME HOPE YOU ARE VERY WELL. “How Cail I be wcll whcn 
I cannot see Toni?” he asked himself. 

A few more diary entries, not entirely explicit, chronicle the end of 
the affair: 

10 September — Saturday. Dungate came to breakfast and afterw^ards 
helped me catalogue. Afterwards out bookhunting. . . . Then down to 
Westbourne Grove passed the nice house of Toni’s and found it all 
open: She had said she was going to Folkstone on Monday for one 
week but she was not gone. On the door post is brass plate h. loth. 
She had told me that she had recently been at Munchen Gladbach. 
She had declared that her high colour was natural. Dungate accord- 
ingly called while I waited at Lyons. He saw Paula. Frau Loth was 
washing her hair. He returned and had a talk with her while I waited 
in the park. She refused to come out and displayed no emotion when 
she spoke of me. She had been hurt because I had not answered letters 
sent to me on my birthday or on a more anxious occasion. . . . 
Charmingly dressed but cheeks undoubtedly rouged. She had recently 
been 2 weeks in Hamburg and had stayed in Wiesbaden at the 
Hotel Nassau, the finest hotel there, and one of the finest in the 
world. She never once mentioned Munchen Gladbach. She said she 
was prosperous. Not only was business prosperous but her husband 
had won a prize in a Lottery. [Morrison added a sardonic side note: 
“the prize won by this ponce was probably a retired Indian civil 
servant of 60 or more.”] In the room was my photograph, also the 
picture of Dante I had given her. Dungate did not press Toni to come 
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out. She could have come had she wished. She gave afternoon tea 
with a nice service. Is she kept and by whom? — ^Back and we dined 
at the Grand Hotel Grill Room and then a walk and home. 1 chast- 
ened and absorbed. All my kindness in rescuing her from life of 
misery forgotten and my failure to acknowledge fetters remembered. 
12 September — ^Today I spent most of the day writing to Toni — a 
letter that would have melted a heart of stone. 

My new secretary had come and she translated a letter that had 
come from Toni to Dungate in German — a polite letter making 
friendly conventional references to the pictures I had given her. . . . 
Then in the afternoon 1 went out and purchased after some search . . . 
a beautiful diamond and pearl brooch at Harrods', a really beautiful 
present costing me 1 1.15.0 and this with the letter 1 sent by special 
delivery. 

September — ^Beautiful afternoon at Slough with Fraser. Back and 
dine at Paddington Station hotel, then home where 1 receive a blow 
that has shaken me but is well deserved. 

On my return I found the following letter from Toni written 
not in eager hurry but at 5.30 today. It is the only recompense for my 
sending a beautiful present costing £ 1 1.15.0, a nutter and a gamble a 
coup manque. Now mind there is no fool like a lovesick fool of 48. It 
is a wrench hut it is the end of a romance the pleasures of which 
were often adequate compensation for the pains and humiliations. 
Ffcre it is. I am ashamed to transcribe it. But the pill must be swal- 
lowed however nauseous! 

My dear Ernest, 

Thank you for your nice letter and for the beautiful present 
sent me last night. I will always think of you when I am wearing it. 
It gave me such a pleasure to see Dr D again after nearly four years. 
He is a dear old man and very true to you. E. He praised you very 
much, he simply worships you. I wonder will I ever see him again. I 
do not know enough English to answer your letter as / would like to 
but, Ernest I thmk you did not treat me in the past two years as a 
real friend ought to. I very often felt inclined to write to you once 
more, but how could I, you never answered one of my last letters and 
I thought you did not wish to hear from me any more. With all my 
heart I hope you will always be very well and happy and perhaps we 
will meet again one day. 

T oni. 

Morrison added a footnote to his transcription: 

There’s a sweet and touching and affectionate letter of conge. How- 
ever it is better that we should not sec one another again better for 
my peace of mind and for my pocket — infinitely better for the latter. 
It is curious how mendacious can the beautiful Hungarian be. I won- 
der who keeps her — someone with a deeper pocket than mine — ^that 
is certain. 


i07 



Three days later he sent Toni (“I the damned fool and dotard”) a 
copy of Filson Young’s the Sands of Pleasure^ in which the chief character 
had her name, and, the following day, wrote to “the faithful Dungate” 
asking him to write to Toni in German “a translation of a letter which I 
enclosed to him wherein the sting was in the words ‘our friend wrote to 
me to say he had written to you fully to explain why he had not written to 
you and that you had sent him in reply a few cold and unfeeling lines of 
formal acknowledgement.’ 

Why am I such a fool? Why have I such an obsession? I cannot get 
Toni’s image from my mind. All the time I am scheming to bring her 
back to me yet I know that it is in e^xry way better for me that 1 
never see her again. Yet why did she ever ask me to meet her, why 
did she ever ask me to lunch with her at Frascati’s? To meet me, to 
play with me, to stir up the flames that had died to the dust and 
then to coldly leave me after accepting my gifts and my beautiful 
letters. It is all inexplicable to me. But the truth is that 1 am an un- 
balanced fool. Yet 1 love her more than anything on earth. 

The curtain came down three weeks later. The drama of Toni, which 
had been played over five years in three acts — 1905, 1907, 1910 — ended in 
a diary entry of anguished brevity: “Telegram from 'F. Visit from 'Toni 
2.30 to 5. Gave Toni her conge. Told her with brutality had burned her 
photograph etc.” 


[XVI] 

Morrison’s activities, as alw^ays, were protean. He wrote to S. V. Edge 
Ltd about supplying cars for a proposed motor service between Urumchi 
and China proper, “a distance of some 2000 miles through a country, 
largely desert, wdth no made road”. Petroleum could be obtained near 
Urumchi. S. F, Edge sent back their “admirable catalogue”, but did not 
tliink it worth communicating wdth the officials at Urumchi, as Morrison 
had suggested. 

He called on Sir Robert Hart, who as a result of a stroke, w as “ex- 
ceedingly shaky and frail, shattered in mind and body”, but whose sad 
condition evoked little sympathy: “He hopes to return in April, is still 
clinging to the shekels . . . wretched feeble animal he has caused infinite 
suffering in his time,” Morrison wTote. 

He read with amusement a London paper’s reference to Hart’s 
brother-in-law. Sir Robert Bredon, as a “man of mettle” who had been 
decorated for his valour during the Boxer uprising. “Thus is history writ- 
ten” was Morrison’s wry annotation. “The greatest poltroon of the siege 
who for a long time was refused a medal, and the cuckold wnth the longest 
horns ... in China.” 

He had a reunion with a genuine hero of the siege, Herbert Squiers, 
who had since been American Minister in Cuba and Peru. Squiers told 
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Uorrison that he had made a lot of money and had a 400-ton steam yacht, 
Jnvtncible^ at Cowes: 

Loot. Squiers says he could have been Minister in Peking, but for 
the New York Herald story of his loot. It was a true story. He values 
. his collection at $200,000. 

Asked to recommend an editor for the V eking and Tientsin Times ^ 
Vlorrison nominated David Fraser, “40 years, a brilliant writer, a gentle- 
nan and a man of high character. . . .” Fraser, accepting the appointment 
It J[, 500 a year, wrote gratefully: “You arc a brick. ... It is not a question 
^f pay— what I want is scope to develop whatever the Almighty has put 
nro my head ... as a responsible writer on foreign affairs.” 

He sat for his portrait to Charlie Ritchie j C. E. Ritchie, B.A., Oxon., 
kvho had abandoned the Scottish Bar for art] and had another memorably 
>ad meal as the guest of Sir Percy Bunting, the seventy-four-year-old 
:ditor of the Contemporary Review. He engaged a secretary to go to 
Peking; Miss Jennie Wark Robin, a dark, attractive, and accomplished 
Vew Zealand girl of twenty-one, whose mother was born in the small 
nining-town of Jericho, Victoria, Morrison’s native state. Miss Robin 
riicw French and German and had been private secretary to Lord Balfour 
:>f Biirltigh. Morrison gave her £ 15, and booked a pass-age for her on the 
Mongolia for £^6 8s. To Lovat Fraser he wrote: “IVly secretary will help 
ne put in order all the papers and documents I have accumulated during 
:he last 15 years. I have more than 60 foolscap volumes of diaries and notes, 
md if I had only your gift of literary expression, I could make a vivid and 
interesting histpry of the last few years in China.” 

He WMS interviewed at length by “An Old China Hand” for North- 
:*li/Tc’s Daily Atail, and by h'. A. Mackenzie (“good-natured Jew”!) for 
Northcliffc’s London Alagaztne. The Old China Hand wTote: 

How has this man contrived to obtain such power as mentor of the 
world about the Far East.? Travel in outlying parts of China, and you 
will soon leant one of the causes. Wherever you go, you arc sure 
to find traces of Morrison, his investigations, and his friends. Walk 
just outside the Legation quarter in Peking, and you come to a typical 
Chinese house, its outer lodge facing the street, a big courtyard 
within, a house on one side, a long low building on the other. . . . 
The long building is his library, containing probably the finest col- 
lection of books on the Far East in existence today. It is managed on a 
plan which reveals the man. Everything is systemafi/cd and indexed. 
The least fact can be ascertained at once. The clean-shaven, sturdily 
built Australian loves to show an appreciative visitor his books, his 
cuttings and his methods. Here he works; here hcvmaintains constant 
correspondence with men of ail nationalities throughout the Middle 
Kingdom. System, accuracy, constant intercourse with all classes, 
and a tremendous correspondence have been the foundations on 
which he has built up his knowledge. 
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MacKenzie’s article was titled “China’s Four Hundred Million China- 
men Awake ” — si “curiously infelicitous title,” Morrison wrote to Wick- 
ham Steed, “for the Chinese hate to be called Chinamen: there are not four 
hundred million, and those who have awakened are the infinitesimal num- 
ber.” He pretended to be disturbed by the “awful portrait” of himself that 
confronted him “everywhere” on the yellow cover of the magazine, but 
noted with satisfaction that “six tons” of the issue had been sent to Aus- 
tralia, and 50,000 copies to Canada. 

He politely declined many invitations: to become president of the 
Wolverhanyton Literary Society; to rewrite the article on China in 
Chambers Encyclopaedia^ 16,000 words, for an “honorarium” of thirty- 
nine guineas; to lecture under the auspices of Mr Gerald Christy, whose 
notepaper proclaimed in big red letters sole agent for sir ernest 
SHACKLETON AND COMMANDER PEARY, and whosc Other clicnts included 
the Right Rev. Bishop Welldon, Mr Joseph McCabe, and Lady Beerhohm 
Tree; to sell in China, for a “real goexi commission”, the medical products 
of a Mr Ibberson, who accompanied his invitation with the gift of a tor- 
toiseshell-covered knife. Mr Ibberson received the knife back with a letter 
that was quite as sharp: “The man who could offer a commission displays 
as lax a sense of morality as the man who would accept a commission.” 

When a Kensington estate-agent asked Morrison if a “Mrs George 
Morrison” was a responsible and desirable tenant for a flat, he replied play- 
fully: 

I have knoMTi the lady in question fairly intimately for a long time, 
in fact ever since the 4th February 1862, and I have every reason to 
believe that she is quite respectable. She neither drinks, smokes nor 
chews. . . . 

P.S. I forgot to mention that the lady referred to is my mother. 

With the aid of a secretary and “an overtime typewriter” he carried 
on an “enormous correspondence”. And he noted without comment that 
a suggested name for Australia’s new Federal capital was “Kangarooma”. 

[ XVII ] 

Morrison’s gossip service in London had a picturesque recruit. William 
Maxwell, the far-flung correspondent of the Daily Mail, who had recently 
been spying on Germany’s new naval base at Borkum, introduced him to 
the Countess of Contardone, a “voluptuous, dyed and painted foreign - 
looking Eiylishwoman”. The Countess spent much of her time in Egypt, 
but was a Baedeker of London scandal. Though of a distinguished diplo- 
matic family — ^two of her brothers, Sir Edward and Colonel “Algy” 
Durand, had shared the white man’s burden in India, and her half-brother. 
Sir Mortimer Durand, had been ambassador in three capitals — she was not 
troubled by diplomatic reticences. At their first meeting she told Morrison 
that her husband was a morphinomaniac, and that she herself, though not 
a,n addict, took morphia in large doses. His appetite whetted by these and 
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more scabrous disclosures, Morrison called on her at 5 1 Rutland Gate. He 
described her in his diary as a “venomous woman”, but listened avidly 
as she named the more prominent perverts in the House of Lords and 
spoke with “vitriolic acidity” of his old hero, the late Sir Henry M. 
Stanley: “. . . a bugger who took his native boy with him the first night of 

his wedding Stanley murderer, sodomite etc. etc.” 

The Countess’s first husband was Jameson, who had been a member 
of the Stanley expedition. Bartellot, she said, was murdered with a gun 
given to a native by Bonney. She bombarded Morrison with billets-doux. 
“The damned frowsy-headed Countess favours me with letters and tele- 
grams,” he wrote a fortnight after the first meeting: 

She has what is vulgarly known as a “lech” for The Times Peking 
correspondent. I have no time to answer her letters. She does not 
seem to realize how many are my engagements and how superior are 
other attractions to her faded charms. Certainly she is interesting and 
has a gift for scandal unequalled by any of my acquaintances. 

One of the superior attractions was a girl from the Anny and Navy 
Stores named Dora, with whom Morrison began to console himself during 
the Toni crisis. 

“How I wish you were here!” the Countess wrote when she returned 
to Egypt, in a letter that comprised seven sheets of coroneted lavender 
notepaper: 

J am drifting down the Nile . . . the golden sands on the Libyan side 
stretch out into the limitless horizons — in soft folds of yellow hills 
full of blue shadows — ^indeed the w'ind ripples the sand into tiny 
waves for* miles — ^in each wave or cup you might think sapphires had 
been crushed. Here . . . one breathes deep and 1 feel when 1 ride into 
tlie desert I am riding into God — ^it intoxicates me. ... I often think 
what a glory — a perfection of joy almost not to be lived thro’ — would 
it all be, could one do it with a soul and mind really responsive to 
one’s own. . . . 

There was an abundance of gossip from other sources. Moberly Bell 
deplored the Queen Mother’s folly in leading Mrs George Keppel to 
Edward VIl’s deathbed, with the words, “we both loved him”. Sir C.ecil 
Clcmenti-Smith said Sir Frank Swetrenham had made a quarter of a million 
out of rubber. Captain Robert Muirhead Collins, Australia’s representative 
in England, said Roosevelt’s diamond pin, a cherished gift from his mother, 
had been stolen by his amie in London, “the handsomie barmaid of the 
Alhambra upstairs”. Gwynne said Balfour was a hermaphrodite. . . . 

[ XVIII ] 

When he addressed the Author’s Club on “The Awakening of China” 
Morrison took the opportunity to contrast an awakened Australia with a 
somnolent England: 



. . . judged by every test of modem progress, by the happiness of the 
individual, especially of the working-man, by its determination to 
maintain the purity of its race, by its willingness to accept universal 
military service . . . Australia . . . was awake. . . . England, with its 
unrestricted importation of alien undesirables, with its refusal to train 
up men to defend themselves, was slumbering and snoring, while 
preparations to “give us our lesson”, as our enemies said, were prepar- 
ing with appalling rapidity at our door. 

Reminding his distinguished listeners that while they spoke of a 
Yellow Peril in Europe they forgot that in China there was ever-present 
a much more vivid peril, the European peril, he presented a balanced 
picture of a China recovering from the devastation of three rebellions, 
improving communications and education, but still tolerating a medieval 
penal system, torture, slavery, and footbinding. And he criticized the 
Foreign Office for supporting Japan’s opposition to China’s proposed rail- 
ways in Manchuria. Halfway through his speech Alorrison had the “incon- 
ceivable mortiheation” of having to stop while he battled with a violent 
attack of nose-bleeding. But he went on to acclaim, with dubious sin- 
cerity, the “higli character and good w'ork” of English missionaries in 
China and, apart from the A-lanchurian railways issue, to praise British 
policy in China: 

“I am one of those,” concluded Dr Alorrison, “who have hope in the 
future of this great country, and I am one of rhos<f who believe 
that the policy followed by the British Government in its dealings 
with China has been at heart a good one. (Hear, hear.) We have 
treated the Chinese with consistent moderation and fairneSvS. Oppor- 
tunities of territorial expansion have been given to us many times 
during the past fifty years, but wx have never availed ourselves of 
these opportunities. VVe have dealt with them fairly and squarely. 
(Hear, hear.) When the Chinese Government for the firsr time in its 
history made a serious effort to suppress the cultivation of the poppv% 
we gave the movement active support. We met their wishes in a con- 
ciliatory and reasonable spirit. We undertook to make great sacrifices. 
We are told that we ought to have a constructive policy in China, 
forgetting that China is an independent Empire. We have encouraged 
every movement that has made for progress. We have supported 
every scheme that has tended toward the improvement of the con- 
dition of the people and the increase of their wealth and happiness. 
We have loyally fulfilled our engagements, and all we have asked 
and pressed for is that Chinese on their side should fulfil their Treaty 
obligations as loyally as we have done.” (Cheers.) 

After Sir Walter Hillier had confessed that he personally preferred 
the sleepy old China of past years, and Sir Francis Younghusband had 
declared that China was not a very good neighbour in Tibet (the Dalai 
^.ama had been deposed by a Chinese Imperial Edict on 15th February and 
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had fled to India), Dr Bernard Hollander, as a “scientific phrenologist”, 
paid a gracious tribute to Chinese skulls. Anyone looking at the heads of 
cultured Chinese, he said, must be struck with the massive brains they 
possessed. From the standpoint of anthropological science, therefore, great 
deeds might be expected from them. 

• Morrison’s address was reported at length in the Morning Post, which 
also devoted a leading article to it, but was not mentioned in The Times: 
“Roused by the danger of foreign aggression, the Chinese have shaken 
off their lethargy, and are setting themselves to the task of national reor- 
ganisation," said the Morning Post: 

The Western World is now only realizing that the idea of the break- 
up of the Chinese Empire was somewhat premature. It is also begin- 
ning to wonder, not without some anxiety, what wall be the end of the 
niov( rnent of aw^akening, and there is sometimes an uneasy recollec- 
tion of a prophecy of Sir Robert Hart’s that the day would come 
when the Chinese would repay with interest all the injuries and in- 
sults which they suffered at the hands of European Powders. It is 
easy, no doubt, to make too much of the signs of progress and devel- 
opment visible in China today. But it is still more foolish to ignore or 
sneer at the working of the new spirit in the Empire, and to pretend 
that the reform movement is an empty sham. Doctor Morrison, at any 
rate, does not hold with any such vicw\ ... He is confident that the 
Chinese people have a great future before them. 

From Northcliffe came a telegram: speech most intfrfstinc! can’t 

UNDERSTAND W'llY THE TIMES HAS NO REFERENCE TO IT. I'lie SpCCCh made a 

“big impressioif ’ on J. L. Garvin, and on the amorous Countess dc Contar- 
donc, W'ho wrote: “I can’t tell you how much your talk interested me — 
you fairy-land person — you must find all onr lives so dull.” The fairy-land 
person when he received the Countess’s letter was still trying to stop his 
nose-bleeding. “I read your address wath the greatest possible interest,” 
wrote Lord Stanhope, who w'as “living in hopes” that Morrison would be 
able to come to a w^eekend shooting party at Chevening, Sevenoaks. “1 am 
indeed glad you don’t think our prestige in the Far East impaired. I was 
afraid our deplorably weak and pro-Japanese policy must have had that 
effect.” 

Dr Douglas Gray, medical officer to the British Legation in Peking, 
thought Morrison’s speech “fine and to the point”. But his report on China 
was not encouraging. In a letter dated 21st October 1910 he wrote: 
“Things Governmeiirally arc not going well — in spite of all this cackle 
of progress . . . there is really less progress and reform than there was in 
the day of the Empress Dowager. Every man for himself and his relatives 
is the order of the day. . . .” America’s gesture in arranging for the bal- 
ance of the Boxer indemnity to be spent on Chinese education in America 
was going to popularize her in China in a “far-reaching w'ay: for every 
returned student looks upon the United States as God’s own country. . . . 
The country is mad for education and it has been really surprising to not^ 



the numbers of well-educated young fellows trooping into Peking ... all 
keen to get to America.” But Gray was sure that China, driven by finan- 
cial stress and popular demand for reform, was rapidly approaching a 
crisis: 

Corruption, speculation, bribery and the sale of offices continues, and 
the army of salaried sinecurists increases; and, with all this, there is 
doubt that the government finds increasing difficulty in providing for 
its foreign liabilities. The people will not stand it much longer. The 
Provisional Assembly is already making its power felt in a way which 
was never anticipated, and the demand for the shortening of the pro- 
bationary period and the immediate establishment of a National Par- 
liament is gathering strength before which the government is begin- 
ning to perceptibly weaken. I believe the people will get their way, it 
will be a bloodless revolution; and whatever mistakes they may make 
to begin wdth, I believe it is the only salvation for the country . . . 
the financial question overshadows everything else at tne present 
moment, and reform in this respect cannot be hoped for from above. 
It can only come from the people, the enemies of the official class, 
who in their present temper are prepared to sweep away corruption in 
high quarters, and the multiplication of highly-paid sinecurists, with 
an unsparing hand. ... I am in complete sympathy now with the 
movement for hastening on the establishment of a constitutional gov- 
ernment; if matters are allowed to go on as they are, Irfhink we shall 
soon be faced with a very much w^orse alternative. 

Morrison summed up the English scene in a letter to Lord ffrench in 
Peking; ffrench was associated with Pauling’s, the British contractors in- 
volved in the Manchurian railways dispute: 

So far as 1 can make out it will be impossible to avert war with Ger- 
many. ... I do not see how we can suffer our naval supremacy to be 
challenged. Kitchener is no longer being employed. lie desired the 
Viceroyalty of India and he was backed by both the Lite and the 
present King, but Morley so strongly opposed his appointment that 
he threatened to resign if it were made. Morley . . . has reduced the 
Viceroy to mere agent, nor of the India Office, so much as of him- 
self 

The Times has lost much credit by publication of the Japanese 
supplement towards which the Japanese Government contributed 
10,000. . . . The British action (or inaction) in Manchuria seems 
wholly unjustifiable. . . . There can be no question that the feeling in 
this country against Japan is growing day by day. . . . The country 
seems richer than ever. Wealth is in evidence everywhere. . . . The 
country is full of German Jews, while the unrestricted immigration 
of aliens is so great that there are districts in London peopled by the 
scum of Europe who do not speak English. 
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Morrison’s reference to “German Jews’* reflects a puerile anti-Semi- 
tism which afflicted him all his life, and to which his diary bears frequent 
witness. At times, when he was not denouncing Chirol as a “wily Jesuit”, 
he would label him a “damned Jew”, but he never noted that his early 
friend and champion, Theodore Fink, was a Jew. Northcliffc suffered 
from the same disease, though he used to make the traditional “some-of- 
my-best-friends-are-Jews” msclaimer. When Morrison called on him in 
Paris, Northcliffe, conducting the audience from his bed in the Ritz, de- 
scribed “Old Moberly Bell” — ^who was more English than Northcliffe — as 
a “slipper) Oriental. ... a Jew and a Levantine Jew, the worst and the 
most slippery kind”. 

They talked of Dudley Disraeli Braham, who had joined The Times 
in 1897 and was its correspondent in St Petersburg from 1901 till 1903, 
when he was expelled because of his reports on the Kieshneff massacre. He 
was then in Peking. “Braham is another Jew,” said Northcliffe. “He can 
never be Foreign Editor, that is impossible. I will never have a Jew in 
control of the Foreign Department. They can all be got ar. It was a fatal 
blunder to send a Jew to St Petersburg. Who was responsible?” Morrison 
said Braham’s work in the Far East was “excellent — calm, judicial and 
reasonable”. Northcliffe then spoke uninhibitedly of The Times: 

It is a family party there. Buckle, Capper, Grigg, Bruce Richmond all 
sit together and each one takes up one department and asks only to 
be let alone and have no trouble. It is impossible to affix responsibility. 
That will have to be changed. If it cannot be changed from within, it 
must be changed from without. I’ll simply put my men in. [J. B. 
Capper and Bruce Richmond w^ere Buckle’s assistants.] Would you 
believe it, but it was the custom until not long ago for The Times 
to be empty after going to press on Saturday morning until 5 p.m. 
on Sunday afternoon. I have changed that. 

Morrison dined with Northcliffe and met “a little man named Lane, 
American, manager of the Paris edition of the Daily Mail and has recently 
written a book that has attracted much attention The Great Illusion, 
already translated into 10 languages”. (Lane, who was not an American, 
was better known as Norman Angell, and his book, a powerful indict- 
ment of war, was subsequently translated into five more languages — 
Hindi, Bengali, Urdu, Marathi, and Tamil.) Northcliffe continued his 
disclosures. He was suffering from pancreatitis, but was confident he 
would get better. Arthur Walter granted his staff £ 1 a year pension for 
service. “Some earned thus £^22. year!” The whole parliamentary staff 
was turned into the street when Parliament was not sitting. Arthur Walter 
would have been in jail had he lived. He had defrauded The Times of 
>(42,000 a year for five years. The Times Book Club was a millstone. 
With 800 members, it was losing ;( 2 8,000 a year. “Is a glorified assigna- 
tion house and will certainly figure in the divorce court.” 

Next time Morrison called at the Ritz, Northcliffe was again in bed. 



designing the 1911 poster for the London Magazine, “Are you free to- 
day?” he asked. “Would you like to see a duel — then we’ll go and after- 
wards have a walk in the Bois de Boulogne.” The duel was disappointing. 
It ended farcically when one of the contestants received a scratch on the 
thigh. One of the seconds told Morrison it was his 220th attendance at an 
alfair of honour. 


[XIX] 

Morrison spent a few weeks in Spain, which he had last seen through a 
romantic haze twenty-one years before. Now' he found a squalid, primi- 
tive, and impoverished country which compared unfavourably even with 
China: 

People as improvident and more backward. Villages as in China low 
huts similar roofs. . . . Small villages dominated by the Church out of 
all proportion. Often apparently large enough to hold the whole vil- 
lage. Country stony and bare. No conservation of water. Women 
are allowed no exercise. More backward than China. Education more 
defective than China. Habit of expectoration and exclusion of fresh 
air maintaining tuberculosis prevalence and acting as an eflicient 
check upon growth of population. A decaying race^ Noticeable in- 
ferior status of troops. No gold. Bigotry. Is not this partly account- 
able for their decay? Or mainly accountable? Chief industry seems 
to be the sale of lottery tickets and next the sales of postcards 
made abroad. . . . Bootcleaning is an important indu.stry. 

There was another flourishing trade, prostitution. In Barcelona, Mor- 
rison went to a couple of saloon.s “and saw' the same w'omen, I imagine, 
who frequented the place 2 1 years ago”. He left, disgusted, but in Val- 
encia, the most prosperous city he had seen (“people well fed w'ell clad 
well shod, no paupers, no begging”), he visited a Madrid lady who w'as 
“undeniably pretty and only 18”. Malaga was a wTctched town, “filth and 
squalor worse than China”: “Half the population wishing to black your 
boots, other half begging alms. Pestered with beggars and your footsteps 
dogged by disreputable young scoundrels offering to show you muchachas 
of 15 years of age, ‘very pretty’ in ‘casas particu lares’.” 

The Museo del Prado at Madrid w'as “horribly badly ventilated. Pic- 
tures badly hung. Tw'o attendants could not read”, and the state-owned 
Fabrica de Tabacos, with 3200 workers and no machinery, a good example 
of the nation’s decadence: 

An astonishing spectacle — mostly horribly old hags many of whom 
had been there .since childhood. The air awful and oppressive the 
atmosphere putrid — ^the women spitting freely on the floor for atmos- 
phere increases salivation — ^the tobacco drippings with the tuberculous 
droppings all swept up and made into cigarettes. I could hardly keep 



from vomiting. Children were in the factory. Women fatigued were 
sleeping with their heads buried in the heap of tobacco fibre. . . . 

Spain medical fees ridiculously small and profession loo years be- 
hind. Universal corruption from King downwards. Extraordinary 
prevalence of tubercle and syphilis. 

■ As he journeyed across the country Morrison continued to make com- 
parisons with China: 

Corruption is universal and the system of squeezing worse than in 
China. No idea of sanitation. . . . Cruelty to animals is worse than 
China. . . . Cobble roads nearly a century behind the roads of France 
or Belgium, death rate owing to the ignorance of the people and 
absence of hygiene appalling. . . . Illegitimacy great. . . . More than 
h.ilf the people bom out of wedlock. Newspaper press beneath con- 
tempt. Postal service as cormpt as Japan. 

What is the church doing for the country? Is it helping to edu- 
cate the people? Is it emptying the gaols? Is it keeping the prettiest 
girls from slave brothels? Is it checking a single one of the abuses 
which have brought the country to min? . . . People half-fed in 
the midst of abundance 

“Why should there not be a revolution?” Morrison asked himself. 
The only hope was a republican government. But he was impressed when 
the British Minister, Sir Aiaurice dc Bunsen, with whom he dined, said: 
“A republic requires a well-educated people. In neither Spain nor Portugal 
are people educated.” 

From Spain, Morrison made a brief visit to Vienna, where he saw the 
disgnintled Wfekham Steed, and to Berlin. Steed said bitterly that he 
had no further interest in The Times, Moberly Bell and Chirol had both 
insulted him; Chirol, who, he said, had been brought up by the Jesuits, 
had long tried to get back into the Foreign Office. But the best position 
promised him was private secretary to Sir Edward Grey “or some such”, 
at / 600 a year. Chirol had hoped for a legation. E. B. Bourcicr, the Bal- 
kans correspondent of The Times^ had also been treated scandalously by 
Chirol, and nearly driven to suicide. “What despicable intrigues! ” Morri- 
son wrote in his diary. “What a mean-spirited cur. Jesuitical treacherous 
jealous is Chirol!” 

It was an even more unhappy family that Morrison found when he 
'•eturned to Printing House Square on Christmas Day. Lovat F*raser, who 
nad been under caffeine treatment for dipsomania, had broken down 
again, and was trying hypnotism. Lionel James, “of world wide reputa- 
tion”, whose salary had been £,600 a year, had been cut to £200 a year 
and so much a column. Chirol, the Jewish-Jesuit cur, had had another 
breakdown. Moberly Bell was known as the “dying Titan”, and Lord 
Northcliffe was harrying them all. He told Morrison that Bell’s father 
had intended to christen him “Miserly Bell” — a contemptible libel on a 
man who had impoverished himself in the service of The Times. 
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[XX] 

In his war of nerves against the “Old Gang” Northcliffe saw in Morrison 
a useful ally. He invited Morrison to his rented Elizabethan mansion, Sut- 
ton Place (“very luxurious, built 1521-1526 by wealthy brewer named 
Weston”), and launched another slashing attack on “flabby, peace-at-any- 
pricc” Buckle, Bell the “slippery Levantine Jew”, and ChiroX “very able, 
very opinionated, very prejudiced and as jealous as a woman-^on*t 
forget this, he^s a Jesuit", They were all clinging to their highly paid 
positions, Northcliffe said, and were determined to stick it at all costs. 
And they were all hostile to Morrison: 

They’ve got you in the neck. I won’t repeat what they said of you. 
But they want you out. They think you so soft that they can do what 
they like with you. You’ll go back as before and they’ll treat you 
as before. They’ll shut you up. They’ll put cotton- wool in your ears. 
For six hours I was with Bell and Buckle yesterday. These men you 
must beat with a big stick, it is the big stick only that makes them 
listen to reason. ... I insisted that you shall go back happy and con- 
tented. I said you have rendered great services to The Times and to 
the Empire, and the proprietors of whom I am the Chief are deter- 
mined that if any man has to go, it is not the Peking correspondent. 

... You can’t trust these men Tlicy want to get you out, but you 

will not go. 

Northcliffe said Morrison must insist on three things: all Ws telegrams 
to be published unless the Foreign Office specially asked for publication 
to be withheld; seventy-five per cent of all his letters to be published 
within a reasonable time, and reasons to be given when letters were not 
published. 

Back in London, Morrison had a telephone call from a “much per- 
turbed” Moberly Bell, Northcliffe had told Mrs Mobcrly Bell that Morri- 
son had brought many charges against Chirol. “So I have involved myself 
in a tidy row,” Morrison wrote in his diary. “What an astonishingly indis- 
creet man is Northcliffe. What is his game?” 

Morrison found Moberly Bell “cheerful and contented, despite the 
mischief-making of Northcliffe”, whose policy of divide and conquer had 
apparently been employed with some success on the Daily Mail. Moberly 
Bell’s printer, an old schoolmate of Northcliffe’s named Bland, had de- 
scribed the Daily Mail as “a hotbed of intrigue, everybody tale-bearing, 
everybody conspiring to dispossess the man above him”. 

At Northcliffe’s suggestion Morrison sent a long letter to Moberly 
Bell, with a copy to Chirol, protesting strongly against the policy of the 
Foreign Department — “a pohey which regards foreign news not from the 
journalistic point of view, but from the diplomatic point of view”. He 
complained, as Wickham Steed and Bourcier had complained, of “the 
systematic suppression of facts when they conflict with the preconceived 
prejudices of Chirol”. He said that his only interest was the efficiency of 
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The Times as a newspwer, and this had been destroyed by Chirol. And 
he asked whether The Times was to continue to reflect ChiroFs view that 
** Japan can do no wron^; China can do no right”. 

Moberly Bell rephed so sorrowfully that Morrison felt concern for 
the “poor fellow” and wired him: very sorry my letter upset you and 
MUCH surprised FOR NO SUCH INTENTION OR DESIRE. ChiroFs reply was eight 
foolscap pages of bitter condemnation. He spoke of the exceptional con- 
sideration always shown Morrison, reproached him for the scantiness of 
his work, and declared that Morrison was the only correspondent of The 
Times who had been allowed one year’s leave of absence on full pay. 

“He considers my journey across China . . . was a private holiday of 
my own,” Morrison wrote to Wickham Steed, enclosing a copy of the 
letter to Moberly Bell: 

My letter upset the office. . . . Chirol is indignant beyond measure 
and says he will never forgive me . . . apparently The Times makes a 
distinction between suppression of facts and non-publication of facts. 
Out of consideration for Chirol who is of a very sensitive tempera- 
ment (by the way, nobody imagines . . . that a foreign correspondent 
can possess a sensitive temperament) the wish is expressed that every- 
thing will be done that can be done to meet my wishes, but I am 
asked to write a letter saying that in speaking of the suppression of 
facts I referred mainly ... to the suppression of facts occurring within 
my own knowledge in reference to my own sphere. This I am quite 
willing to do. 

To Steed he wrote: 

There seeAis to be a desire to send me back contented, and in many 
ways 1 am more contented than I have been for some years . . . my 
letter has “deeply pained V.C.” but it has shaken them properly. . . . 
It is most important that you should have an opportunity of speaking 

to Lord Northcliffe I certainly hinted communicating freely with 

him in the future. He is a sympathetic man and inspires devotion. 
You need have no fear about your future position on The Times. 

Steed telegraphed: bourcier joins in thanks for services rendered 
PAPER during your STAY IN ENGLAND, and WFOte: 

The stale breath of sham diplomacy has withered our Foreign Depart- 
ment for the last lo years; and instead of being the chief informants 
and, as such, the leaders of the public, we have tended to become 
disingenuous partisans. Your gallant stand will not have been made in 
vain. It has strengthened the hands of colleagues who have never been 
able to drive things home as you have done. . . . 

Moneypenny thought Morrison had gone too far, but he was just as 
critical of the Foreign Department for being “the mouthpiece of the 
Foreign Office” and tor subordinating correspondents to ChiroFs personal 
views. 
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When Morrison for the first time met Dudley Braham (“clean-shaven, 
markedly Jewish features”), who had returned from the Far East as 
acting Foreign Editor, Braham said the future under Northcliffe’s regime 
was so uncertain that he hesitated to take a house on a seven-year lease: 
“He knows NorthclifFe’s peculiarities, setting men one against the other.” 
And he repeated a now all-too-familiar lament: “There is chaos in the 
management and in editorial control, disorganization and unrest.” Braham 
agreed with Morrison about many things in China and Japan. He thought 
that revolution was inevitable in China because the Central Government 
was too weak to control the Provincial Assemblies. He said the Japanese 
hated Morrison, and specially warned him against Honda, who had de- 
scribed Morrison as a “political adventurer”. Describing himself as a lib- 
eral, Braham regretted that The Times leaders could never be read by 
liberals without anger. “Is only 36 years of age — able and lucky man widi 
a great future before him!” wrote Morrison. “A brilliant journalist.” 

A few days later Morrison turned forty-nine. “How time is passing,” 
he WTote. Continuing ill-health sharpened his awareness of time’s tran- 
sience. He was run down and depressed, and spent a day among the doc- 
tors of Harley Street. One found “hepatic congestion” and very high 
blood pressure, and ordered him a purely beefsteak diet, with hot water. 
1 le dined on a twelve-ounce steak, and felt better. Then he dined on two 
steaks, and felt better still. But the improvement was short-lived, and he 
was advised to take an “electric shower-bath”: 

Was in the chair getting the electric bath when such w as the grue- 
some conversation of the doctor about albuminiria, diabetes and 
suchlike horrible things that I went off in a faint and was so shaken 
that I had to rest all the morning first on the sofa in tlic Doctor’s 
drawing room. . . . 

Disillusioned entries follow: 

Much distrust of the doctor, doubting if he is doing me any good am 
nerveless uncertain worried and dispirited — ^largely, I fancy, climatic. 
The awful gloom of the climate is nearly maddening. 

Horrible, gloomy day. Dense fog. Am much in need of a change. Feel 
very depressed and think an hour’s sunshine would do me more good 
than any amount of galvanic battery. 

But many nights “Dora came to cheer me”. She seems to have been less 
demanding than Toni. Morrison bought her a blouse, and a bracelet that 
cost £6 6s., and on i6th February 1911 said good-bye to her on Swan and 
Edgar’s comer as he drove off to the station, en route for Sr Petersburg. 
Before he left he was photographed for the Daily Mirror^ which published 
the picture with the caption: “Dr Morrison, The Times famous corres- 
pondent at Peking, who knows more of China than any other European. 
He had two new experiences yesterday. He had gas when a tooth was ex- 
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tracted and was photographed by flashlight while packing at Artillery 
Mansions, S.W.” 

Morrison's valedictory letters included one to NorthclifFe: 

1 cannot thank you too warmly for all the kindness you and Lady 
NorthcliflFe have shown me since I came to England. 1 count it 
among the greatest privileges 1 have enjoyed in England, the oppor- 
tunity you have given me of meeting and talking over with you our 
hopes and aspirations for the future of The Times, 1 will keep in 
to^icli with you and let you know from time to time how things are 
going. There will, I believe, in the future be no further suppression 
of facts that conflict with the prejudices of our foreign editor. Thanks 
to you I go back to China more contented than J have been for .. 
long time past, for 1 know that 1 can always communicate with you 
should need arise. 

And to Sir Cecil Clementi-Smith: 

Things in The Times do not look well at all — financially, I mean. 
Lord NorthclifTc is doing all he can to improve the paper, to remove 
the “raging discontent” of its staff, to raise its tone, and to release it 
from the unfortunate entanglements in which it was enmeshed — the 
Book Club and such things—before he became connected with it. 
Money is being spent lavishly, especially on the Canadian and Ameri- 
can service, but I am afraid that the increase of circulation is not 
commensurate with the increase of expenditure. Chirol is quite unfit 
to be our foreign editor. . . . All of us recognize his ability, but all of 
us think that he is die most hopelessly unjust and Jesuitical foreign 
editor that can be found in Great Britain. . . . Fancy our foreign ser- 
vice being subject to the caprice of a man who only goes to the office 
between the hours (and then not every day) of three and seven in 
the afternoon. . . . Lord Northcliffe says he is going to have two 
mottoes inscribed over “ITie Times” office — “News, like wine, im- 
proves by keeping” and the odicr: “All scope abandon ye who enter 
here.” 

Sir Cecil replied: 

The account you give me of the state of affairs in The Times office is 
most intcresring and most deplorable. As an Englishman I have alw'ays 
been proud of The Times, but it is difficult to be so any longer. . . . 


[XXI] 

In St Petersburg, Morrison called on the British Ambassador, Sir George 
Buchanan, a diplomat of thirty-eight years’ experience — “a faded rou6 
type, thin and bony with buck teeth, a hook nose and high cheekbones, a 
typical nincompoop, an astonishing freak to be in an Embassy, even when 
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it is remembered what Ambassadors England does employ*’. Sir George 
created an impression of **feebleness and irresolution”. But a talk with the 
Russian Foreign Minister, M. Sasonoif, was “deeply interesting”. Morri- 
son reported it in a letter to Lady Blake: 

He spoke with much freedom to me, especially about China. The 
burden of his story was, “We want to see a prosperous China, but not 
a strong China.” He seemed to be afraid as all Russians whom I met 
are afraid, of Chinese immigration into Siberia, of the defenceless 
state of the Siberian frontier, and of the ultimate danger should that 
frontier still be undefended and China become a strong and aggres- 
sive power. 1 pointed out that for years to come China cannot be 
strong, that although her army had been greatly improved during the 
past hve years, the whole available force which now possesses, 
modern drilled, is certainly less than 200,000 men, an insignificant 
number to protect even the borders of an Empire of such vast area. 


[ XXII ] 

Before he left London, Morrison wrote in his diary, on 26th January 191 1: 
“Alarming news from Peking of the spread of the plague, Harbin. Not 
bubonic but the deadly pneumonic.” He was soon engaged in a confer- 
ence at the Chinese Legation with McLeavy Brown, the minister (Liu), 
and the plague expert. Professor William Simpson, who hid offered his 
services to China for a retaining-fee of ^ 2000, a salary of ^ month, 
an assistant, all expenses for both, and funds for laboratories and anti-toxin. 
Morrison advised the minister to reduce the retainer to ^00 guineas. 

Simpson spoke of plague being carried by fowls and pigeons. Said 
that the pheasant had almost disappeared from Manchuria. He 
thought this very interesting. In east Anglia, he found plague in cat, 
rabbit, ferret, as well as the rat. Simpson speaks with experience 
gained in South Africa, South China and India. 

Apparently Simpson would not reduce his retainer, and Dr Petrie, of 
the Lister Institute, was appointed, with Dr Farrar, of the Local Govern- 
ment Board, his assistant. Morri.son travelled w^ith them from Moscow to 
Harbin. Farrar, whose father was the eminent author of Eric, or Little by 
Little^ was a “gassy little cocksparrow”, ignorant, pretentious and loud- 
mouthed, and Petrie, though a very able bacteriologist, a “dull, heavy 
wearisome and uninteresting” conversationalist. Morrison found the train 
journey rather trying. I'he talk was mainly about plague-bearing fleas and 
rats, with such questions as whether a man who died after eating a plague- 
infected marmot had been infected by ingestion or contact. Morrison, 
after recording these learned discussions in pages of his diary, added some 
curious observations of his own: There was no reference to the rat in 
Defoe’s Journal of the Plague Year, except of its destruction . . . and there 
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were those enigmatic references to men “smitten with the emerods 
(Samuel, 1:5) and the “five golden emerods and five golden mice that mar 
the land” (Samuel, 1:6) 

At Harbin, Morrison was met by Dr Wu Lien-teh, an accomplished 
Chinese graduate of Cambridge, who was in charge of the anti-plague 
campaign, and together they inspected the hospitals and quarantine 
stations. Morrison saw the hovels in which the coolies lay “close packed 
naked side by side along a raised earthen platform ... or in tiers in bunks 
rising from floor to roof, in an atmosphere that is simply awful”. The 
Chinese authorities in Harbin, he reported, “showed deplorable ignorance, 
vacillation and mendacity as they concocted lying reports for the bewild- 
erment of the authorities in Peking”. He corrected some of these repo^ 
in dispatches which, in Dr Wu’s words, “attracted universal attention" and 
which the Peking Daily News said were “in striking contrast to the wild 
rumours” which other correspondents had been circulating. 

The Russians, particularly, for political reasons, were sending “grossly 
and grotesquely exaggerated” accounts, and Alorrison wrote to Dr Wu 
suggesting that Wu should communicate the true facts directly to The 
Times: 

. . . ITic Russian policy has, for some considerable time past, been 
bent on exaggerating in the press in Europe the unsatisfactory con- 
dition of Manchuria. You no doubt know what shocking lies have 
been told in this connection. . . . Many of these statements I am cor- 
recting in The Times , , . . Can you do anything in the way 1 suggest? 
We are deeply interested in the plague; we are as much interested 
almost as Qiina herself in tlie maintenance of the integrity of Man- 
churia. 

The epidemic did not last long, but 67,000 people died. 

I XXIIl ] 

Morrison was back in Peking on 12th iVlarch. Tliere had been more im- 
provements during his fifteen months’ absence. “ I'he city is being trans- 
formed,” he wrote to Lady Blake: 

Macadamized roads are being made everywhere: every important 
house is lit with electric light, the streets arc lighted by electricity: 
there is an excellent telephone s)"stem: there is a postal service with a 
delivery eight times a day. The police force cannot be too highly 
praised — a well-paid, well-equipped, well-disciplined body of men. 
Why, I saw yesterday a sergeant of police assisting a poor wheel- 
barrow man, wheeling manure, whose barrow had overturned, this 
most humble of all coolies, to right his barrow. Could you have con- 
ceived such a thing in the past? All the ministries are now either 
stationed in western buildings, some of (juite imposing size, or will be 
stationed in such buildings soon. There is a good water supply, and 1 



have no doubt that before long we shall have electric tramways. . . . 
The Chinese here are taking largely to the use of modem things. For 
example, there is a large trade in Fjiglish bedsteads. All over the city 
you find rubber-tyred rickshaws. I .otters are delivered by coolies 
riding rubber-tyred bicycles. Carriages in Peking now you can count 
by the thousands, and there are a few motor cars. There will soon be 
as many as there are in Shanghai. Building is going on all over the 
city. . . . 

He was convinced that the country was much more prosperous, but 
currency reform was still the crying need, though here, too, there had 
been “very considerable” improvement. Coined money could now be used 
all over the Fmpire, and banknotes were everywhere current, though at 
varying discounts. Railway development was making real progress. The 
last great railway loan of / lo million for the Huan-Hupeh Szechwan 
railway was the most important ever signed in China, for it provided for 
the construction of 12,000 miles of railway, through the richest and most 
densely populated part of the Yangtze Valley, within three years of com- 
mencing work. There was much less friction between the powers than 
before: England, France, Germany, and America were working together 
with their “Four Nations” loans: 

What we arc trying to induce the Chinese to do is to build their rail- 
ways by contract, the only wise way. . . . We want them to have a 
railway built, and when finished and paid for, to be handed over to 
the Chinese to do with it as they choose — as they woultfhavc a battle- 
ship built for them. 

But the Navy was in a “hopelessly rotten condition”: . 

With the exception of Prince Ch’ing, probably the most corrupt of 
the high officials in Peking is Prince I'sai Ch*cn, the Minister of the 
Navy, a bloated, evil-living parasite of the worst type. He has placed 
what arc called “courtesy orders” among the foreign powers, buying 
from each country which entertained him on his journey through 
Europe, a different ship of a different type, so that not even the bolts 
are interchangeable. I'hc Navy is spoken of as a “naval museum”. 1 le 
has now ships of different types from England, Germany, Japan, 
America, Au.stria and Italy. 

The Japanese Navy may have been more efficient, but according to 
the British Naval attache in Tokyo, Sir Douglas Brownrigg, it was no less 
corrupt. Sir Douglas wrote to Morrison: 

There are some confiding idiots who fancy that this country is run 
on the non-squeeze principle: all I have to say to that is that it shows 
them either to be absurdly credulous or lamentably ignorant! as there 
is not a move made of any sort or kind in the Armament or Machin- 
ery line or of course in the ship-building line generally, without very 
large sums of money being diverted from their intended destination! 
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[XXIV] 

For eleven years the Austrian Legation in Peking had boycotted Morrison 
because he had reported the panic withdrawal of the Austrian command- 
ant, Captain Thomann, at the beginning of the Boxer uprising. Now the 
Bridsh military attache in Peking, General George Pereira, asked Morrison 
to meet Count Lutzow, formerly Austrian Ambassador to Rome, ^\'ho was 
visiting Peking: “Count Lutzow is especially anxious to meet you. ... As 
he said yesterday you arc one of those who have the power of making 
peac'’ or war, so 1 hope in the present emergency you will make for 
peace.” The Count was very complimentary, and suggested a formula for 
ending the diplomatic impasse: “I am to write him a letter which . . . \ 
be shown to the Fjnperor. I am to speak of ‘Austrians shedding their blood 
upon a hundred fields of valour* and such like balderdash and I will do it 
gladly. I’ll lay it on with a spade.” 

Morrison wielded the spade effectively, and after sending off his 
“ornate letter”, in which he not only extolled the glorious valour of Aus- 
tria’s soldiery but referred to the Austrian Emperor as the most revered 
figure in the world, he asked at the British Legation if Austria had ever 
won a single victory? No one could answer the question. “Such flap- 
d(x>dlc to remove an eleven-year boycott!” he commented. 

Morrison’s relations with the other ministers were harmonious, he 
reported to Garnett, of the Foreign Office. I hc Germans were “more 
cordial”, France was now represented by “an unusually able” minister, de 
Margerie, and the “intriguing” Japanese, Honda, had been replaced by 
ljuin, who, Morrison commented dryly, “may be expected occasionally to 
tell the truth”. On 15th July, ljuin sent Morrison a copy of a new Anglo- 
Japanese Treaty, which had been concluded two days before. Morrison 
acknowledged it fulsoniely: 

[ desire to join my congratulations with the many you will have re- 
ceived on the extension of our Alliance, which is so important a factor 
in the maintenance of the world’s peace, and in the peaceful develop- 
ment of our two great Fanpires. 

1 thank you exceedingly for your thoughtfulness in sending me 
so promptly the full text of this epoch-making agreement. 

“1 have no new instructions and do not propose to make any notifica- 
tion to the Chinese on the subject,” Sir John Jordan wrote to Morrison. 


[XXV] 

Ghosts from the past continued to stalk Morrison’s letterbox. From 
Charlevillc, Queensland, came a letter from “Matt J. Langtrcc”, whom 
Morrison had met on his walk across Australia: “We were both stuck up 
together at Hammonds on Kyabra Creek for 2 weeks you will remem- 

ber how we had to light fires for the horses on account of the sandflies.” 
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Mr Langtree, who had been a droving stockman in many parts of Australia 
and wanted a job in China as a stock inspector, wrote with contempt of a 
possible Japanese invasion of Australia: “Let the Japs have one try, they 
will not want another. . . . Hurrah George! Australia for Ever.” Mary 
Joplin, who was hard up again, wrote from Calcutta: “Now let me wish 
you luck for the Derby and don’t forget me if you are so Lucky as to 
win a handsome prize.” And Maggie Leighton, also hard up, wrote from 
Edinburgh: “It is very difficult to get our rooms let. . . . Perhaps you 
will not take it amiss if I ask you for a little money. . . .” Morrison sent a 
postal order, and got a grateful acknowledgement from Mrs Leighton: “I 
return many thanks for I do not underkand she never told me anything 
about it till after she had done it. . . . She had been upset with coloured 

men w hich we had to put aw'ay ” 

He did not forget Toni — or Dora. Soon after his return to Peking he 
asked the energetic Dr Dungate to tell Toni he was asking after her, and 
to send Dora some money to buy a present. Dungate could not find I'oni’s 
address, but carried out the other commission: “I wrote at once to La 
Traviata, and here is the reply from her.” La Traviata’s reply was ad- 
dressed not to Alfredo but to “John Brown”, the nom-de-lit apparently 
used by Morrison during their association: 

I received your very nice present this morning through your friend 
Dr Dungate of course 1 was very much surprised to receive it, as I 
began to think you had quite forgotten me and Mis Barker often 
talks about you and wonders how you are I need hardly tell you that 
1 miss you very much and often wish you were in London, as you 
know 1 was fond of my John Brovm. I shall go straight to Madam 
Rose and order myself a nice costume and every time I w^ear it will 
think of you not that I ever forget you as I have so many things to 
remind me of you the Bracelet you gave me is not in pawn yet and is 
not likely to be why don’t you write to me I have looked for a letter 
so often we are having very nice weather here now and am lix)king 
forward for the coronation I suppose there is no such Luck as you 
coming for it I wish there was 1 am asking your Friend to forward 
this on to you I will now close 

Widi Love and Kisses 
from Dora. 

P.S. I have forgotten to add that I thank you very much for the nice 
present. 

There was a notable difference between Dora’s sinewy prose and the 
lush cadences of the invitation Morrison received from the Countess de 
Contardone: 

When will you come home ^in? Stop in Egypt on your way and 
come and stay with me — or if next summer, come to the Greek Isles 
and spend a few lazy days with me there. 

One must every now and again go into retreat into the quiet 
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backwaters — ^to rest and regain from nature all that is constantly 
taken out of us by strenuous life among men and women. ... So do 
spare a few days from your splendidly full life — ^to come and listen to 
Pan’s reeds — and the sighs of the Lesbia dreamers flowing over the 
sunlit Greek waters 

A few months later Morrison again wrote to Dungate about Toni: “I 
should like to hear of her. Rarely has anyone treated me with baser ingrati- 
tude. It was my own fault, and there is no need to repine, though I do re- 
gret the loss of that beautiful pearl pendant.” But in September he wrote: 
“Don’t trouble any more about Toni, I, of course will never write to her 
again.” By then he had two big distractions — another revolution aiiv. 
another romance. Once more in his life there was a conjunction of foreign 
and sexual crises. The Russo-Japanese war had found him involved with 
Maysie. The Chinese revolution found him involved with Bessie — an Aus- 
tralian girl whom, month after month, he feared he had impregnated. 
Entries, scattered between long passages on the fall of the Manchus, chart 
his turbulent emotions: 

27 September — ^Worried as I have not been for years — and w'ith 
reason. I will rejoice w'hen the next month is passed safely. . . Why 
am I of such a sensitive nature^ 

5* October — More hopeful. Premonitory symptoms . . . Pain in the 
side. 

6 October — Bessie . . . beautiful last night but hair dyed today un- 
attractive. Is singularly attractive to me and has a host of admirers. 

October— 'W orned and fretful because Bessie has deserted me. . . . 
26 October — Bessie . . . did not speak of the end of the Dynasty. 
Spoke about the races tomorrow and the dress she w^as to wear. 

7 November — Should be today — God grant it may be! 

24 November — ^Bessie left me today the severest wrench I have suf- 
fered for many years. So bright attractive winning kind and sym- 
pathetic so sweet to look upon so exquisitely formed so natural . . . 
all day in a haze that fair image was e cr before me that beiutiful 
voice ringing in my ears. My God why do I lose my sense — my per- 
verted sense of duty! 

2y November — My thoughts mainly for the absent Bessie. How 
keenly do I miss her and her winning attractive ways her bright 
smile and her engaging frankness. . . . What have 1 done to deserve 
such happiness and how horribly I will suffer when such happiness is 
taken from me? 

5 December — ^It is her day but nothing has yet transpired. No need 
for anxiety until Wednesewy 6th. 

7 Nothing yet and 1 am in increaang anxiety. . • . 



CHAPTER NINE 


[I] 

Thr first Cabinet in China’s history was formed in April 1911. “The 
new Cabinet is an undoubted advance towards constitutional government,” 
Morrison wrote tc) Garnett in the Foreign Office. It was five years since 
China had been promised a constitution. Provincial Assemblies, set up two 
years before, had inaugurated a campaign for the immediate summoning 
of the National Assembly, the body that was to function until the birth 
of the Imperial Parliament. The National Assembly met in 1910, and 
China seemed to be moving steadily if unhurriedly towards a system simi- 
lar to that of Japan, in which the Emperor was an absolifte monarch 
exercising very wide powers within the limits of a constitution. But on 
loth October 1911 an accidental explosion in a house in the Russian con- 
cession at Hankow sparked off the eleventh and last rising against the 
Manchu dynasty and ended an Empire more than 2fK>o years old. When 
police investigating the explosion searched the house they found a collec- 
tion of arms and a list of men who were plannii^ an uprising to take place 
a week later. Some of the conspirators were officers of the local garrison. 
To avoid arrest they mutinied and, against little opposition, seized the 
three cities of Hankow, Hanyang, and Wuchang that make up Wuhan. 
Next day Morrison telegraphed The Times: “Peking is thoroughly 
alarmed by the news of a revolutionary outbreak and mutiny of troops. 
. . .” Peking had good reason for alarm. City after city in south and central 
China joined the rebellion. On 13th October, Morrison telegraphed: “The 
Manchu dynasty is in danger. The sympathies of the immense mass of 
educated Chinese are all with the revolutionaries. Little sympathy is ex- 
pressed for the corrupt and effete Manchu dynasty with its eunuchs and 
other barbaric surroundings. The Court is in great anxiety and the outlook 
for the throne . . . ominous.” 

Panic-.stricken, the Regent, Prince Ch’un, turned to the man who had 
been insultingly dismissed two years and ten months before. Yuan 
Shih-k’ai was appointed Viceroy of Hupei and Hunan, with instructions 
^ to suppress the revolt. “The Throne must be in an extremity to appoint 
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Yuan Shih-k’ai and for him to accept,” Morrison worte on 14th October. 
But Yuan was in no hurry to accept. He remembered the remarkable 
affection of his foot, and solemnly declared that it had not yet been cured. 
Meanwhile the revolutionaries had also tried to win his support by offer- 
ing him die Presidency of the Republic if the revolution succeeded. 
Yuan let the revolutionary pot boil for nine days before he announced 
the conditions on which he could be induced — despite the foot — to emerge 
from redrement. He must be given supreme command of the armed 
forces, with adequate money and supplies; a responsible Government, with 
himself Prime Minister, must replace die existing council of princes; the 
revoludonaries must be pardoned. The Regent hesitated, and Yuan re- 
mained in his Garden for Cultivating Longevity, cultivating his historic 
foot. Finally, with the revolution spreading, the Regent gave in. Yuan’s 
foot was miraculously cured, and on 31st October he was able to inspect 
his troops at the front. 

Adorrison, despite his concern over Bessie, worked furiously at his 
telegrams. He spent five days in Hankow, and between i idi October and 
24th November wired The Times 8113 words (“equals 591.1 1.5^’)- The 
only acknowledgment he received was a telegram, gratevul slight re- 
duction SERVICE, but Mrs Moberly Bell wTotc: “Once again you are the 
most read man in London.” On 1 3th November he w'atched Yuan Shih-k’ai 
arrive in Peking by special train, with a bodyguard of “wild-looking 
halberdic»*s carrying long two-handled swords”. Dr Charles 'renney, 
Chinese Secretary of the American legation, was at Yuan’s home — the 
rcinplc in w'hich Li Hung-chang had lived — awaiting his arrival. He 
handed Yuan message from Dr Wu Ting-fang in Shanghai, who repre- 
sented the revolutionaries. The message, which Dr Wii asked to be de- 
livered to the Regent, said that if the Emperor abdicated his safety would 
be guaranteed and he would be adequately pensioned. 1 cimcy told Yuan 
he could not take tliis messjige to the Regent. Yuan said it was nonsense. 
He gave Tenney to understand that he would support no policy that had 
for its object the removal of the dynasty. 

But Yuan w'as interested neither in saving the throne nor in setting up 
a genuine republic. The “Machiavellian old Brutus”, as Victor Purcell 
calls him, had one objective: to make himself niler of China. He intended 
to use the revolution — as he had used the Sino- Japanese w'ar of 1 895, the 
Reform movement of 1898, and the Boxer uprising of 1900 — to serve his 
own ends. This required adroit manipulation of die. conflicting forces. 
The three main political groups in Cliina, all of them opposed to the 
Manchu regime and to one another, were the radical revolutionaries, led 
by the peripatetic Sun Yat-sen — ^he was in Denver, Colarado, when the 
rebellion broke out — rhe reformers, or coastitutional monarchists, and 
Yuan’s followers, who were more concerned with power than with 
policy. 

Yuan removed the immediate threat to the North by recapturing 
Hankow, but he did not follow up his victory, and the rebels restored the 
balance on 2nd December by capturing rhe ancient capital of Nanking. 
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While Nanking was still in the Government’s hands Sir John Jordan spoke 
“very straight” to Yuan about the barbarous behaviour of his troops there. 
“Men were beheaded and their heads stuck outside the door. ... if such 
things continued, China would estrange the good opinion of the whole 
world.” Yuan seemed impressed, and promised to look into the matter. 

On 1 6th November, Captain Tsai Ting-kan, of the Navy Board, 
called on Morrison. Tsai, a Cantonese, was an American graduate who not 
only spoke perfect English but wrote English verse. For many years he 
had been a devoted follower of Yuan Shih-k’ai, and Yuan had sent him to 
Wuhan to negotiate peace with the revolutionary leader. General Li 
Yuan-hung. He had known Li personally when Li was third engineer on a 
torpedo boat in a flotilla which Tsai Ting-kan commanded. He told Mor- 
rison of his reception by the revolutionaries in Wuhan: 

He was . . . given tea, and conducted info a room where he was 
given the seat of honour, and began a discussion with some 40 dele- 
gates. . . . What impressed him most was the youth of the delegates, 
who were from all the Yangtze provinces. . . . The eldest Li Yuan- 
hung was (Chinese counting) 48, nearly all had been in Japan and 
there had acquired their revolutionary ideas. . . . Tsai was asked to 
state his case. He said he came to endeavour to restore peace and if 
possible effect a compromise. He urged that a republican form of 
government was not adapted for this country. If each province was 
a state of a federated republic, what was to prevent the secession 
of each province in turn? . . . He urged that in the opiiflon of Yuan 
Shih-k*ai, the retention of the dynasty as a limited monarchy was the 
best safeguard for the preservation of the integrity of tlic Empire. He 
claimed that every reform movement demanded by the revolutionary 
party had been conceded. Then the delegates spoke. In turn . . . each 
declared emphatically that the reigning dynasty must be dethroned. 
“You cannot trust the word of a Manchu”, was their bitter saying. 
. . . the only hope for the country was to sweep the curse from it. . . . 
The dynasty would be guaranteed pensions and protection bur they 
must be swept into retirement. . . . The delegates unanimously de- 
clared that they stood for a United States of China, ... a republic 
modelled partly on that of America, and partly on that of France, 
with some modifleations derived from Switzerland, the President to 
be elected by the people and to hold office for three years. 

Tsai Ting-kan replied that a constitutional monarchy such as 
existed in England was the most stable of all, and the highest illustra- 
tion possible of purity of administration. He spoke of the great cor- 
ruption that had been known to exist in the Republic of France, and 
cited the Panama scandals as instances of what occurred there, and 
while reminding them that he had been educated in America, he 
described the immense corruption rampant there in all departments of 
public life. They asked him what instance could he give to show that 
a monarchy was more stable than a republic. All desired the stability 



of a United China. Look what had happened, he replied, in Mexico. 
Remember the recent revolution. Do not forget the internecine strife 
occurring in the South American Republics ever since they became 
republics — a revolution every second or third year. 

In the evening Tsai dined with the delegates. They sat together 
• “as one family” and chatted. He argued for Yuan and a limited mon- 
archy and admits they were in no way shaken by what he said. He 
said all the delegates spoke highly of Yuan Shih-k’ai and expressed 
their surprise that after the treatment he had been accorded by the 
M^nchus, he should now come to their assistance. Tsai replied that 
Yuan would have been a coward had he not come forward when 
appeals were made to him to try and save the country from di&- 
rupdon. 

After listening to Tsai for nearly an hour Morrison was forced to the 
conviction that Tsai himself was a republican at heart: “While defending 
constitutional monarchy in theory, he is as strongly anti-Manchu as the 
men with whom he was sent to parley.” Instead of influencing them he 
had been impressed by the strength and sincerity of their arguments. 

Tsai and Morrison discussed Yuan Shih-k’ai’s difficulties. Morrison 
said he could not declare for the retention of the dynasty shorn of all its 
powers and reconcile this view with the determination of the South for a 
republic. What better solution could there be, Morrison asked, than that 
the dynasty should abdicate? But in that case would Yuan Shih-k’ai be 
appointed President? Tsai was not certain. Tsai spoke of China’s desperate 
financial position. The Wai Wu Pu had no money to pay its own staff, 
and the Ministry of Oimmunications would have to close down alto- 
gether. He said Yuan had spoken to him about the services Morrison had 
rendered to China: 

Then I suggested tliat perhaps the foreign powers might be induced 
to intimate to the Manchu dynasty that they could expect no help 
from foreign intervention and better accept the proposals and abdi- 
cate, withdraw into honourable retirement. 

Impressions left by my talk: i. No hope of a constitutional mon- 
archy in so far as it involves the retention of the Manchus. 2. That 
Tsai Ting-kan himself, the intimate confidant of Yuan, is opposed 
to their retention. 3. That the Throne itself is beginning to realize 
that its position is hopeless that it will withdraw to Jehol. 

At Wuhan, Tsai had asked what part Sun Yat-sen had played in the 
revolution, and was told none at all. It was purely a military uprising. The 
revolutionaries whom Tsai met spoke with some contempt of a man who 
had been only a drummer of the revolution, alw'ays keeping away in order 
to save his own skin. They said that while some of them who had been 
trained in Japan were of Sun Yat-sen’s party he could not be said to have 
taken any part in the present revolution. 

A few days later Tsai Ting-kan again called on Morrison and said 
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Yuan Shih-k’ai would like to see him. Morrison p^ot a carriage and pre- 
sented himself at Yuan’s house, where he was cordially received by Yuan’s 
son, K’e-ting, a secretary in the Ministry of Communication. K’e-ting 
begged Morrison to urge his father “to cease his stubbornness and become 
President or even Emperor”. “Not lacking in ambition is the son, but 
very stupid,” Morrison commented. 

Yuan (“much stouter than before. Bronchitic. Spoke largely in whis- 
per”) was “very cordial and complimentary”. The most significant thing 
he said was: “If there were more pressure, perhaps the Court would leave 
for Jchol.” Morrison came away convinced that the Court intended to 
leave and that Yuan was conspiring to tha^ end: “All the people around 
him arc Revolutionary. Tsai Ting-kan and his own son and others. . . . 
Young Yuan almost violently Republican and anti-Manchu but not strong 
in the wits.” Sir John, who was acting as mediator between Yuan and 
the revolutionaries, agreed that Morrison had “grasped the situation”. 

Morrison’s grasp of the situation and his intimacy with the Chinese 
leaders enabled him to get what Dr Jerome Ch’cn calls “the scoop of tlic 
year” when on loth January he forecast the abdication of the Manchus 
in a dispatch headed “A Republic by Imperial Decree”. Events had moved 
swiftly since Tsai’s visit to Wuhan. 

On 30th November, after the recapture of Hanyang by the Imperial- 
ist forces, Morrison wrote to Colonel Bruce, of the Shanghai police: “ Fo 
us here it seems as if the revolution ... has collapsed. Li Yuan-hung has 
told our consul that he is now willing to accept the term^ offered him 
by Yuan Shih-k’ai some time ago.” Li was now prepared to accept a 
constitutional monarchy, but this did not suit Yuan. “It, is difficult to 
know what Yuan has at the back of his mind,” Morrison wrote. “Tv^ o of 
his men have gone to Hankdw in order to induce the revolutionary lead- 
ers to proclaim him President of the Republic.” At the back of Yuan’s 
mind was the realization that he had to preserve the facade of a successful 
revolt so as to play off the revolutionaries against the Manchus. Fhe half- 
hearted revolution was his highway to power. Lhe capture of Nanking 
by the rebels was followed by a three-day truce, arranged by Sir John 
Jordan and the British Consul in Hankow, which was extended for three 
weeks. 

In the midst of these excitements, on 8th December, Tsai I'ing-kan 
wrote to Morrison: “Thank you for Boswell’s Johnson. . . . Tang Shao-yi 
had his queue cut last night in Room No. 4 of the Wagon-Lits. Liang 
Shih-yi and others had their hairy ‘pendants’ hauled down probably in 
the same room.” 

The Tartar custom of wearing a queue, which Englishmen offen- 
sively called a “pigtail”, had been forcibly imposed on the Chinese by the 
conquering Manchus in the seventeenth century. Its removal was a sign 
of loyalty to the revolutionary cause. 

Morrison returned to Hankow on 1 3th December, as the guest of Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, in a complimentary carriage with a cook and boy provided by 
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Astor House. He was “fed and wined with sybaritish luxury”, having appar- 
ently overcome his inhibitions about accepting largesse. In Hankow he 
noted: “Great loss of property, little of life. Conduct of revolutionaries 
model. Imperialists much raping”, and came to the conclusion that the 
Manchus could not be retained in any form. “China is indifferent whether 
Yuan Shih-k’ai makes himself President or Emperor; the Manchus must go. 
There seems absolute unanimity about this.” 

Early in December the Regent, Prince Ch’un, abdicated, and was told 
by the Empress Dowager to keep out of politics, and Yuan Shih-k’ai was 
authorived to negotiate a peace with the revolutionaries. On i8th Decem- 
ber, Tang Shao-yi, leading a delegation from Yuan, and Dr Wu Ting- 
fang leading the revolutionary delegates, met in the Municipal Councii 
Building in Shanghai to discuss Dr Wu’s four-point plan for peace: 
the abdication of the Manchus, die establishment of a Republic, a generous 
pension to the Emperor, relief for aged and poor Manchus. 

On Christmas Day, while the negotiations were dragging on, die 
drummer of the revolution. Dr Sun Yat-scii, arrived in Shanghai and, as a 
compromise between the conflicting revolutionary factions, was elected 
President of fhe provisional Government. At his inauguration on ist 
January 1912 he swore to relinquish die office of provisional President as 
soon as the Republic was finiily established and recognized. 

“Oh! such a rag-tag and bobtail!” Alfred Pope, general manager of 
the Imperial Chinese Railways, wTotc to Morrison when President Sun 
and his followers left Shanghai for Nanking: 

No control among them. It is impossible to recognize a cabinet of 
scallywag? like the one put up by Dr Sun Yat-sen (most of them). 
. . . Do draw attention to the appointment of Tang Shou Chien, the 
head of die worst railway in China, a known rogue, and Minister 
of Communications. A bad beginning. 

“Sun Yat-sen himself has cre,»ted so far a favourable impression,” 
Morrison wrote to Braham on 8rh January. “How far this is due to the 
fact that he is believed to have brought with him vast sums of foreign 
money is difficult to say. the fact being, 1 imdersTanJ, that he had not 
brought any money at all.” But he had brougiit a dubious Aincricaii com- 
panion, “Ciencral” Homer Lea: 

a little hunchback who if half of what is reported of him in the 
papers be true, must be an appalling liar. 1 cannot find anyone who 
was ever able to discover that he was at any time in the service of 
the Chinese, yet he declares in an ir-terview that he organized 
four divisions (sic) of Chinese troops to inarch to Peking in 189 S' in 
order to rescue the imprisoned Emperor after the coup d’etat. His 
claim to the title of “General” appears to be based on the fact that 
when resident in Los Angeles he taught the goosestep to some 
Chinese laundrymen. . . . 



Charles Maguire, a contractor in Nanking, believed that Sun Yat- 
sen was being supported by the Standard Oil Company. He wrote to 
Morrison on 14th January: 

... I want to give you some information for what it is worth. . . . 
That is that the Standard Oil Company have been all along and are 
now supplying the finances of the revolutionary party, their object 
being to secure the concession for the oil wells in Shansi and any 
other oil discovered in China. Blake of the S.O. Co. was up here a 
couple of days ago from Shanghai to see President Sun Yat-sen and 
immediately after their very long interview it was announced that the 
party had obtained funds to the exteift of Taels, 40,000,000. . . . This 
is bringing the revolution down from the sentimental and patriotic 
to a very sordid level. 

You know of course that the S.O. Co. did a great deal of the 
financing of the revolution in Mexico which it engineered to obtain 
rights which it could not get under Diaz. This is mischievo is money 
to my mind. You know also from what you observed here that the 
S.O. crowd are very much in with the revolutionary party. ... It is 
the S.O. crowd that are booming and supporting Sun as President, 
though his star is on the wane among the Chinese. They support 
him, as a weak man suits their game. But for the S.O. I w’ould not 
give Sun 6 weeks ... in the Presidential Chair. He is a man obviously 
without personality, as is instanced in one case by his great intimacy 
and friendship for that first class bum “General” HoAer Tea. The 
people are sick of him already and would do a lot to kick him out but 
the S.O. pulls the strings. 

Dr Yen told Morrison that Wu Ting-fang, who was denouncing the 
corruption of the Imperialist Government, was himself very corrupt. 
He had made much money in the United States by smuggling coolies in as 
his servants, and had also made money out of the Canton-Hankow rail- 
way. Wu was a baptized Christian with two concubines. 


[ii] 

Miss Robin, Morrison’s new secretary, was welcomed by Peking’s many 
bachelors. Morrison was delighted with her efficiency, but dismayed by 
her social success. “It already looks as if I were to have some trouble with 
the Robin,” he commented a month after his return. “She is much ad- 
mired.” Among her many admirers was David Fraser, who six weeks after 
her arrival in &king took her to the Temple of Heaven and proposed to 
her, but was rejected. “He outraged her sense of duty to her employer 
whom she could hardly leave after so short a service,” Morrison com- 
mented smugly. His own interest in Miss Robin was growing. There were 
frequent diary references to her efficiency and charm (“a tine worker . . . 
Ytvy gentle and sweet in her manner and most intelligent”), and he was 



“dis^sted” when he received a facetious letter from the ‘‘impudent and 
tactless’' Brent, of Jardine, Mathieson and Co.: 

The rumour is current in Peking that you are considering the installa- 
tion of an electrically-driven fan in the office of your secretary. We 
. would be pleased to submit quotations but before doing so, would 
request the following particulars: — 

Age & sex of secretary. 

State whether married or single. 

If single, — any followers? 

Has he (or she) a dog? 

Is the dog healthy? 

Superficial area of secretary in square inches. This indicates sur- 
face to be cooled and is ascertained by taking the cube of 
his or her velocity, plus size in gloves, minus length of eye- 
lashes. 

Present temperature of secretary. 

Temperature desired (minimum 40 degrees below zero). 

Is secretary subject to cold feet? 

Is secretary subject to excessive blushing? 

Should your secretary be of a talkative or sprightly disposition, 
we can recommend our Hot Air Fan. lliis type would effect a saving 
75% in cost of power required to drive same. If soulful, our Spirit 
Driven Fan would we feel sure, give satisfaction. Our price for a 
14" desk fan is approximately $30, but on receipt of the above par- 
ticulars we will submit you a firm offer. 

[HI] 

Morrison pointed out to the Republican leaders in Shanghai that it was 
hopeless to expect that a leader such as Sun Yat-sen, who knew nothing 
about China, could obtain for the Republic early recognition from 
foreign powers. He said that Yuan Shih-k’ai alone could obtain their 
confidence. The leaders assured Morrison that Yuan would certainly be 
appointed first President. But would he accept the appointment? Morrison 
discussed this vital question in a letter to Braham dated 29th December: 

He has told Sir John Jordan emphatically that he will not do so, and 
sent similar communications to all other foreign governments. He 
said that he and his ancestors have served the Manchu dynasty faith- 
fully, and he could not go down to the future as an usurper. But 
suppose the Manchus themselves should desire his appointment? 
Their interest would be better safeguarded with him in the Presi- 
dency than with other Chinese in the Empire. . . . ITiis seems to me 
the best possible solution. I do not see why it cannot be arranged 
that the Manchus themselves shall support his appointment. . . . This 
is my own idea. I have not yet had ume to develop it. 
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This was the germ of the idea that was to produce the most remark- 
able event in China’s long history: the creation of a republic by the edict 
of an Empress. On 31st Decemner, Morrison told Tsai Ting-kan of his 
scheme, and Tsai said he would pass it on to Yuan Shih-k’ai. Three days 
later, when Morrison was very ill with influenza and severe vomiting, 
Tsai called to consult him “how best to bring about the abdication and 
after the abdication what was the procedure to follow”? 

Five weeks passed before die idea was again discussed. On 5rh Febru- 
ary, Tsai told Morrison “Yuan was tickled to death at your suggestion 
for the establishment of a Constitutional Republic by the Throne in an 
Imperial edict — appealing thus to the trav^tions of the Empire and saving 
the face of the Throne and of Yuan Shih-k’ai. It is the best possible solu- 
tion of the difficulty, the method by which the earliest recognition pos- 
sible will be given to the Regime. For as the foreign legations are now 
accredited by the Court, they cannot refuse recognition of a Govern- 
ment delegated by the Court. The Republic will then be legally, legiti- 
mately and constiuitionally established.” 

Later in the day Morrison had a telephone call from Tsai, who had 
just received a telegram from Nanking suggesting total suppression of 
hostilities: “The uncertain factor is Sun Yat-sen,” Morrison wrote. “Will 
he accept? Tsai says he knows nothing of China. . . . this ‘llawaian Chin- 
ese’ . . . this so-called Christian.” 

While Morrison was giving good advice to Yuan Shih-k’ai in Peking, 
another Australian newspaperman, W. H. Donald, was performing a 
similar service ft)r the Republicans in Shanghai. “It is a very curious 
feature,” Morrison wrote to Sir John Jordan, “that the foreigner most 
intimately connected with the revolutioniiry party, the man who was 
offered the post of private secretary to Wu Ting-fang and declined it, is 
the Shanghai correspondent of the New York Herald . . . W. IT. Donald.” 
He was in “intimate relations” with Sir Everard FravSer, the British Consul- 
General in Shanghai, and was Fraser’s “chief source of information with 
regard to the revolutionar)’^ party”. Donald, who was born at Lithgow, 
New South Wales, had worked as a journalist in wSydney before coming to 
China in 1902. Like Morrison, he had a great affection for the Chinese, 
and gave the Republicans not only advice but active military co-opera- 
tion. The erudite and eloquent Republican Manifesto whicli Sun Yat-sen 
issued four days after his election as provisional President W'as hammered 
out by Donald on a battered typewriter with the aid of a bottle of bour- 
bon. 


[IV] 

“We are living in the midst of excitement,” Morrison wrote to Braham 
on 1 6th January. “ITie abdication Decree should be issued tomorrow or 
next day”: 

Yuan Shih-k’ai’s confidential secretary . . . came over to tell me that 
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the evening before Yuan Shih-k’ai had finally accepted the inevitable, 
and had agreed that within four days an Edict should be issued by the 
Empress Dowager abdicating the Throne, and deputing the succes- 
sion to a republic. . . . Yuan Shih-k’ai will be instructed to carry on 
the government. ... In the meantime the Court will not leave Peking, 
he says. I strongly urged that it should be forced to retire to Jchol. 
The question of the Imperial pensions is being arranged with the 
Princes. Yuan Shih-k’ai is prepared to pay them as much as five mil- 
lion taels per annum, a quite preposterous amount 1 have said that 

ore million taels is ample. ... 1 cited the cases of Persia and of 
Turkey. The pension of the ex-Shah was only £ 20,000 a year. 

There was more excitement later in the day. Just after midday Morri- 
son and Miss Robin were at their gate in Morrison Street, waiting to see 
Yuan Shih-k’ai drive by in his carriage. Yuan had been to the palace to 
present Cabinet’s petition to the Empress Dowager, requesting her early 
abdication. There was a loud explosion, and a burst of smoke at the 
comer of the street: 

At once I knew that a bomb had been thrown. A riderless horse 
daslicd past other men riding after it then after a moment of suspense 
the carriage was seen coming round the corner with its escort of 
mounted men. It paced quickly past giving us a passing glimpse of 
Yuan seated. Nothing had happened to him, thank God, but another 
riderless horse dashed past and soldiers were seen running up the 

street I ran to the corner. There the telephone or telegraph wires 

cut by the explosion were lying in a tangle . . . soldiers and police 
were sdll at their posts but an excited crowd of soldiers were strugg- 
ling at the third house from the corner . . . with the butts of their 
rifles they were smashing through tlie windows and kicking down 
the doors. ... In tlie middle of the road lying face downwards was 
one of the officers of the bodyguard, sobbing out blood hke a stuck 
pig he was quickly dying. Nobody gave him the slightest attention, 
nobody attempted to move him into a more comfortable position. 
Further away by the pumps and hydrant w’as a soldier also mutilated 
also quickly dying but nobody cared. Further away was a dead 
horse. By the pumps w'crc signs of where a bomb had fallen. ... In 
the shop, bombs were found and one was found uncxplodcd in the 
road and was carried to the sidewalk and there placed under a basket 
guarded by soldiers. Troops and police quickly gathered. . . . There 
was much noise and confusion but prompt measures were taken to 
search the market and the neighbouring houses. In a short time one 
of the bomb throwers was captured and soon after another and later 
a third was brought along die street, a young man in a Chinese dress 
and Inverness cape with small mustache. He looked markedly Japan- 
ese but he was not. Apparendy I and a bible seller from Mongolia 

were the first there. 



The bomb'throwers, whose home-made bombs were concealed in 
quarter-pound Three Castles cigarette tins, were underground members 
of the revolutionary party who had become impatient with Yuan*s pro- 
tracted peace negotiations. They were promptly shot. One of the soldiers 
killed was the chief of the guard who was riding just behind the carriage, 
but Yuan was uninjured and showed great equanimity, “remarking as he 
alighted, ‘Bombs very near’. Tsai was standing there weeping.” 

Next morning, while Morrison was working in hts library. Miss 
Robin, too, threw a bomb. She told him that she had become engaged to 
Herbert Phillips, assistant Chinese Secretary of the Consular Service — ^and 
a Jew! (“not popular among men nor as far as I have known among 
women, exceedingly mean and selfish but with good prospects of rising 
in the service . . . present salary about / 600”): 

She has just in a cold-blooded entirely matter-of-fact businesslike 

way put love and romance to the winds He is very much in love, 

she quite calm like Toni in her workmanlike arrangement with men. 
. . . He is getting a treasure. She says she will not leave me for ages. 

Miss Robin’s engagement was followed by an unexplained breach 
with Bessie: 

28 February — “Before it was delightful having you here; now you 
are regular damned nuisance!” These were the uncourtly but true 
words which I spoke to Bessie tonight who is driving^c mad with 
her jealousy and her nagging. . . . What a virago! 1 was quite upset 
and could do no work, driven into a fiery rage. Washington Irving 
says: “A sharp temper never mellows with age and a woman’s tongue 
is die only edged instrument that grows keener with constant use.” 
... it will be an immense burden lifted from my shoulders when 
Bessie departs for other clients. She is a champion sponger and bores 
me to a degree almost past endurance. . . . She was unclean in mouth 
and body. I could not get her to wash! 

A Mr Bush, of the Daily Mail, with whom Bessie had also stayed, 
added his gallant tribute. “You’re well out of it,” he said, “You escaped 
cheap. . . . There’s nothing she could ask for she did not ask for. She 
walked off with 50 Mexican dollars with scented soap and an enema 
syringe. She tried to entrap me and failed.” But she succeeded in entrap- 
ping a young professor from the London School of Economics named 
Finlayson, who gave her two rings and considered himself engaged to her. 


[V] 

Moberly Bell wrote to Morrison on 20th March 191 1: “I am dieting my- 
self strictly and have reduced myself by i8i lbs in 7 wcek^ ... I calculate 
that if I can continue at this rate, it will take me exactly a year and a half 
;o vanish altogether. I hope The Times will last so long.” 



Morrison received the letter on 8th April. A week later, pen in hand, 
Moberly Bell died at his desk in Printing House Square. One of the barn- 
acles had been removed. 

Morrison’s honeymoon with Nordicliffe did not last long, nor were 
the promises that had been made to him fulfilled. Soon he was complain- 
ing again that his dispatches were not being published. “Lord Northcliffe 
does not appear to have great fixity of purpose,” he wrote to Grigg on 
15th August. “He has such a curious faculty of setting men against each 
other that I am fearful of writing to him.” A few weeks later Morrison 
wrote to G W. Campbell, who had retired and was living in England: 
“Northcliffe’s methods are unsatisfactory. He would tell me, for example, 
the contemptuous things that Chirol had said of me; that I was currying 
favour with the Chinese with a view to ultimate employment. . . 

Morrison’s hatred of Chirol was undiminished. “Chirol who has 
stood in my way for so many years, has left [..ondon for six months* tour 
in the Middle l^st,” he wrote. “1 shall be glad if he took up his abode 
there permanently, either above or under ground.” And to Mrs Moberly 
Bell: “Braham writes to me in a very pleasant way — quite different from 
the acrimonious letters which used to be consistently sent by ChiroL” 
And he added: “I never hear from Lord Northcliffe. . . .”A few months 
later the disillusion had spread to Braham: “Wrote to Braham . . . who 
hardly deserves a letter. He never writes to me except the briefest scraps, 
and he gives me no information that can help me as a correspondent.” 

Morrison’s discontent grew, nourislied by ill-health and by worry 
about money. “My accounts are getting confused,” the most methodical 
of men confessed to himself in August: “1 am spending my capital fast.” 
He was spending more than he could afford on his cottage and his 
library. “Am overdrawn £200 and owe the booksellers another £200. 
. . . the outlook is not reassuring.” To Lionel James he wrote: 

It is impossible for me to live in Peking upon the income provided 
me by Tije Times^ although I make no complaint of that. I mean to 
live in the style I have become accustomed to — keeping many ser- 
vants, buying many books, travelling as a correspondent of The 
Times ought to travel. 1 am rebuilding my cottage in the country, 
for the simple reason that if I did not do so, I won’t have a cottage to 
live in. The first structure, built by one of the most earnest Metho- 
dist deacons ... of South Carolina, who pinched everything he could, 
was composed of sun-dried earthen clods iastead of bricks, and com- 
mon or garden earth, instead of lime. He will have his reward. My 
present contractor is also a Christian, or rather, he will become con- 
verted if the contracts which he is now carrying out for the London 
Mission be profitable. 

He thought of selling some of his treasures, which he valued at 
£$000, and wrote to the Aimy and Navy Stores in London, asking if 
they could dispose of, for example: 



A collection of flower paintings done by the late Empress Dowager. 
... a scroll which belonged to the Emperor Chien Lung, which con- 
tains 20 portraits of Chinese who were prominent at the time of the 
Conquest of Formosa, the description of each being written in the 
Emperor’s own hand. This scroll came from the Winter Palace, and 
has been valued at ^ 750 ... an extremely fine specimen of Chinese 
wood carving, an Imperial sedan chair, certainly the best piece of 
carving I have seen in Peking. 

“Since my return I have been making a serious effort to write my 
‘Reminiscences,’ ” he wrote to Grigg. “1 have kept every scrap of paper 
that has been sent me for I should think thirty years past. I have been 
delving into these, and I have written a bald and unconvincing record of 
my life up to the 15 March 1897, about the time when 1 arrived in Peking. 
For the years 1897 and 1898, my records are not complete, but from 
I January 1899 , 1 have kept a minute diary in which I have recorded every 
conversation that I ever had with anyone whose words were worth 
remembering. ... I think that before the end of the year 1 should have 
the whole autobiography in fairly good shape. . . .” 

Sir Robert Hart was “threatening” to return to Peking. “It will be a 
misfortune if the old dodger comes back and restores the corruption 
from which the Service is now free,” Morrison wrote in his diary, and to 
Sir John Jordan, who, too, was still in England: 

He is coming, or hoping to come, in the senile belief that his presence 
is needed “to save the Customs”. ... As a matter of fact the service 
has never been better run that it is at present, and it vuiuld be noth- 
ing less than a misfortune if Sir Robert, with his 76 years, with mind 
and body shattered after three strokes of paralysis, should return 
here. If he returns . . . there will be the same . . . corruption and 
nepotism. . , . 

“The old rascal” squeezed another years’ leave of absence out of the 
Chinese, and Morrison calculated that Hart since 1863 had been paid 
^426,000 plus a Boxer indemnity of ^20,000. When Hart died in Sep- 
tember, Morrison got a telegram from The Times-, tllegraph Chinese 
FEELING hart’s DEATH. “What could I tclcgraph,” he asked his diary. 
“Who can mourn him? Have they not amply rewarded him — ^perhaps 
more than a million sterling . . . divided among his family: Hart himself, 
his son, his brother Jame.s, Bredon and his brother Carl, the Edgars, two 
Mayers, and others. There was never a greater jobber than Sir Robert. 
And yet I have to telegraph home flapdoodle, lliere will not be the 
slightest sorrow at liis death. ... In the evening I squeezed out a poor 
telegram.” 

Several invitatioas to dinner reached Morrison on 3rd October. He 
refused them, “on the sentimental ground” that it was the anniversary of 
the day on which he was speared in New Guinea in 1883. “My God! 
How die time is fleeting!” he wrote. 
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[VI] 


A delicious interlude of solemn Oriental comedy enlivened the last few 
days of Manchu rule. The Empress Dowager replied to Yuan Shih-k’ai’s 
request for her abdication by conferring on him the very rare honour of 
a njarquisate, the second-highest rank of nobility that a Chinese could 
attain. “He is not permitted to decline,” said the Imperial Decree. This 
astute move to convince the people of Yuan’s loyalty to the Throne 
greatly embarrassed Yuan in his dealings with the Republicans. So, despite 
the unequivocal command, he refused it in a memorial which combined 
lyricism, self-abasement, and a calculated exaggeration of the revolution- 
ary situation: “The dynasty is crumbling into dust, and the people’s 
love is in fragments like a potsherd. The body politic is smitten with a 
murrain, and no cure for its distemper can be found. . . . The cup of my 
offences is daily filling and my desert is less than a grain of sand or a drop 
of water. ... In the secrecy of my chamber I shed tears. . . .” Tht essence 
of Yuan’s memorial, which burgeoned with about 2000 flowery words, 
was that the revolution could not be suppressed. He had been unable to 
accompli.sh the smallest result after many months, and if he accepted the 
high honour he would be casting a slur on the equitable bestowal by the 
Tlirone of rewards and punishments. “It remains to entreat Your Majesty 
to cancel your former mandate, and to allow my purity of intention to be 
manifested to the world, and my guilt to suffer no further aggrava- 
tion ” 

TTie Throne ignored this moving entreaty and issued a second decree, 
which acknowledged Yuan’s “modest sincerity” but tersely instructed 
him to refrain .from further refusal. But Yuan refused a second time in 
another eloquent memorial, richly studded with historical allusions, and 
another decree was issued, acknowledging Yuan’s historical erudition but 
pointing out that the present crisis was utterly unprecedented: “He is to 
pay due obedience and accept the title.” Again Yuan circumspectly re- 
fused, and again was commanded to obey the decree. “Throne fears lose 
face. Yuan fears ill effect of acceptance of title from expiring and tottering 
throne,” Morrison commented. In his fourth refusal Yuan pleaded that 
“the uneasiness of his conscience did not enhance the reverent reflection 
that the divine will is irrevocable.” The final decree read: “Yuan Shih-k’ai 
has memorialized Us that he dares not persist in his refusal after our 
repeated expressions of favour. He asks that the acceptance of the patent 
may be postponed until the situation shall have improved. Rescript. 
Noted.” 

I'hc Chinese Republic was proclaimed in a rhetorical edict which the 
Empress Dowager delivered from the throne in the presence of Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, and the boy-emperor, Pu Yi. Court officials prostrated them- 
selves in fear and wonder, and tears streamed from the Empress’s eyes as 
she read rhe death warrant of the dynasty: 

By observing the nature of the people’s aspirations, we learn the Will 



of Heaven. It is not fitting that We should withstand the desires of 
the nation merely for the sake of the glorification of Our House. We 
recognize the signs of the age^ and we have tested the trend of popu- 
lar opinion; and We now, with the Emperor at Our side, invest the 
nation with sovereign power, and decree the establishment of a con- 
stitutional government on a republican basis. . . . We, the Empress 
Dowager and the Empieror, will retire into a life of leisure, free from 
public duties, spending our lives pleasantly and enjoying the cour- 
teous treatment accorded to us by the people, and watching with 
satisfaction the glorious establishment ana consummation of the per- 
fect Government. 

Yuan Shih-k*ai became President of China three days later. He told 
Morrison that he believed the “true Chinese”, such as Li Yuan-hung, 
whose act started the revolution, Chang Chieh, a man of quite excep- 
tional ability who was optimus of his year, Wu Ting-fang, and others 
favoured him, but the “half-Chinesc” men who know very little of their 
own country, such as Sun Yat-sen, did not seem to favour him. “He spoke 
with gratitude of the assistance given him by The Times^ and I think he 
spoke sincerely for he has been in frequent, almost daily, communication 
with me since he returned to Peking.” 

“It is a curious feature of the present trouble,” Morrison wrote to 
Rockhill at the end of January, “that the great majority of Englishmen in 
China are in favour of the revolutionaries, whereas the great majority 
of the Americans are in favour of a continuance of monarohical govern- 
ment — of course, a reformed government.” What was the attitude of their 
respective Governments? Many historians say that only America was 
sympathetic to the Republic, that all the European powers were, in Pro- 
fessor C. P. Fitzgerald’s words, “either covertly or actively hostile”, and 
that Britain shared Japan’s unconcealed hostility. “Britain, then the ally of 
Japan, believed that the reformation of the Empire, rather than its over- 
throw, was the true and proper pattern for Oriental progress,” says Fitz- 
gerald. But Morrison makes it clear that, whatever were Britain’s beliefs, 
they were not reflected in her attitude towards Yuan’s regime. 

Everard Fraser in Shanghai was of great assistance to the revolution- 
aries, giving them advice, meeting-places, and protection. Sir John Jordan, 
briefed by Morrison, was able to counter Japanese opposition to the 
Republic, and to assure Yuan that Britain was not in any way pledged to 
support the continuance of the monarchy. He said that she had done her 
best to bring the contending factions together, but “cared not a damn 
whether there was a republic or a monarchy”. Sir John was in a difHcult 
position. Because of the alliance, he had to act in apparent concert with 
the Japanese while disagreeing with their policy. Morrison sent a telegram 
to The Times about Sir John^ predicament, and the Foreign Office wired 
it back to Sir John, asking for an explanation, “My telegram did unques- 
tionable good,” Morrison wrote to Braham, “for as a result Sir John 
frankly exchanged views with Ijuin”. As a result, when they were shown 



the abdication edict. Sir John approved it unreservedly and Ijuin guard- 
edly agreed not to oppose it — though the Japanese Throne feared that a 
republic in China might stimulate die republican movement in Japan. 

The Republic was established, but the wrangling went on. Sun Yat- 
sen faithfully surrendered his Presidency to Yuan, but protested that a 
republic could not be created by Imperial decree, and insisted that the 
capital should be shifted to Nanking, the ancient capital of the Mings. 
Two days after the birth of the Republic, Morrison wrote to Sir John 
Jordan: 

. . . Yuan Shih-k*ai is thoroughly well disrasted and will not cut off 
his queue. He has received a telegram from Sun Yat-sen virtually 
repudiating his promises, insisdng that Yuan cannot hold any power 
from the Manchus, and demanding that he shall come at once to 
Nanking and there arrange matters. Apparently it is Sun Yat-sen and 
his t allow young men who are thus insistent, for Wu Ting-fang has 
telegraphed his congratulations to Yuan Shih-k’ai and . . . Tang 
Shao-yi has also telegraphed his congratulations to Liang Shih-yi. 

Yuan politely regretted that he could not move the capital to Nan- 
king, because his presence in Peking was essential to maintain order and 
control the Northern Army. In fact, he had no intention of exchanging 
the security of Peking for the uncertainty of Nanking. Morrison sup- 
ported him, pointing out the expense that a move would involve, the obli- 
gations to the legadons, the unliealthiness of the city from which all 
foreign ministers would be exiled for four months of the year. . . . But to 
the revolutionaries Peking was a symbol of all that was most detested in 
the Manchu regime. **Weird carbuncles and chronic diseases of this sinful 
world are concentrated there,” wrote Liang Chi-chao, a non-revolutionary 
and one of the 1898 Reformers. “If the political centre stays there, China 
will never see a single day of clean govcnimcnt.” Both sides were obdur- 
ate, and again Morrison came forward with an ingenious proposal, which 
he submitted to Tsai Ting-kan: 

Li Yuan-hung has now telephoned that Wuchang should be the 
capital I would suggest tliat telegrams should also be received from 
Tsinanfu, from Kaifengfu, from Honaofu, from Sianfu, from 
Chengtu, and from Canton, urging the advantages of each city t(/ be 
the future seat of government. At least three of these have superior 
claims, for they have previously been capitals in earlier dynasties. 
When you have a dozen provinces claiming that their capital shall be 
the capital of the Empire, perhaps each one will put Peking as the 
second best capital. 

Before the battle of Marathon, one of the decisive battles of the 
world, when the question arose as to who was to have chief com- 
mand, each of the Athenian generals voted for himself as the most 
deserving, and put the name of Miltiades second, because of this the 
casting vote was given to Mildades. So it shall be with Peking. 
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“Thank you for the capital suggestion, which is capital,” Tsai Ting- 
kan replied. “You should be styled in future The Australian Hero of 
the Chinese Reform Movement.” And he gave Morrison, in return, some 
important intelligence: “It is agreed that / shall clip the President’s top- 
knot and not a barber as he feels rather awkward. This is your scoop” 
The capital suggestion was not followed, and Sun Yat-sen sent a dele- 
gation to Peking to talk things over. A few days after its arrival Morrison 
was leaving his club just before 8 p.m. when he heard shots. “'Fhcy arc 
fighting in the I latamcn,” someone said: 

Without waiting 1 at once ran off to my house running the whole 
way. My servants were in the gateway greatly excited. For nearly 
half an hour there had been the rattle of musketry. . . . Shots came 
nearer. Excited soldiers were seen in the street passing my house to 
the north. Then fire broke out in the warren of buildings north of 
my house on the west side of the street and the street became de- 
serted except for the soldiers. All the police had run away. 'The 
soldiers of the 3rd division had mutinied had broken loose and were 
looting the city. Shots were flying but nobody seemed hit. It was 
some time before we realized that shots were being fired for intimi- 
dation only. 

The 3rd Division was Yuan Shih-k’ai’s most trusted force, the original 
division which he had created in 1895. It had been specially brought into 
Peking to preserve order during the crisis. Morrison’s house was about half 
a mile outside the legation area. Next to him lived Willard Straight, who, 
after terms as American Vice-Cpnsul at Seoul and Consul-General at Muk- 
den, had married Dorothy WHitney and returned to Pekihg to represent 
a group of American capitalists, headed by E. H. Harriinan, interested in 
Qiincse railways. Dorothy Straight was dressing for dinner when the 
firing started. “The whole sky to the north of us seemed ablaze,” Straight 
wrote to a friend, “while the firing continued unabated, die crack of 
rifles punctuated by the booming of field pieces somewhere in the dist- 
ance and by the burr of machine guns nearby”: 

Then came the crashing of glass, the rip-rip of planking and the 
shock of rifle butts on barred doors. The looters were at the silver 
shop, just across the alley — ^a very narrow one — from our gate. . . . 
In a moment there was a pounding . . . then came a voice, in Chinese, 
“Open the gate. Dr Morrison is here.” I thought they were after him. 
The coolie fumbled with the key, so I pulled. Morrison pushed from 
outside, and the whole show came in on us. There was no trouble 
however. Morrison, with great kindne.ss, came to say that he thought 
Dorothy would be better off in his place, where a number of foreign- 
ers were gathered. We . . . walked to Morrison’s gate. The street was 
bright with the fire-glow. Luckily there was litde wind, and that 
from the south, carrying flames away from, rather than towards us, 
otherwise we would have had a bad dme. Parties of from two to a 
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dozen soldiers were walking or running along carrying bundles of 
loot. Every now and then they would stop and tie up their ill-gotten 
gains or smash in the doors of some shop which had up to that time 
escaped their attention. Some carried torches used to light them 
while they pillaged, which were then dropped on the floors to start 
.another conflagration. The firing continued but we reached Morri- 
son’s seemingly unnoticed by the busy gentlemen in uniform. We 
•tayed there until a guard of American Marines came out on the 
trot to rescue us. 

Less fortunate in her knights-errant was Lady Bredon, who liven 
the 'Fartar City, east of the Hatamen. llie Danish Minister, Count 
Ahlcnfcldt, led a party of Englishmen to her rescue. When they arrived 
they decided to consume all the provisions in the house rather than leave 
them for the looters. I'lie cellar was well stocked w'ith champagne, and by 
the time this w^as finished the rescuers had forgotten what they came for. 
'I'hey went home, leaving Lady Bredon, not only without protection, 
but w'ithout food or drink. 

Morrison was busy with his telegrams to The Times when his house- 
guest, William Maxwell, of the Daily Mail, burst into his room excitedly. 
W'ith him was Sidney Barton, (Chinese Secretary to the British Legation, 
and a British guard. Barton formally ordered Morrison to leave, but Mor- 
rison refused. Two wounded shopkeepers shot through the lung had 
been brought in: 

They were made as comfortable as possible on stretchers. Air was 
coming through their wounds and I did not think they would live 
until mornjng. . . . 'Fhen I wrote a rotten bad message amid the 
excitement die noise of flames and people rushing in. 

“Little sleep la.st night,” Morrison noted next morning. “My house 
was so lit that 1 could see to read and the crackling of the burning build- 
ings w'as quite sufficient to keep me aw'ake.” 

From Tsai Ting-kan came a philosophic comment: 

Up all night with the President — Affair most unexpected. Tried to 
phone you last night without success. Felt for your life and then 
thought of your books — but cased in mind when told your premises 
intact. 

Sorry affair happened but since it took place I would not have 
missed it for anything. It adds another Chapter to life’s experiences. 
Had a good study of Yuan under a sudden crisis like this. 

This was followed by an official note: 

H.E. President Yuan has been informed that some natives were 
'Nvounded on the night of Feb. 29th and that you benevolently took 
them into your house for treatment and nourishment and turned 
your premises into an improvised hospital — all of which kind and 
humane acts the President is deeply appreciative and desires to ex- 
press, even inadequately in this letter, his thanks and admiration for 
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the noble deeds. He enclosed his card and hopes you are enjoying 
good health. 

Morrison walked the smouldering streets and was shocked to see: 

a good deal of shooting of alleged looters, who were almost invariably 
poor people, in one case a girf a woman and an old woman who had 
picked up some scraps from the ruins of a burnt building. Another 
case, three poor women carrying some burnt wood and scrap iron, 
shot out of hand. A boy of 12 carrying charcoal Three men trussed 
up waiting for execution. Eight beheaded bodies. . . . Altogether at 
this time you see the Chinese character, its brutality, at its worst. . . . 

Another side of the Chinese character was displayed in the well- 
printed circulars, measuring about 12 inches by 10 inches, which were dis- 
tributed with extraordinary celerity: 

NOTICE 

To all Foreign Missionaries, Merchants and Other Residents in 
Peking, greeting: 

The unexpected disturbance last night on the part of a section of my 
soldiers has filled me with much sorrow. It is one of my chief duties 
to see to it that order is preserved in the Capital and until last 
night I was uniformly successful. To you, strangers in a strange land, 
I wish in particular to convey my sincere regret for the untoward in- 
cident and the very natural anxiety that you felt. Ever^ measure and 
precaution is now taken to prevent the recurrence of such a dis- 
turbance. 

(Signed) YUAN SHIH-K^AI. 

Provisional President of the Republic of China. 
Peking, March i, 1912. 

Yuan’s measures and precautions wxre curiously ineffective. While 
old women and girls were being executed for gathering scraps, his picked 
men were looting treasures with impunity. I'hree days later Morrison 
wrote to Tsai Ting-kan; 

Four Englishmen and myself rode out this morning to my cottage 
. . . and then across to Fcngtai. . . . 

Fengtai is a pitiful sight. . . . Tlie whole place has been looted 
from end to end. I saw the train leave this morning filled with loot 
for Liang Hsing Hsien accompanied by a few Chinese of the 3rd 
Division. 

Further in the country we saw almost the entire 12 th Regiment, 
the men who had sacked Paotingfu. They were not carting any loot 
with them, because the whole of the loot had been sent on by train. 
It was a horrible thing to think that these men had systematically 
pillaged the town they were sent to protect and they are now going 
to pillage Changhsintien and Liang Hsing Hsien. ... It is a terrible 
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misfortune for China that these men j^ould all have esc^ed punish- 
ment. The fact is, China has far too many soldiers. Tnc country 
needs only a small body of men, highly trained, well paid, with good 
esprit de corps, each man being guaranteed by his family or by his 
village. . . . 

1 deeply sympathize with you all in the present distress, but 
good will, I hope, come out of iU. 

Historians today are satisfied that Yuan himself engineered the 
“mutiny” to convince the delegation that he could not move to Nanking. 
The official explanation at the time was that the men had mutinied because 
they had not been paid, and Morrison, who seemed incapable of comore- 
hending the depths of Yuan*s duplicity, accepted this, as he had accepted 
Yuan’s explanation of his Judas role in die 1898 coup. Others, including 
Colonel Bruce, Everard Fraser, and David Fraser, were more scepdcal. 
“Have you made up your mind whether Yuan was responsible or not for 
the outbreak?” Bruce wrote. “It looks very like it.” Everard Fraser 
wrote: 

The suspicion of Yuan’s double dealing is still strong and most think- 
ing people appear to believe that Yuan himself was at the bottom of 
the trouble at Peking. The delegates just back from Peking do not 
think he was, but believe it was instigated by men immediately sur- 
rounding Yuan. They appear to have been got at by Yuan — ^blan- 
dished, not bought. But Yuan appears to have bought many of the 
Shangliai papers, and some members of the Assembly here, which 
accounts in some degree for the readiness to contemplate the reten- 
tion of the\:apital at Peking. 

Morrison commented testily in a letter to David Fraser: 

Could anything conceivably be more preposterous than the sugges- 
tion that Y.S.lC inspired the mutiny in Peking in order to prevent his 
going to Nanking? Everard Fraser could not seriously believe such an 
absurdity. That mutiny, next to his dismissal, is the most serious blow 
that Y.S.K. has received during his lifetime. I believe myself that he 
is becoming heartily sick of the whole affair and could gladly retire. 
He is in bad health, is a bad colour, lives under insanitary conditions 
in over heated rooms, takes no exercise and clothes himself as if he 
were wintering in the Antarctic. It also seems to me preposterous to 
think that the Delegates have been got at by Yuan — ^no man ever seri- 
ously believed that he could leave Peking at this time, and for him to 
have brought about the mutiny and shattered his reputation through- 
out the world seems to be as unreasonable as to employ a steel ham- 
mer to crush a gooseberry. Everard Fraser is always getting hold of 
these cock-and-bull yams, but surely he does not believe them, for he 
is far and away the best man in the Consular Service. . . . 

David Fraser, who was living in a railway car about seven miles from 
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Nanking and working for The Times ^ was in close touch with the revolu- 
tionaries. He wrote: 

There are two ideas here, one that reactionaries stirred up the sol- 
diers to break out, the other that Yuan engineered the affair . . . and 
lost control of his own squib. But whether cither of these reasons is 
correct, or whether it was merely a question of pay ... it remains 
that Yuan was not in sufficient touch ^^ith his ovm men to know 
there was something doing, nor was he able to check them once they 
had started. Their pardon, too, is a symptom of weakness hard to 
overlook. 

Morrison, despite his faith in Yuan, did find this hard to overlook, 
and made efforts to have the men punished. He wrote to Major Menzies, 
who was still attached to Yuan’s cstablisliment: 

The barracks near my house of . . . Yuan’s most trusted regiment 
were stacked with loot. . . . The soldiers commandeered carts . . . col- 
lared trains, and went off to Paotingfu, not a single man being pun- 
ished. . . . Yesterday, there was a house to house visitation by Yuan 
Shih-k’ai’s men, demanding money by menaces. 1 myself turned two 
out of a friend’s house and four out of another. ... I understand the 
police simply put off their uniforms and joined with the soldiers. It 
was all preconcerted. The whole future of China depends upon how 
this situation is handled. If there is to be conciliation^and the men 
are to be bribed to keep quiet, then the country is finished. . . . 

I hope you will use your great influence to induce the authori- 
ties to punish these soldiers w'ith death, and not to promise them a 
few taels if they will be so kind as not to repeat the disturbances. . . . 

Yuan told William Maxw'cll that he was afraid to punish the soldiers, 
but that tliey would be dealt with “in due course”. Tsai 'I'ing-kan offered 
Morrison similar rea.ssurances: “The men will not escape,” he wrote. “The 
time has not yet come.” It never came. 

Yuan’s faithful men retained their heads and their loot, and Yuan 
retained Peking as his capital. The bodies wxrc removed from the streets, 
and it was a tranquil city that witnessed, on loth March, the inauguration 
of Yuan Shih-k’ai as the second provisional Pre.sident of the Chinese 
Republic. At 2 p.m. Morrison hurried to the hall near the Imperial Palaces 
w'here the ceremony was to take place. In the Palace the Manchus w'ere 
“watching with satisfaction the glorious establishment and consummation 
of the perfect Government”, a patriotic satisfaction augmented by the fact 
that the perfect Government had guaranteed their persons, their pensions, 
and their properties. 

Morrison’s scribbled notes give a synoptic picture of the ceremony: 

Tang Shao-yi — all the delegates in frock coats. 

I. Ushers announced procedure. 
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2. Yuan came in wobbling like a duck looking fat and unhealthy, 
in MarshaH’s uniform loose flesh of his neck hanging down over 
his collar, hat too large for him, nervous and uncomfortable. 

3. Was handed document in large letters which he read nervously— 
the oath — handing it then to Tsai who stepped forward. Band 
could be heard playing new National Anthem. 

4. Tsai then made a speech of welcome. 

5. Yuan read a reply self-depreciatory. 

6 . Then people in batches passed before him and bowed. The first 
to come were the two lamas, the first of whom handed a white 
and the second a blue hata then came two mongols (princes it was 
said) who handed images wrapped in silk. 

7. Admirable order no confusion. 

8. No more kowtowing 
Now shake hands. 

No more queues. 

No more Chincst' official dress — Chinese dressed most simply. 
To Braham, Morrison wrote: 

None of the foreign legations were represented except die American. 
It was arranged that no member of the diplomatic body should be 
p»*esent, but disregarding this agreement, the American Legation sent 
E. T. Williams, the first Secretary, C. D. Tenney, Chinese Secretary, 
and Reeves, Military Attache, the latter in full uniform. A few 
foreign guests were present, and a considerable number of corres- 
pondents, , among w^hom the Japanese largely predominated. Yuan 
seemed very nervous. . . . Tlie revolt of his troops has been a severe 
blow to him. Probably no blow could have struck him harder. . . . 
The old Provincial troops have stood loyal, and the Manchu troops, 
who number in the neighbourhood of Peking and Peking itself some 
25,000 . . . have kept good discipline. The police have also returned 
to duty and the occasional marching of foreign troops . . . has had a 
good effect . . . this was done by the desire of the Chinese themselves. 


[VII] 

“There is probably more suffering in China at the present moment than 
there is in the whole of the rest of the world put together,” Morrison 
wrote to David Fraser on 26th March. “Reports from the interior are 
simply awful and most disheartening. China has created a force of armed 
brigands which she can no longer control. . . . The only tranquil part of 
the Empire . . . appears to be Manchuria and Mongolia.” Yuan Shih-k’ai’s 
inauguration had not inaugurated a Golden Age. He had about one mil- 
lion men under arms — ^twice as many as the Manchus had before the 
revolution — and the problem of demobilizing huge forces which he was 
unable to pay, clothe, or even feed, bedevilled h^. Many of the soldiers 
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solved their immediate problem by following the example of the 3rd 
Division. There was widespread mutiny, plundering, and violence. “I 
know one large town which to my certain knowledge has been looted 
clean seven times,” F. W. Tuckey, a railway engineer in Shanghai, wrote. 
(No one pointed out that the Chinese had received some impressive les- 
sons in the art of looting from the foreign powers during the Boxer 
uprising.) Morrison expressed his disillusion and his doubt to David 
Fraser; 

I have been much disappointed at the way things have gone on, and 
cannot see a very bright prospect for the future. The country is not 
bankrupt, but it is a defaulting country, and it may default in the 
payment of loan after loan. The paynlents of the Boxer indemnity 
have been postponed for a year. 1 doubt very much if the Powers 
will consent to any further postponement. ... I do hope that Sun 
Yat-sen will travel in the interior before he goes abroad, and see 
for himself the condition of his countiy 

Sir John Jordan, too, was “much depressed”. The outlook was black 
indeed. Everard Fraser had wired him from Shanghai that there were 
15,000 soldiers there w^ho had not been paid. In Changsha the soldiers 
as an inducement to disband wxre promised life pensions of thirty dollars 
a year. China was defaulting all round. Yuan Shih-k’ai fully realized the 
danger of the situation. Tang Shao-yi did not; he was feather-brained and 
foolishly optimistic. 

David Fraser was even more pessimistic. “ITic situatidh is pretty 
rotten,” he wrote on 12th April: 

There are three major factors on the Yangtze, Li Y uan-hung, Huang 
Hsing and Ch’en Ch’i-njei, all independent of each other. Further 
south there is Canton, Swatow, and other places which completely 
ignore the Y'angtze people. On the Y'angtze itself are several minor 
commanders who fight and loot and rule independently of their 
brethren. ... 1 guess this revolution is the biggest fluke on record. 
How it is all going to end bears me. But it is sure enough there is 
going to be a period of dreadful anarchy. . . . 

Sir John Jordan was heartened by some flattering words spoken about 
him in the House of Lords, and Morrison noted bitterly that no word of 
commendation had come from The Thnes about his own work: 

No praise could be spared for me yet how I have kept poor old Sir 
John straight throughout this crisis. . . . But for me 1 believe that 
long before this he w ould have had a nervous breakdown. . . . Yuan 
had praised most highly the assistance Sir John had given him. “If I 
am president, it is largely due to your help,” he said. (Yuan said the 
same to me substituting me for Sir John however.) 

But soon after came emollient words from Buckle; (“Your work in 
this revolution continues to be of the most distinguished character”) and 



news of changes in Printing House Square. Qiirol had been knighted 
and was retiring. He was to be entertained at dinner to celebrate both 
events. “It would be a mockery to ask you to join the festivity,” Buckle 
wrote, “but perhaps you would desire to send a message of appreciation 
— all the more as 1 know there has been at time friction between you.” 
Morrison rose to the occasion with magnanimous hypocrisy. Congratulat- 
ing the Jesuit-Jew on his knighthood, he added an unsolicited testimonial 
and an unconvincing apologia: 

You have, I think, the greatest brain of any man I have ever known, 
and if you will not mind my saying so, the kindest heart and the 
greatest capacity for friendship. There is nothing I regret more in my 
past career than that any cloud should ever have come over ou 
friendship. It would be a mockery for me to pretend there was no 
cloud, but it was my fault, and it has long since passed away, and I 
hope you will forgive me and forget all about it. ... I shall always 
be proud to remember that 1 was for so many years so closely asso- 
ciated with so great a master. 

Chirol replied that Morrison’s letter had given him genuine pleasure, 
“for the soreness I felt was, I confess, very keen. ... So by all means let 
us be friends again as in the past”. Morrison sent a letter to Buckle which 
was read out at the farewell dinner at die Savoy, and Chirol acknowledged 
it gratefully: 

. . . there was one point which touched me very much . . . namely, 
when you spoke of my capacity for friendship 

I have formed no plans as yet for the future. . . . But I don’t 
know’ whether I shall be able to resist the temptarion of running out 
perhaps in the Autumn ... to see wdiac a Chinese republic looks like 
at close quarters — if it endures so long, for I confess I am profoundly 
sceptical and I am very much afraid that the fall of the Manchiis may 
only be die prologue to a drama almost as complicated and protracted 
as ^ose which one has sampled on the Chinese stage. 

“You have certainly distanced everybody throughout the whole of 
the long-drawn out crisis,” Braham wTote to Morrison. “We put our 
trust in you and you did not fail us.” But, like Chirol, he was not confi- 
dent about China’s future, and he voiced his doubts in a thoughtful 
editorial: 

Some of those who know China best cannot but doubt whether a 
form of Government so utterly alien to Oriental conceptions and to 
Oriental traditions as a Republic, can be suddenly substituted for a 
monarchy in a nation of four hundred millions of men, whom Kings 
with semi-divine attributes have ruled since the first dim twilight of 



Another sceptic was Rockhill, who had been transferred to G>nstan- 
dnople: “You say most Americans in China are in favour of the monar- 
chical principle,*’ he wrote: 

1 thoroughly concur in this opinion for 1 cannot see how China can 
stand without it, it is the keystone to the whole fabric ethically and 
politically — as well as from the point of view of the national Cult. 
I cannot believe that a republican form of government will endure. It 
will be a provisional one leading to the founding of a new dynasty. 
Will it be Y.S.K. who will found it or will he simply be a king- 
maker? . . . 

Rockhill was thinking of leaving the -diplomatic service, and won- 
dered if Yuan Shih-k*ai would like him as adviser to the Chinese Legation 
in Washington. He would resign straightaway if he could see his way 
clear to an income of a thousand or fifteen hundred pounds a year. Soon 
after, Morrison had an opportunity of mentioning Rockhill to Dr Charles 
Eliot, of Harvard, the begetter of the famous Five Foot Bookshelf of 
Culture, who had been asked by the Chinese Government to recommend 
a prominent American as an adviser. Morrison lunched with Dr Eliot at 
the American Embassy (“fine-looking man, upright 6ft or more, 78 but 
looks much younger, clean cut face disfigured on right side by strawberry 
mark which extends from above the right eyebrow to the upper lip 
which in that side hangs down. Left side unusually handsome”) and urged 
the claims of Rockhill (“linguist traveller knowing Chinese and Tibetan”). 
He reflected on the fickleness of fame when he round the leafned profes- 
sor was “wholly ignorant” of who Rockhill was. He also noted Dr Eliot’s 
surprising lack of tact, “everywhere condemned”, when the doctor gave 
a Unitarian address to an audience of Evangelical missionaries, embarras- 
sing them by reference to “God the Father, Man the Brother, Christ the 
Teacher”. 


[ VIII ] 

In the letter that Buckle read aloud at Chirol’s farewell dinner Morrison 
had written that he owed much to Chirol: “for did he not write my 
obituary, which happily was published prematurely, and will not the 
eulogistic references he therein made to my character and capacity render 
it exceedingly difficult for The Times should they ever wish to disem- 
barrass themselves of my services?” 

But while he was writing this facetiously Morrison was thinking 
seriously of leaving The Times and returning to Australia. The thought 
had been in his mind for some time. He was dred of China, of his job — 
and of himself. He was fifty, in poor health — synovitis had been adaed to 
his complex of complaints — and, though he did not know it, was falling 
in love. Jennie Robin had broken off her engagement with Phillips, and 
Morrison was becoming more and more aware of her as a woman as well 
, as a secretary. 



He anatomized his discontent in letters to many of his friends; per- 
haps for the satisfaction of overhearing himself. To Lionel Pratt, a fellow- 
Australian who was editing the Far Eastern Review in Hong Kong, he 
wrote: 

I am tired of the incessant strain, the late hours, the irregular work, 

* the difficulty of sifting truth from falsehood, the difficulty of under- 
standing Chinese springs of action. 1 want to settle down quietly in a 
country village in Australia and rear . . . poultry and try and win 
prizes at the u>cal horticultural show in competition with the village 
pi/iiceman. My idea is to buy a small place down in Gippsland, in the 
mountains overlooking the Southern Ocean, not too far from a rail- 
head, where I can get duck-shooting and reel-fishing and exercise iu 
clearing off my selection. I once went down to Gippsland, and spent 
some delightful days there burning off the brush heaps. . . . 

Recalling that Morrison had once talked of entering Federal politics, 
Pratt replied that it would be “ten thousand pities” if he wasted his unique 
knowledge of the Far East in a colonial legislature: 

The House of Commons is the place for you and the Unionist party 
would jump at the opportunity of giving you a seat. In Australia — 
though they have a hazy sort of idea that peril may threaten them 
from the Far East — they do not recognize the vital importance of the 
subject, and the result is that the Commonwealth Parliament expends 
all its energy in the little things that don’t matter. ... I feel sure that 
you, after so many years’ intimate association with men and events 
of world , importance, would become disgusted with the pettiness 
which characterizes Australian politics. . . . The type of man they 
want down there is the narrow minded politician whose mental 
horizon is bounded by Woolloomooloo or Fitzroy. . . . 

As a “frantic Royalist”, he added a gloomy assessment of the situa- 
tion in China: 

I am hoping to see China recover from her Republican delirium and 
sweep all these mushroom “patriots” back into oblivion. The feeling 
among die Chinese here is decidedly pessimisde. What litde popu- 
larity the Republic had appears to be waning and the utter incapacity 
of the scum that came to the top during the turmoil in reg^d to 
constructive work, is becoming more evident daily. 

Morrison was surprised at Pratt’s suggestion that he would be offered 
a Unionist seat in the House of Commons. “Certainly, I have concealed 
my politics. ... I who am for Labour, Minimum Wage, Universal Suff- 
rage, Home Rule for Everybody, Disestablishment of Everything, exclu- 
sion of aliens and a few other things which are not on the Unionist 
programme . . he wrote back. What w^ere Morrison’s politics.^ His 
adnuration for Rudyard Kipling was undiminished. He shared Curzon’s 
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conviction of England’s imperial destiny. One of his close friends in Lon- 
don was the fire-breathing Tory, Leo Maxe. But he wrote to Hutton at 
about the same time as he wrote to Pratt; “My sympathies were entirely 
with the strikers during the coal strike. I hnd that the older I get, the more 
sympathy 1 feel with the labouring classes”: 

I would have left The Times two years ^o, had I been able to leave 
it then with prestige, but owing to a difference of opinion between 
myself and the editorial staff, had I then left it might have been 
said that my resignation had been called for. ... It takes a good deal 
to make me tire(( but I have got weary of incessantly discussing loan 
questions, questions of Shanghai municipal extension, local questions 
of all kinds in which I have only an academic interest. I am only dis- 
cussing things instead of doing things, and 1 intend ... to do some- 
thing before I am too old. . . . My present ambition is to get down to 
Australia as quickly as I can. 

“I am simply getting mouldy,” he wrote to C. W. Campbell. “Pekmg 
was at one time the centre of the world’s interest. At present it is only 
a humdrum Far Eastern capital”: 

When I returned to China it was my intention to leave Peking on 
I April and travel overland through Tibet to India, and so home. 
That scheme is no longer possible. It has always been my ambition 
to return to Australia sooner or later 

The realization that he was in love came suddenly. One day he was 
complaining that Jennie was dancing all night and having her head turned 
by the attention shown her: “I was a fool to bring our one so young and 
fragile.” Two weeks later he was writing: “My God how I do love her! 
I love her better than anything on earth”; 

It is impossible for me to continue longer in Peking. I am discontented 
and unhappy. I am in love. If I stay here I will fret my heart out . . . 
all enthusiasm in my work has evaporated. I am — let the truth out — 
somewhat disgusted with my profession when I see the ranks filled 
by . . . reporters who may write well and will write to order but have 
no standing and no personality. 

Among these he listed A, E. Wearne, the Reuter’s representative, 
H. G. Woodhead, editor of the Peking and Tientsin Times ^ and J. K. Ohl, 
correspondent of the New York Herald. 


[IX] 

On a beautiful April day, as they were walking together along the Wall, 
Morrison told Jennie that he loved her, and Jennie told Morrison that she 
had consulted a fortune-teller in London who ^owed uncanny gifts. He 
, had said that she would go abroad to a distant part of the world, that ^e 



would marry a famous man, be a widow, and would marry a second time, 
and would die at about forty-five: 

And her coming to me was most strange. Her mother was holding 
before the fire a sheet of the Daily Telegraph upon which was my 
advertisement. This caught here eye whereupon sne showed it to her 
daughter and advised her to communicate with the writer XYZ. She 
did and 1 was struck by her and engaged her and there we are — she 
entwined round my heart and I’m going to sacrifice everything to 
have her come with me to Australia. 

But he was consumed by doubts, and filled pages of his diary with 
self-searchings: 

My trouble is one of the heart am worried and perturbed, but hope 

I. Because of kindness of heart. 2. Because of belief in prophecy that 
siie was to marry a famous man I being the only one to which that 
term is applicable in sight. 3. Because of respect. But why the devil 
should any of these factors come into play? . . . Great capacity for 
affection. My unhappiness. Brooding and “When the inevitable 
comes?” — All this is somewhat incoherent but the bald fact remains 
that I am enmeshed as I have not been since 1882 and that my mode 
of life is now to change. 

Heartily sick and tired of my work unsettled because no hope 
of any advancement. I have today come to the determination: 

1. To retire from The Times, 

2. I'o sell my library. 

3. To leave China and return to Australia. 

• 

He reviewed the prospects of selling his library. E. T. Williams 
w’anted the United States to buy it. W'^illard Straight, who was planning 
the establishment of an Asiatic Association in America, asked for an 
option. The Japanese and Chinese were both interested. Morrison fixed 
the price at 40,000. 

Should it be purchased by the Chinese, I will present the Government 
with my freehold property in Peking, that is the fire-proof library 
building. . . . My own residence can be used upstairs as quarters for 
a Foreign Librarian until the library catalogue is completed and 
printed. Downstairs the rooms can be converted into a reading room. 
... I have determined to ask that tlic Library shall continue to be 
called after me. 

“Why has this cruel fate been mine to fall in love, real sincere love 
for tlie second time in my life? I wonder does she care for me? I long to 
take her in my arms and tell her I love her,” he wrote. Haunted by the 
“awful disparity” in their ages — ^fifty and twenty-three — ^he invoked, 
from some unrevealed source, a formula for marital harmony. The wife’s 
age should be half the husband’s age plus seven (“(50 2) + 7 = 32”). 

By this equation Jennie was nine years too young. 



In the midst of these curious speculations he received a letter from 
Hutton that offered, half-seriously, half- jocularly, singularly unwelcome 
advice: “Get married. Get married,’* Hutton wrote. “You are not fitted 
for single life. . . . But of all things don’t marry a very young woman. 1 
repeat. Not a young woman. Her tastes you would find too juvenile.” 
Morrison should look around in Australia for a well-preserved woman 
between thirty and forty, “with an income of not less than J[, 6 oo or 
£ 700 a year”. Alternatively, Hutton offered an English candidate: 

I enclose her picture. I told her about you. She loves you already. 
She is the eldest daughter of our Vicar. Very well-educated. She was 
on the “batter” for a bit of a time-^in Portsmouth. But you won’t 

mind that I’m sure She is just the woman to suit you. Her father 

— ^the Vicar — is a very liberal-minded man — ^he says, “Tell Earnest he 
can have her for a week on trial! !” 

Hutton, an omnivorous reader, supplemented this marriage counsel 
with a comment on contemporary fiction and faith: “Nearly all the 
successful books owe their prestige to the portrayals of fornication. . . . 
A great change has come over the world.” At the same time the “ecclesi- 
astical influence” was ebbing fast: “Men of all classes ridicule the super- 
stitious dogmas of the church. I doubt if the Virgin Mary will live another 
ten years.” 

Morrison replied solemnly: 

As I understand it, I am to marry a woman of 38, with ossflication of the 
joints, especially of the sacro-coccygcal joint, well domesticated, fad- 
dish, with rigid views about religion, spectacles, fal^ uppers, but 
with six or seven hundred a year, the amount of the income to be 
in inverse proportion to the attractions of the subject. . . . 

Jennie told Morrison that he would have to write to her father asking 
for her hand, mentioning all his physical defects and giving an assurance 
there was no madness in his family. Morrison wrote Mr Robin a “frank 
pleasant letter”, saying that he was sending Jennie home by express so 
that she could consult both her parents before deciding to marry him: 

I spoke of the discrepancy in our ages. I younger than my years, she 
older than her years, thus making the disproportion less. . . . She has 
been with me now long enough to observe my good points which 
were few and bad points which were many. I assured her father that 
she was under no obligation to me, but in fact the obligation was all 
the other way and that the journey home might be regarded as a 
bonus for the admirable work she had done for me since I had the 
happiness of securing her assistance. 

Rockhill was grateful for Morrison’s suggestion that he might serve 
China as foreign adviser, but he thought the time had not yet come. He 
explained his d^bts at length: 



... It is unnecessaiy to say that, under proper conditions, I should be 
delighted to lend my poor assistance to the Government. . . . But 
many considerations require than any man of average sense and ex- 
perience of public affairs — especially in China — should pause before 
committing himself to the desirability or even possibility of attempt- 
• ing to discharge such dudes. Better than anyone you know the posi- 
tion of the present government of China; hardly yet established, 
not recognized by any of the Treaty Powers, up to its neck in finan- 
cial troubles, in which the President and his Cabinet are ruled by an 
Advisory Council which seems to be the real governing body, with 
no men of real ability but lots of ^>ectacle(r frock-coated young 
dreamers fretii from the United States, Japan or Great Britain, full l " 
utopian dreams of individual and immediate reforms, etc., etc. What 
would be the role of a foreign adviser, subject to . . . strenuous 
opposition to his necessarily moderate and conciliatory suggestions? 
Draw his salary and compile a Chinese-English Dictionary, as did 
Walter Hillier? Such a role would not satisty any man who has the 
reputation of a life time at stake. . . . until a permanent government 

is established and recognized, it seems useless to discuss the matter 

Confucius said “the cautious seldom err” and if ever there was a 
case in which caution was necessary it seems to me to be tliis one. . . . 

This was sound coun.scl. But within a week or so of receiving it, 
Morrison, despite Rockhill and Confucius, was himself considering an in- 
vitation to become foreign adviser to the Chinese Government. The offer 
was made in a letter from Tsai Ting-kan, which Morrison read with 
“great astonishment”: 

Immediately 1 went down to Sir John. I assured him that which re- 
quired no assurance, that I had made no effort of iny own to obtain 
or to encourage this offer. The Chinese knew that I was contemplat- 
ing leaving China, and returning to Australia and they made me this 
offer hoping to retain my services in China. Sir John said he knew this 
well. 1 said that Yuan considered that 1 had been of constant help 
to him, that I was one of the mainstays of the Republic, that he 
wished me to remain with him and be his adviser as long as he was 
President. 

[X] 

In a letter to Buckle dated 17 th May, Morrison modestly mentioned his 
services to The Times, and asked what recognition he could expect for 
these if he retired: 

I joined The Times before November ist, 1895. In the intervening 
years, I have been in every part of Eastern Asia, from Bangkok in 
the ^uth to Blagovestchen^ in the North, and from Japan and 
Korea in the East, across China to the ultimate limits of the Chinese 
dominions. During the earlier years of my connection with The 
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Times my salary was only £ 500 a year, my expenses being paid when 
1 was away from Peking. Then for two years 1 was paid at the rate of 
£ 1000 per annum and expenses. Subsequently 1 compounded my ex- 
penses for a fixed amount of £200 per annum, and since the begin- 
ning of 1900 I have received >£1200 per annum, from which I have 
paid, except on rare occasions such as my visit to the Portsmouth 
Conference, ail my travelling and other expenses out of my own 
pocket. I find that the total expense The Times has incurred on 
account of my salary and expenses throughout the period from 1st 
November, 1895, to, say, the 1st May 1912, has been in round num- 
bers £ 19,000. For a considerable period of this time my messages 
were sold to other papers, and the fees thus received reduced my cost 
to The Times. 1 do not think that anyone could ever suggest that I 
have been an expensive correspondent. Considering how well known 
1 am, 1 think 1 can claim to have been an exceptionally inexpensive 
one. The opinion apparently is universally held that 1 am very much 
more highly paid than is the case. There was a time when I was 
offered £ 2000 per annum to join one of the other London papers, 
and twice I have been asked oy Lord NorthcMe to join his staff. 
This, of course, was before he became head of The Times. On one 
of these occasions he said that he could give me a salary such as The 
Times could never dream of giving me. 

I have never asked for an increase of salary. When Lord North- 
cliffe asked me in London whether I would care fo^ an increase, 1 
said that I thought my post was sufficiently well paid. Since this 
trouble began in October, the cost of living in Peking has risen to 
such a degree that I find it very difficult to live within my income. As 
a matter of fact, I cannot live in the position such as 1 have obtained 
on a salary of £ 1200 a year, and pay my own expenses. Recently the 
Manager has been good enough to make a certain allowance to me 
on account of the loss 1 am sustaining owing to the rise in exchange. 
Before the Revolution the sovereign was worth ^11.15. Since the 
Revolution it is worth only I9.55 

Now I have long thought diat The Times is obtaining no special 
advantage from retaining me in Peking. Undeniably I am well known, 
and my position here as Correspondent is a good one — ^many would 
say a unique one. Many distinguished people who visit Peking, come 
to see me. . . . My relations both with our Legation and the foreign 
Legations and with the Chinese are, I think, more intimate than those 
of any other correroondent who has ever been in Peking. But 1 am 
thoroughly tired or being here. I am now fifty years of age, and I 
am not getting any further forward. 1 wish to give up this kind of 
work, which involves irregular hours, requires incessant attention, 
and for which I can now get very little credit. It is impossible for the 
paper to permit me to telegraph day by day, and it is more difficult 
for me to have to select my telegrams when they are sent only at 
intervals. 





What I would like to ascertain from you is this: Gan I, on leaving 
The ThneSj expect to receive a retiring allowance, and, if so, what 
amount? What steps should I take in order to secure this? These years 
of service that I liave rendered to the paper have obviously absorbed 
much of my strength. I have more than once been seriously ill. I was 
wounded and invalided for some dme. In Siam 1 sutf ered much from 
malarial fever which clung to me for nearly two years. All this has 
reduced my powers of earning. 

It is my wish to leave China and return to Australia, and there, 
if opportunity should be given to me, to enter political life, for which 
in some degree my experiences in the Far East has fitted me. During 
the time I have been with you, I have been able to save very little 
money. At present, when aU my debts are paid, I have a cash balance 
of less than 250 . 1 have a collection of books on China. It is not fair 
that 1 should have to sell my library but 1 have no alternative. 1 have 
an inferior Chinese house in the city, which will soon have to be re- 
built, and I have a cottage in the country. These then are my assets 
upon which alone I have to retire. 

What I would suggest is that I should arrange with you to leave 
The Times and be given some recognition of my work during all 
these years in the form of a sum of money which would enable me 
to leave China with content and to engage in a new sphere of activity. 
You would find an economy in this arrangement, because the corres- 
pondent in my stead would not reejuire the income which is neces- 
sary for the maintenance of a position such as that which I have 
acquired in Peking — ^ position which I think I can claim, has added 
to the prestige«of the paper. The Chinese are in the habit of believing 
that I am exceedingly well paid, and I have never disillusioned them 
in this regard. 

I wish you would write to me frankly and lell me what you 
would suggest, or what is possible. 

“What is to happen to me?” Morrison asked himself on zyrh June. 
‘‘Money is my great lack.” He tabulated his assets- 

1. My hbrary which is insured for ^15, 00 and for which I im 
asking ^40,000! 

2. My freehold city house which as it stands has cost me £22^0. 

3. My country cottage which all told has cost me £i2S0. 

4. My household furniture and effects, curios and pictures worth 
in all perhaps £ 1000. 

I have no reason to be discoursed! Will The Times give me any- 
thing? 

His question was soon answered. Buckle’s reply, a handwritten letter 
of two and a half foolscap pages, made it clear that the gratitude of The 
jTimes for Morrison’s services was boundless, but not negotiable. He had 
joined the paper too old and was leaving it too young: 
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How the authorities of The Times have appreciated the remarkable 
work which you have done for it in the last fifteen years has been 
shown you, in letters and by word of mouth, again and again, by the 
late Mr Walter and Lord Northcliffe on behw of the woprietors, 
and by Moberly Bell and me for the Manager and Editor. In parting 
from you we ^all be losing one of the greatest ornaments of The 
Times — a correspondent whose telegrams and letters, have in various 
periods of crisis in the Far East, been for the time the most distinctive 
and valued feature of the Paper; and one whose character and person- 
ality have maintained and enhanced reputation on the other ride 
of the world. 1 can only thank you very sincerely, and wish you all 
success in your new sphere of activity, which will be, I presume, 
politics in Australia. Sad as it is to lose you, I understand your wisli 
to change your work while you may sdll look forward to many years 
of health and strength. You ask me a very delicate question when you 
request my private opinion as to whether on retirement you could 
look to receive from The Times any monetary payment. As you 
know, I have never specially concerned myself with the business 
side of the Paper, in which the initiative naturally rests with the 
Manager. But I will mention a few considerations which, it seems to 
me, must govern the matter. 

Those who enter the service of the Paper young, and make it the 
work of their life, and those who, without entering its service young, 
yet serve it continuously till incapacitated by age or sftious illness, 
have on retirement a special claim for consideration which is not 
shared by those who enter its service in middle life, and then after a 
certain number of years’ service quit it of their own'' accord, while 
still in middle-life, to undertake work of another kind. The first two 
classes have usually, when their circumstances required it, received 
pensions from the Paper, but I don’t know of any case in which a 
pension has been granted to a member of the third class, nor would it 
reasonable to expect it. 

But, of course, w'hcre the service has been both of .some dura- 
tion, and of an exceptionally brilliant character, as yours has been, 
those responsible for the Paper might well desire to express, by the 
gift of a substantial sum at the close, their gratitude and apprecia- 
tion — on one condition, that the financial position of the Paper was 
such as to afiord it. Unfortunately, as you know, The Times, rince 
the formation of the company, has never been able to pay a dividend 
on its ordinary shares, but only on its First Preference. In these 
circumstances it must rest entirely with the Proprietors, who are 
receiving no return on a large part of their capital, whether they 
will sanction extra expenditure of the kind suggested. At present 
they are, not unnaturally, urging upon us a policy of strict economy 
in every direction. 

I am very sorry that you should feel anxious about money 
matters, though I note that you allow that the post of Peking Cor- 
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respondent has been adequately paid, and that you declined Lord 
Northcliffe’s suggestion that the salary should be increased. It is 
natural that you should be reluctant to sell your unique library; 
but, on the other hand, books have been the shape your savings have 
taken, and if you abandon Far Eastern Correspondence, you will 
■ have no special use for a valuable collection of Chinese works. You 
would have many excellent precedents for selling; for example, the 
late Lord Spencer and the Althoip library. But of course 1 realize 
what a wrench it would be for you. . . . 

Morrison’s reply to this remarkable document was admirably re- 
strained, but he must have taken some satisfaction in letting Buckle knou 
that the Chinese Government valued his services nearly four times as 
highly as The Thnes did: 

Dear Mr Buckle, 

I am indeed grateful to you for your kind and considerate letter of 
20 June. 

The considerations you have placed before me so delicately are 
entirely reasonable and convincing and in resigning my post I will 
ask for nothing further than my salary to the date of leaving and my 
passage fare home. 

Before this letter reaches you it is possible that you will receive 
a cable from me regarding an offer made to me by the President 
Yuan Shih-k’ai, , . . Certain terms have been proposed to me. These 
1 have communicated to my Minister and he has cabled them to 
the Foreign Office. . . . The terms proposed to me are an engagement 
of not less tlian three years beginning from the date that I leave The 
Thnes, my expenses from I^ondon to Peking when I take my en- 
gagement, my travelling expenses when in Chinese service, 250 a 
year house allowance and a salary of ^^3500. It is also proposed to 
allow me a secretary and a translator at Government expense. 

I am told that it was the unanimous wish of both the Southern 
and Northern parties that I should be ihe first foreigner to be ap- 
proached with a view to the securing of his services. . . . 

To F. A. Mackenzie, a few months later, he wrote with more feel- 
ing: "'The Times have treated me with characteristic generosity, having 
paid me ^73 for my passage back from Peking to London after 17 years 
of service! . . . Their tendency now is ... to pay their correspondents 
in an even more niggardly manner than tliey have done in the past.” 

Morrison summed up his seventeen ye^ri as a correspondent in a 
note intended for his “Reminiscences”: 

No doubt in my work in the Far East I made many mistakes and 
my judgement was often faulty but I can look back on the past and 
declare that I never sent a line to The Times that I did not believe 
to be the truth a* ' understood it at the time. Enemies of course 
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imde — a correspondent if he is to be of any value to his paper must 
make enemies. ... At no time throughout my services was I on 
friendly terms with all the Legations in Peking at the same time 

[XI] 

“Herewith the document,” Tsai Ting-kan wrote on 2 nd August, confirm- 
ing Morrison’s appointment. “It is neidier an Agreement, nor yet a Con- 
tract nor yet a Compact. It is a free and spontaneous Invitation from the 
Government and People of the Chinese Republic to you who has kindly 
signified his consent and approval by the attachment of his signature. It 
is the most honourable invitation ever extended by China to any foreign 
gentleman and expressed in the most courteous language possible. . . .” 
When Morrison expressed his gratitude, Tsai wrote: “It is I and the 
Chinese Nation who should be grateful to you, I have assisted you because 
you were assisting us; therefore I am assisting myself.” 

fXIl] 

While he was waiting for Mr Robin’s reply, Morrison fled from the 
unbearable heat of Peking in July to the sea at Pcitaiho. Here he wrote a 
long letter to Hutton, “the wisest of my friends, the most far-seeing, 
the most philosophical”: 

My life for a long time has been very lonely and I have fcll^the crying 
need of affection and sympathy. I want happiness. Of honours I have 
received a small share if it is an honour to be well-known and to be 
described as “famous”. But I have little happiness. I am going to get 
married 

He catalogued Jennie’s qualities in detail: “a refined pure-minded 
English girl, highly educated . . . secretive and trustworthy . . . sings 
prettily and plays nicely . . . one of the best mimics I have ever known”: 

Insensibly I have become attached to her and I have no shadow of 
doubt about her truly loving me. . . . Every Legation in Peking wel- 
comes her. She had advantageous offers of marriage. . . . The Chinese 
talk of giving me employment and of never allowing me to leave 
China. The British Minister promises me but I need hardly say that I 
count nothing upon this that he will make every effort to obtain for 
me a knighthood It is the least he can do, he says, for all 1 have done 
for him. But there can be no certainty about this. ... It is also not 
certain that 1 would accept knighthood even if it were offered 
me. . . . 

Mr Robin, from Lismore Road, South Croydon, proclaimed his 
parental approval (“as she expressed such love for you, we could not well 
oppose it”) suggesting only that proper provision be made for Jennie 
“and a probable young family”. 



Morrison found a great heap of corre^ndence to deal with, without 
Jennie’s expert assistance, when he returned to Peking. There was a letter 
from Sir Hiram Maxim, who described himself as **the greatest expert on 
fire-arms in the world” and expressed a strong desire to finish up his 
career “by serving China and the Chinese”: 

I took the personal Grand Prix in artilleiy at the last Paris Exposition. 

1 am in a position to furnish China with the rifles she may require 
at extremely low prices. 1 could go to China myself and instruct the 
officials. 

1 know the Rothchilds very well, and also many other great 
Capitalists and . . . could place a loan on very favourable terms. . . . 

But the most interesting letters were about Sun Yat-sen. H. T. Foord, 
a railway engineer, wrote from Shanghai: 

1 made the acquaintance of Sun Yat-sen as I heard that he had a 
scheme for building extensive railways but the impression that 1 
had formed of him &om his short public life was strengthened at the 
interview as 1 found that he had not two ideas in his head. He is cer- 
tainly not a dangerous man but only the figurehead of his party 
whic^ by its Cantonese power of combination may cause trouble. 

W. H. Donald, too, had discussed railways with Dr Sun, and was 
even less impressed with the doctor’s ability: 

He is a fool. ... he told me that he had decided to devote himself 
entirely to railway development. He said he could not divulge his 
schema for a couple of months, but 1 talked at him so much that 
eventually he . . . brought forth a large map. The map was about six 
feet square, and when Sun had spread it out upon the floor 1 saw 
evidence of a most convincing nature that Sun is not only as mad as a 
hatter, but that he is madder. He is absolutely unpractical, without 
conunonsense and devoid of the most elementary ideas of the subject 
he professes to be now fathering. The map took in Tibet and Mon- 

f oha and the far western extremities of China. From time to time 
un had taken his bru^ and stick of ink and filled ill every province 
and dependency with as many lines as he could cram there. He has 
double lines to indicate trunk railways sweeping round the coast from 
Shanghai to Cantoi^ leading away across me precipitous mountains 
to Lhassa, and striking out due west to the western frontier, curling 
away into Sinkiang and out to Mongolia! He has another trunk line 
through from Shanghai to Szechwan and on to Lhassa. He has another 
off into Mongolia dong the skirt of the Gobi desert. He has others 
lunning north and south, west and north-east. A myriad of smaller 
lines fills the provinces, and the map, as Sun has ornamented it, was 
nothing but a grotesque Chinese pu^^e. Sun sat down on the floor to 
explain things to me, and as he sat there I thought that never could 
such a scene be drawn to depict the in^dtude of this, the first 



President of the Chinese Republic. He is mad! And why, not because 
he drew the map, for with money and an abundance of time, every 
line he drew, and more, could be built, but Sun has the audacity to 
think that because He drew the thing the foreign capitalists would 
give him sufficient money to build the whole lot in from five to 
TEN years! . . . “Do you think the foreign capitalists will give the 
money?” he anxiously asked. “On what terms,” I replied. “Oh”, he 
answered, “if we give them the right to the lines for forty years, they 
to hand them back to China free of all cost and in good running con- 
dition at the end of that period!” I told him he had not the slightest 
hope of getting a cent or foreign mon6y for even the most practical 
and promising line in the largest populated of the provinces unless 
there was a stable Government. And, amazing of amazing things, 
which only a man in the position of Sun could say to demonstrate his 
wisdom, his capacity and his acumen, he replied, “What matter if 
the Government is stable or not so long as the provinces 
agree!!!” Doctor, the whole damned thing is impossible. . . . There 
was never a more grotesque position in any of Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
comic-operas. ... I would have given $ioo to have had a picture of 
Sun sitting on the floor alongside of this map believing that in ten 
years he could see the whole of China so covered. The little line 
from Laokay to Yunnan-sen cost something like 8,000,000. What 
in the name of goodness would a line from Yunnan to Lhassa cost? 
and what on earth would be the use of it unless to run summer excur- 
sions to the lid of the world, or be available when the D. Lama wants 
to escape? 

“You must pardon the state of exasperation I am in,” Donald con- 
cluded, “for my blood boils when 1 think of the fanatic who thinks he 
can preach anti-foreignism, socialism, and a dozen other isms in this be- 
nighted country and then think all the financiers of the world will pull 
open their purse-strings . . . because he. Sun Yat-sen, lifts his hand.” 

Now that Sun Yat-sen has had the umque distinction of a double 
canonization — by the Nationalists of Taipeh and the Communists of 
Peking — ^it is instructive to recall not only Donald’s estimate of him bur 
Li Yuan-hung’s, made in July 1913; 

The world has a false idea about Sun Yat-sen. He had nothing to do 
with the actual work of overthrowing the monarchy. The Revolution 
was finished when he reached China. I hardly had heard of him, 
except in a vague and general way, and did not know his political 
views, except that 1 had heard of his agitation. So far as I had thought 
about him at all, I had regarded him as a visionary. He arrived at 
Shanghai at a moment when the Southern, or Republican Party, had 
decioed that some kind of a government should nominally be formed, 
with the capital at Nanking. This was done for moral effect in China 
and abroad. None of the real leaders of the Revolution, for various 
reasons, desired to take the position of Provisional President, which 



we felt would be of short duration. Sun Yat-sen, from being out of 
China for so long, was not associated with any faction here; his name 
was known abroad, and he seemed to suit ^e occasion. If he ever 
provided any tangible aid to the real Revolution, I did not know of 
it. His repute is l^gely founded on fiction. . . . 

In Shanghai, Donald was exasperated by Dr Sun. In London, Alfred 
Hippisley was exasperated by the whole revolutionary movement. While 
“fully recognizing the utter corruption of the Manchu government”, he 
could nor believe a republic was suited to China: 

nor do I see the necessity for so violent a change. The edict of the 
27 August 1908, when fixing the year 1917 for the granting of a Con- 
stitution, had issued a complete scheme of the reforms to be intro- 
duced in each intervening year to the end that by 1917 the political 
machine would be in full working order, and at least half the people 
sufficiently educated to understand botli their duties and responsibili- 
ties. The Reform party had thus secured all they could have peace- 
fully secured, the establishment of a Constitutional monarchy b)' 
orderly progressive stages. Instead, however . . . they have plunged 
the empire into anarchy and chaos by sweeping away the Throne, 
w'hich alone exercised an authority generally respected . . . after 
destroying the existing government, they have practically no men 
with trained experience to take the places of the officials they have 
displaced. I confess I feel very pessimistic as to the future. 

Morrison sprang to the defence of the Republic. He did not think it 
was a fair .description of the country to speak of it as being “plunged 
into anarchy and chaos”; though he admitted that in removing the late 
Government “which stood for all that was unworthy and corrupt” 
officials had to be removed whom it was difficult to replace, he was still 
hopeful for the future. Hippisley was not convinced, and quoted an article 
in the North China Daily Ne'ws, published on the date of Morrison’s 
letter: 

From one quarter came . . . reports of agitation against financial 
reform; from another, of the danger of unemployed and underpaid 
soldiers; from a third, of actual mutiny and looting; from a fourth, 
of the multiplication of officials and of their jealousies and corruption, 
from a fifth, of the refusal of the people to pay taxes ... in the face 
of such a showing it would be a sheer evasion of facts to pretend 
that the condition of China generally was aught but anarchical. 

[XIII] 

Before he left Peking, Morrison had a long talk with Yuan Shih-k’ai, who 
feared aggression by Russia and Japan while there was so much uncer- 
tainty in China. Morrison reassured him. They discussed banking prob- 
lems, and the President told Morrison he was fond of gardening: 



I ^oke of the Russian difficulty^ of getting labour in Siberia and of 
their fear of Chinese immigration being greater than Chinese fear of 
Russian aggression. Russia had an immense area unprotected. ... 1 
counselled placing smart young officers and men along the frontiers 
changing them frequently. . . . Literally Yuan groaned when 1 told 
him of the antiquated soldiers at Ulugchat. 

Morrison combined medical with military advice: “You must get the 
President massaged,” he told Tsai Ting-kan: 

Half an hour daily of skilled massage would make an enormous differ- 
ence to his bodily health ... it would make him years younger. . . . 
But the massage must be done with skill. . . . While lying in bed be- 
fore he gets up, he can have his body massaged from his toes up to 
the crown of his head and half an hour’s treatment like this would 
be equal to two hours’ exercise, I am a doctor, and I would strongly 
advise you to have this done. 

I enclose a card of the Japanese masseur. He charges one dollar 
an hour and the treatment 1 ^ould say in invaluable. You have no 
idea what a difference it makes to the circulation and to the general 
feeling of elation. 

On the day of his departure Morrison received with the President’s 
compliments and “heartiest congratulations” four rolls of silk for the 
future Mrs Morrison. 

[XIV] 

Consciously or unconsciously, Morrison continued to evade the facts, 
and almost his first act after he arrived in London on 19 th Auugst — 
even before he ordered his wedding-suit — was to write a long letter over 
his own name in The Times^ reassuring its readers about the stability of 
the new China. There was much scepticism in England about the future 
of the Republic; newspaper posters day after day proclaimed die immin- 
ence of civil war and collapse. 

Morrison ridiculed the “gloomy” and “irresponsible” pessimists who 
foresaw “foreign inrervendon, universal anarchy, China split up into 
warring kingdoms, chaos, bankruptcy . . . the ruin of foreign bondhold- 
ers .. . and the inevitable disrupdon of China”. Life and property were 
equally safe in the Republic, he declared, confidently. McLeavy Brown 
wrote, “Your letter has made a considerable flutter in the journalisdc 
world today and all the evening ne\('spapers seem to comment on it.” “My 
letter . . . has had an extraordinary effect in England,” Morrison wrote to 
Tsai Ting-kan, who, by some unexplained legerdemain, had now become 
a colonel: “There has not been a single paragraph that I have seen adverse 
to China published since . . . England is ruled by public opinion as ex- 
pressed through the newspapers. It is obvious then, that our flrst concern 
should be to have an erroneous impression removed from those papers 
, and that has been the work that I ^ve set myself to do.’* 
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He continued to operate successfully in that twil^ht world of adroit 
persuasion known today as “public relations”. F. A. Mackenzie inter- 
viewed him for the Daily Malt, and began his column-length report: 

There is a wide^read impression in England that things are in a bad 
way in the young Chinese Republic. We have heard so much of internal 
strife . . . ^at the man in the street can almost see, in his mind’s eye 
. . . the Republic at an end, and the most wonderful political and 
social expenment of our generation brought to ruin. A talk with Dr 
Morrison ... is a good cure for such pessimism. Dr Morrison has a 
robust faith in the future of the commonwealth and a fund of indig- 
nation for the men who have been systematically spreading evil re- 
ports against it. . . . He left China steadily settling down, with the 
authority of the Central Government growing, with trade every- 
where reviving, and with the unwieldy armies of the revolution being 
gradually distended and absorbed in the civil population. 

Lovat Fraser invited Morrison to answer a set of questions in the Pall 
Mall Gazette^ which, under J. L. Garvin’s editorship, was consistently 
hostile to the new Chinese regime. “It is the paper of the moment,” Fraser 
said. “Its circulation has trebled in the last six months.” When Morrison 
returned the corrected proofs of the interview he admitted frankly that 
his primary loyalty was to Britain, not to China. But his attitude was 
curiously ambivalent. If he would not criticize Britain to the Chinese, he 
was as reluctant to criticize China to the British. “To you I can speak 
my mind,'' he wrote to Lovat Fraser: 

But to,th^ Chinese I am always (and I always will so continue . . .) 
championing the British action — ^always endeavouring to make them 
realize that we British are their best friends, that we are a pheno- 
menon among the nations, acting with scrupulous fairness to our 
engagements among the nations, ^t where they, the Chinese, come 
into conflict with the British, it is they, the Chinese, arc to blame. . . , 
I will never do anything to depreciate my own Government in 
the sight of the Chinese — quite the contrary. Thus in all my com- 
munications I lay stress upon the friendly attitude of the official 
people and the sympathy felt in the Foreign Office for China and the 
Chinese and the desire of our Government to see China strong and 
united and to assist in the attainment of that end. 

London streets on i6th September, to Morrison’s great satisfaction, 
were prominently placarded with the bright yellow posters of the Pall 
Mall Gazette-. 

Dr Morrison on 
THE NEW CHINA 

Again he had made a special plea for the Republic that owed more to 
loyalty than to fact: 

“People in England ” said Dr Morrison, “have been saying that the 
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Republic does not yet show stability. 1 would rather ask: In what 
respect does it show increasii^ instability? Take trade. This will be 
a record year for trade in Qiina, despite the enormous floods in 
Kiang-su and Anhui. Take the protection of foreigners. There never 
was a time when foreigners were so safe in China. . . . Take the troops 
recently under arms. They are being steadily disbanded and not 
turned adrift, ^’ithout pay to prey on the people, as was often the 
case in the old days . . . the administration of President Yuan Shih-k’ai 
is not now seriously disputed anywhere. The very quietude of China 
today is proof of stability.” 

Yuan*s only real difficulties were financial, and the suggestion that he 
aimed at dictatorial power was ridiculous. In all things he acted on con- 
stitutional lines, and the chief complaint now made against him was that 
he was far too anxious not to transgress constitutional limits; 

“Then you are told,” continued Dr Morrison, “that the Revolution 
was the work of hot-headed students and unpractical dreamers. It is 
preposterous. . . . The leaders of the movement were some of the 
most enlightened men in the country. Do you suppose that a few hot- 
headed students could have won immediate support in every part of 
the Empire, even in distant Kashgar? The leaders were serious think- 
ing men. . . . Some of them are intellectually as well equipped as any 
leaders in the world’s history. The Revolution was the work of reason 
rather than of force.”. . , 

“What about Dr Sun Yat-sen?” “There you touch on another 
Western delusion,” remarked Dr Morrison. “It is said here that Sun 
Yat-sen is unpractical. But he is a man who had a verj^ clear idea of 
what he wanted to do, and he has done it. What more can you ask? 
He gives unflinching support to the President. For the rest, he is 
carrying on his own work in his own way. He sees that the greatest 
need of China is industrial development and to that he now devotes 
all his energies.” 

“I read your interview with the Pall Mall Gazette with much interest, 
and have sent it to Sir Edward Grey,” J. D. Gregory wrote from the 
Foreign Office. “I hope the interview correctly reflected your views!” 

Nina’s real condition was more honestly summed up in an undated 
note which Morrison made for his “Reminiscences”: 

At this time — I might say at all times — the pressing need in China 
was money. The Government was in desperate straits. . . . Remitt- 
ances were coming in from the provinces but they were coming in 
the form of doles, voluntary remittances which the Provincial Gov- 
ernors made Peking clearly to understand were sent at their own 
pleasure and coulci be withheld at any time. Money was chiefly 
needed to pay the troops in Peking, the provincial authorities al^ 
found that the chief drain on their resources were the militaiy forces. 
Governors wielded power because of their military whose loyalty 





was an uncertain factor or rather certain only in this respect, that the 
troops were more or less loyal to those that paid them. Rarely did 
the loyalty survive delay in payment. The soldiers in that case looted 
the property of the defenceless and paid themselves in kind. Disband- 
ment was difficult for the military preferred a life of ease with the 
• possibilities of plunder to a life of labour and the possibilities of being 
plundered. The provincial authorities always opposed disbandment 
because their power was derived from the military and without the 
military their authority disappeared. 

“The President was desperately in need of money and was prepared 
to agree to any terms could he obtain it,” Morrison wrote. “Yuan believed 
that with / 5,000,000 he could safeguard his position and hold the military 
in check.” He had telegraphed the Chinese Minister in London on 8th 
September, saying he was in desperate straits and asking how much could 
be sent him within a week. Morrison learned tliat negotiations for a loan 
of lo million, secured upon the Salt Revenue of China, had been opened 
with a well-known English financier, Mr C. Birch Crisp. The Foreign 
Office disapproved of this. The curious policy of the British Government, 
which Morrison had often criticized in The Times ^ was to give a monopoly 
of loan transactions to one British bank in China, the Flong Kong and 
Shanghai Bank, though it was in partnership with German banking inter- 
ests, and not to allow purely British Banks to make loans. Partly as a result 
of Morrison’s efforts in the City, half of the Crisp loan was successfully 
negotiated, the remaining £$ million being abandoned later under pres- 
sure from the Foreign Office, Because of his work for the Crisp loan, 
Morrison’s*re>ations with the Britirii Legation in Peking became strained. 
Morrison wrote to Sir John Jordan rather bitterly: “I am convinced that 
in giving support to an attempt to break down the monopoly, the highly 
injurious monopoly as 1 believe it to be, of the llong Kong and Shanghai 
Bank, I was doing right. ... I claim therefore that . . . however humble 
was the part I played in doing so, 1 was doing a service to the British, and 
therefore increasing the influence of the British Legation in China.” 

The Fall Mall Gazette^ having allowed Morrison eight columns in 
which to extol the Republic, expressed its own reservations in a temperate 
leader, also written by Lovat Fraser. It was fascinated by Dr Morrison’s 
suggestion that oil-lamps were “doing far more to enlighten China than 
the peripatetic crusades of Dr Sun Yat-sen and his followers”, and Morri- 
son’s “courageous attempt” to convince his followers that a republic was 
not unsuited to Chinese traditions at least deserved “respectful attention”: 

Where we really differ from dr morrison is with regard to his appar- 
ent assumption that representative government will suffice to hold 
China together. We doubt whether it will do so unless reinforced by 
a veiled autocracy, as in Japan. At the same time, wc are bound to 
admit that dr morrison presents the Republic in a somewhat new 
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and distinctly more favourable light. He brings us nearer to com- 
prehension of the springs of the revolutionary movement. It is not 
a movement which Great Britain should deliberately discourage. . . . 
lliere is only too much reason to fear that British policy is really 
preventing the leaders of the Republic from gaining the mir chance 
they desire. . . . Do we want to exploit China in the interests of par- 
ticular financial groups, or are we to set our faces against delivering 
her bound hand and foot to usurers with political aims? There is little 
doubt about what the answer of the Bndsh nation will be, but the 
Foreign Office seems to have involved itself in entanglements which 
afford small present opportunity for eacape 

This was delicate sceptism. But there was nothing delicate about a 
rejoinder to Morrison’s interview which Dr Emile Joseph Dillon contri- 
buted to the October issue of the Nineteenth Century and After. Dillon, 
who had been a special correspondent in Armenia, Spain, Crete, France 
(during the Dreyfus case), and China in 1900, w^as a man of formidable 
erudition, a Doctor of Oriental Languages and Literature, a Master of 
Classical Languages, and a Professor of Comparative Philology, whose 
universities included Innsbruck, Leipzig, Tubingen, Petrograd, Louvain, 
and Kharkov. In his article, “The Dismemberment of China”, he described 
the “greatest Republic on earth” as “the biggest political fraud of modern 
times”. It was an anarchy on the verge of disintegration. Morrison’s way 
of looking at the formidable dangers that beset it was to shut his eyes to 
them. “TTiosc who attack Yuan Shih-k’ai, alleging that he is aiming at a 
dictatorship, are ignoring the facts of his career,” Morrison had written. 
Dillon replied that this was in a sense true because Yuan wrs already dic- 
tator of China, and many people suspected he was planning to found a 
dynasty of his own: 

That in pursuit of this aim he will not let trifles stand in his way is 
proven by another of the incidents of his career, which he himself 
often narrated with relish to my friend, the late Russian Minister 
Plenipotentiary in Pekin, Pokotiloff. It characterizes the man. Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, who was Governor of Shantung when the Boxer movement 
became aggressive, resolved for reasons of his own to root it out then 
and there. And he rooted it out. ‘Yuan Sliih-k’ai’, remarked M. Poko- 
tiloff, ‘was the most cold-blooded human being I have ever encount- 
ered. He assured me many times — and I had no grounds to doubt his 
word — that he had had forty thousand Boxers put to death’. Yet Dr 
Morrison, with the filial piety of Noah’s children who threw a veil 
over the paternal nakedness, dwells touchingly upon the man’s re- 
puted mildness. 

Morrison was even more vulnerable in his justification of a recent, 
and better attested, example of Yuan’s ruthlessness. In the middle of Aug- 
ust, Yuan invited some important leaders of the revolutionary party to 
Peking, among them the Generals Chang Chen-wu and Fang Wei. Chang 
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was a hero of the Wuchang rising, but he and Fang had fallen out with 
the military leader of the revolutionary army and Vice-President of the 
Republic, General Li Yuan-hung. To placate Li, his right-hand man, Yuan 
had the two difficult generals murdered — without trial and with great 
brutality. According to Peking reports, they were wined, dined, and 
toasted in a European hotel by the officer charged with their execution, 
immediately before it took place. Morrison’s explanation in The Times 
was ingenuous. '^Indisputable evidence was sent by the Vice-President to 
the President that those two arch-conspirators were plotting against the 
Government They were endeavouring to sow dissension in me army,” he 
wrote. "Undeniable evidence — justified the head of the Government in 
commanding the police to arrest them and execute them. . . .” Since he was 
travelling across Siberia when the “exeaitions” took place, Morrison was 
scarcely in a position to assess the evidence as “indisputable” and “unde- 
niable”, even had it been disclosed. And the most dedicated apologist 
might have hesitated to describe Yuan’s act as strictly constitutional. 

Senators in Peking, not so easily satisfied as Morrison, demanded a 
convincing explanation of the murders, or the impeachment of Li. They 
got neither, and the unpleasant interlude was soon forgotten. Morrison’s 
only comment in his diary was: “Dr E. J. Dillon is very violent against me 
in the XIX Century'' 

To a correspondent in Shanghai who had replied to Dillon in the 
'North China Daily News Morrison wrote: 

I thank you sincerely for so manfully standing up for me when I was 
debarred from taking any part in the fray myself. Dr Dillon in his 
article displays considerable personal bias. 1 have known him for 
many yeaVs. He is a disgruntled little man who is always foreseeing 
disaster. He was in China at the end of 1900. As far as I know that 
was his only visit here. He then stayed for a few days only and he 
.saw China under conditions which apparently have left an indelible 
impresaon upon his memory. 


[XV] 

George Marvin, formerly American Vice-Consul at Mukden, gave his 
reminiscences in Harper's Weekly of “The Australian Doctor who is 
Piloting the Republic’s Newly Launched Ship of State”: 

In late August it was the autumn snipe he came to meet on their 
annual pilgrimage from the Siberian solitudes of their summer exile. 
North of the city wall on the plains near the Pei-ling tombs, marshes 
and watery furrows made a famous caravansary for these migrating 
hosts, and Morrison’s gun was often heard there. Later in the fall, in 
the wonderful Manchurian season of crystal sunlight and sparkling, 
frosty nights, he would only stop with us en route to the haunts of the 
wild Qunese pheasant which he rightly believed to be the most 
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beautiful of all game birds. In the bracken fields of North Manchuria 
that glorious fowl was then sdll unsophisticated and it was Morri- 
son's ambition to bag a clean hundred of them in one day by simply 
walking the birds up himself out of cover without beaters^ a feat 
which he eventually accomplished. 

But although he was an excellent Aot, game birds were a small 
part of his bag on these apparently sporting trips into North China. 
How much more than snipe or pheasant he shot up would be indi- 
cated when, a month or so later, the London Times of that season 
appeared with those brief, cri^ly phrased, perfectly informed dis- 
patches which made him famous as a foreign correspondent. Only the 
gist of it went into the telegrams: the rest, the background — ^the 
whole rich, shifting play of economics, politics and personalities, 
which have made the meeting of East and West in China since the 
Boxer time the world’s most absorbing problem drama — ^you will 
find stored away in careful notes in his library at Peking. 

• • • • • 

It is characteristic of him that for many years he has preferred 
to live beyond the walls and the conveniences of the Legation quar- 
ter, but although he inhabits a Chinese house, he resides in it not as 
the Chinese do. It is a very spacious and comfortable residence; four 
buildings, or **chien”, surrounding an open compound, all separated 
and hidden from the street by a high masonry wall through which a 
small postern door admits you to me interior. It was always a grate- 
ful, sharp change to step from the confusion, dust and noise of the 
crowdecl street across the threshold into Morrison’s p^G?ful, sunny 
court, as clean as a hospital, and bright with fiowers. 

* • • • • 

In a diplomatic society like that of Peking, where people take the 
matter of clothes with amusing seriousne^ Morrison is a kind of 
Diogenes in simplicity of dress. He is most familiar to those who 
know him in a soft flannel shirt, plain linen or khaki suit, a pair of soft 
Russian leather boots on his feet. He is a very quiet man, as simple 
and direct in manner and speech as he is in appearance. He has none 
of the dourness of the Scot, but a Scots’ d^, twinkling humour is 
his, and although he is generally tadtum and attentive, he possesses 
in a rare degree the great gift of ^leech. 

[XVI] 

Morrison’s appointment produced a cascade of congratulations, and 
metaphors were invoked in gaudy profusion, the most popular being 
the troubled ship of state on which hK firm hand now grasped the tiller, 
the wheel, or the helm. “I am quite sure you will steer a fine course 
through one of the most difficult seas a man can navigate,” wrote Gwynne 



in a variant on this theme. Others substituted the **reins of affairs” for the 
“ship of state”, and many agreed that though the task was not a light one, 
Morrison would be able to put his stamp on China for her lasting good. 
“Giants are scarce nowadays, and the Chinese Republic is . . . fortunate 
in having secured a real live one,” George Kidston wrote from the British 
Embassy in Constantinople. Sir Cecil Clementi-Smith confessed that Mor- 
rison’s appointment had made him feel more sanguine than he had done 
of the permanency of the new Chinese regime, and Sir John Jordan wrote:' 

Your telegrams during the last fifteen years have come to be regarded 
as authontative pronouncements. . . . They were a feature in The 
Times which can never, I am convinced, be reproduced. . . . Your 
new post will bring many anxieties and disappointments, but it will 
offer great opportunities and the best wish I can think of is that in 
future years your name will be as closely associated with the regen- 
eration of China as it has been, the world over, with the reputation of 
The Times. 

Sir Edward Grey asked Sir John to send Morrison his coi^ratulations 
and to add that “in his efforts to assist China through her difficulties” he 
had all Sir Edward’s sympathy and best wishes. “I congratulate you, 
ourselves, and the Chinese Government warmly,” Beilby Alston wrote 
from the Foreign Office. “Everybody here is very pleased about it, from 
Sir Edward Grey down. . . .” 

Willard Straight, who was in London wrestling with some tangled 
loan negotiations, thought the appointment of Morrison was “the first 
indication of intelligence” the Chinese had shown for a long time: 

If anyoife can help them now, you can, for you enjoy their confi- 
dence as few others have ever done — and your position throughout 
the world is a unique one as regards all matters Qiinese. . . . China . . . 
has, I fear, few friends who are willing to bear with her and take 
into account her point of view, after the events of the last year. She 
needs you very badly — ^and wx are all very glad that you are going 
to serve her in her time of trial 

*'The Times' loss is China’s gain,” wTOie Reginald Johnston, from 
Weihaiwei. “I am glad you are not going to throw yourself away on 
Australian politics.’’ sorry for paper and myself clad for you and 
CHINA, Wickham Steed cabled, and in a following letter wrote: “Poor 
old Paper! Its mainstays are being removed one by one. . . . The foreign 
service is certainly in a critical state, ... If the ship is destined to sink, I, 
at least, shall have done my best for it and shall hope to find a floating 
plank somewhere.” 

Buckle, the last of the Giant Tortoises, had retired in August, after 
twenty-eight years in the editorial chair. “I have given my best to the 
Paper,” he said in a handsomely printed farewell message to his Dear 
Friends. “I pray that, as the years go on, The Times may be ever more 
and more indisputably recognized to be the greatest journal in the 
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world.” He and Chirol were more fortunate than Morrison. “Buckle, 1 
understand, has a pension of ^ looo a year, and Chirol, Morrison 

wrote to Steed. 

Morrison officially left The Times at the end of September. There is 
nothing in his diaries or letters about his last days in Printing House 
Square, but apparently Northcliffe, whose professions of friendship and 
admiration had been so ardent two years before, did not have time even 
to dictate a formal letter of farewell — or congratulations. 

“Everyone wants a job,” Morrison wrote to a friend in Peking early in 
September. “Apparently many think I has^e come to England to look for 
men willing to serve the Chinese Government at an extravagant salary, 
and to advise on everything from Christian Science to the building of 
battleships.” Even with the help of two secretaries he had not answered 
one tenth of the letters. Many Englishmen, of course, were away for the 
grouse-shooting in Scotland, but others — generals, stockbrokers, bankers, 
anns-manufacturers, printers of postage stamps — ^werc prepared, for 
China’s sake, to give up this sacred ritual and pay their respects to Morri- 
son. They had developed a burning zeal to assist in China’s regeneration. 

Lieutenant-General Sir Reginald Pole Carew, a veteran of the Afghan 
War, the March to Kandahar, and the South African War, invited Morri- 
son to his castle in County Tipperary, and asked “whether by any chance” 
China wanted “a humble English soldier” to organize her Army so as to 
make it a match for both the Japanese and the Russians: “l^w^ould like to 
be allowed an English Cavalry officer, a Gunner and Infantryman and I 
have an eye on all three.” 

Colonel Alfred Woodrow Wingate, an old China band, now 
A.Q.M.G. of the 9th Indian Division, wrote from Ootacamnnd: “Is there 
an opening for me.^ I would willingly chuck the Service [which he had 
entered in 1881] for a billet under the Chinese and might help them to- 
wards something real instead of the usual phantoms. . . and Colonel 
Fredric Natusch Maud, author of Cavalry ^ its Past and Future^ who had 
entered the Royal Engineers in 1873, offered not only his own services 
but those of a picked staff: “Perhaps you w'ill allow' the names of my 
friends Dr Sun Yat-sen and Homer Lea to serve as an introduction? When 
they left England last winter it was arranged that I should join them as 

soon as possible ” Morrison replied that he had not yet had the honour 

of meeting Dr Sun or Mr Lea. 

Less ambitious was Mr J. Murphy, a former Colour Sergeant of the 
Royal Marines, who had fought in the Boxer uprising and was now a me.s- 
senger in the Admiralty. He was prepared to serve China “in the capacity 
of Head Messenger, Hall Porter or personal orderly”. 

Morrison was harassed not only by job-hunters but by people want- 
ing all sorts of things. He was invited to address the Christian Literature 
for China Society in Glasgow and to write on the role of missionaries in 
China for the IntematioJial Review of Missions and the Home Messenger, 
the organ of the Free Churches. Mr Osbert Burdett, assistant-editor of 



The Hospital^ asked for an article on Chinese hospitals. Mr H. J. Elwes 
sent five volumes of his Trees of Great Britain and Ireland, with a request 
that they be favourably reviewed in The Times, and Mrs L. E. Douglas, 
of Broadstonc, Dorset, wanted Morrison to buy her a good Pekingese 
dog, “a red with a black mask, about 4-5 pounds, for about £ 10 or 
These requests were punctiliously and apologetically declined. 

Another correspondent disinterestedly urged Morrison to persuade 
the Australian Government to subsidize “half a dozen 27 knot vessels”: 

The Australian is a clear-thinking man and knows what goes on in 
the world. His nearest neighbours are much too near. The power- 
fullest of Asian men not many hours sailing distant! There is only 
one defence . - . swift and still swifter communications ben^^een 
Britain and Australia — 20 days now, and less later. These flying 
leviathans are powerful merchantmen, first of all! But also, they are 
armed cruisers of immeasurable strength . . . carrying one or two 10 
mile guns 

Among the requests for an inten'^iew which Morrison evaded by the 
technique of not answering the letter till the day before his departure 
was one from Mr Vincent C. Vickers, director of Vickers Ltd, who said 
he “would be happy to call ... at any time convenient”. 

Amid the trumpetings of joy was one melancholy note, a letter from 
a sixty-seven-year-old cousin, Donald Morrison, who had been brought 
up in “the old family home. The Ardoch, Edinkillie” but was now re- 
siding in St Pancras Workhouse, Kings Road. Donald had driven Morri- 
son’s fathei t(ithe station when he went out to Australia in 1858. “I would 
very much like to see your father’s son,” he wrote. “I have been unfor- 
tunate ” 

Congratulations on Morrison’s appointment were soon followed by 
congratulations on his marriage. “It is tlie only secure haven in our 
voyage between the Eternities,” Beatrice Brownrigg wrote, adding 
thoughtfully: “It is, of course, an artificial relationship because the fidelity 
which is expected in marriage is altogether unnatural.” 

When Dungate wrote that Morrison had f^eaten all records by marry- 
ing at fifty, Morrison replied: 

1 have been collecting statistics and 1 And that this is by no means a 
record, the record is held by the Marquis of Donegal who married 
at 88 and had a son 6 months afteru'ards, but in the case of this noble 
peer, there were doubts about the fidelity of his wife. There are 
various other cases including the Most Noble, the Marquis of Nor- 
manby, but I do not think you know the peerage as well as 1 do 
or have the same veneration for it that 1 have. 

In the midst of manifold social and political activities Morrison found 
time to see Fanny^s First Play (“admirable ... 1 laughed continuously”); 
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Bunty PvUs the Strings (“amazingly stupid . . . home befoore the end of 
the second act”); the aviation at Hendon (“three foreigners in mono- 
planes and one in a biplane — no Britishers — an amazing spectacle”); the 
wax murderers at Madame Tussaud*s; and to write to the Amy and Navy 
Stores, strongly protesting against their “exorbitant charge” of thirty 
shillings for painting bands of red yellow and black, two inches wide, 
round five cases. “I could have done it myself for two and sixpence”. It 
was “outrageous”. 

Even the unique experience of getting married did not interrupt 
Morrison’s precise journalizing. On the day before the wedding he took 
the train to Haslemere and walked to Fbndhead to engage a room for 
the honeymoon (“nice room ... 13/6 a day each . . . beautifully situated 
small hotel in the most beautiful part of England that I have yet visited 
. . . drove back at a cost of 3/6 and sixpence tip, having, 1 suspect, been 
done in the eye”). On his wedding-day he was worried by nose-bleeding, 
and newspapermen to whom he had to be “quite rude”. The ceremony 
took place at Emmanuel Church, South Croydon. The Daily Chronicle^ in 
its front page report of the “Romantic Marriage”, said; 

The bride . . . bore herself with winsome grace, arriving in her 
travelling dress in a motor-car which also brought her parents. . . . 
Dr Morrison’s party included his mother and Sir John McLeavy 
Brown, but all told, there were only about a dozen people present. 
The bridegroom had not worried over dress. He was iiv a light grey 
check suit, with soft felt hat, and, as he alighted, carried a mackin- 
tosh over his arm. There were no bridesmaids nor bouquets, music 
or confetti. The vicar (the Rev. R. F. N. Phillips) took the service, 
which was without an 'address; nor was the Prayer Book substitute 
— the scriptural injunctions touching the duties of hust)and to wives 
and wives to husbands — read. 

Morrison’s diary, written that night in the hotel smoking-room (“am 
disturbed and disconcerted by two octogenarian croaks, one deaf and 
other loquacious”), supplemented the newspaper reports with charac- 
teristic detail: 

. . . The Rev. R. F. N. Phillips, M.A., good-looking man whose 
brother is in the C.M.S. at Foochow and has been there for 24 
years . . . church endowed by Watney’s the brewers and the stipend 
of the clergyman is / 1000 a year. . . . Jennie and her father came in 
at 10 and the service . . . finished at 10.20. ... at 10.30 started off in a 
motor for Hindhead. ... At Guildford we stopped . . . and bought 
two Robinson Crusoes that I did not have and had a delightful 

lunch On in an hour. To Hotel. Then Jennie slept and 1 went for 

a lovely walk through the heather a glorious blaze of colour . . . 
afternoon tea at the Violet Tea Rooms dainty and good taste and 
then for a walk into Haslemere with. Jennie. Long wait for dinner 
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at the White Horse Inn and so home in a brougham. Gave the vicar 
£5/5/' ^ sovereign to the verger the worthy father of 10. He 

seemed overwhelmed. 

Next day he and Jennie walked fourteen miles before breakfast, to 
Famsham via Churt, and lunched by the pond in the open air. . . . 


[XVII] 

At midnight on 31st December 1912, after writing up his diary for the 
day, Morrison turned to a new page and set down his “Wishes for the 
New Year”: 

Health, Strength and Happiness for Jennie and for me. A healthy 
baby-— one only — ^perfect in health to give joy to us both. 

Health for myself strength and vigour, a clean tongue, pure 
breath, freedom from all ailments of the system stomach hver heart 
and kidneys — ^to be free from uric acid gout and rheumatism. 

Great mental vigour and freedom from worry — and freedom 
from epistaxis. Let me have no bleeding from the nose. 

Since I have been married I have been healthier than for many 
years. 

Let my health get better throughout the coming year let me get 
stronger and more active spare of nabit not portly but improve my 
figure. Let me have no impairment of sight or hearing. 

A healthy scalp and the preservation of my hair. 

GJjve me abundant means and great good fortune. 

Personal distinction fame and honour. 

To suffer no accident to wind or limb or brain no rupture. 

To have no accident in my house no fire or damage to my house 
or books or things here or in transit. 

To greatly increase my library and lose no books. 

To have never any cause for anxiety about my health and all 
curious fears as to my bodily conditions to disappear e.g. this irrita- 
tion in deglutition. 

To let me be an unqualified success in my service to China, get 
authority and influence and make my power felt and myself feared 
and honoured. 

In fine let this year just coming be the most successful and glori- 
ous of my life and incomparably the happiest with Jennie to have 
equal happiness and for us to have increasing delight in each other's 
company. 

Set me on High because I have known Thy name. 

Commit thy way unto the Lord; Trust also in Him and He shall 
bring it to pass! ! 
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CHAPTER TEN 


[I] 

A YOUNG, attractive, and devoted wife; a handsome salary; a world-wide 
reputation; freedom from the goads and pinpricks of Printing House 
Square; serving a country whose interests he had very much at heart — 
for Morrison at the age of fifty these, surely, were the components if not 
of happiness at least of content. But less than three months after taking up 
his new appointment he wrote: “My job is becoming an impossible one. 
I am really heartilv sick of it and will leave as soon as I am out of debt.” 
He was enmeshed in “intrigues, lies and incompetence”. The theme of 
dissatisfaction was often repeated. “Here am I paid nearly /4000 a year 
and kept in complete ignorance,” he wrote in May; “It quickens my 
determination to be quit of the Country as soon as possil2»je.r,And what 
revelations 1 will have to make of these ungrateful people! Not ingrati- 
tude to me but to others. Their pusillanimity. ...” 

He complained to Tsai Ting-kan; “One cannot build bricks without 
straw and 1 cannot get sufEcient data from the Foreign OfEce. ... I 
could, 1 know, renefer material help in the settlement of the Yunnan 
frontier question, but I am kept more in the dark now than when 1 was 
a Correspondent”; and in June he wrote: “This is a rotten damned coun- 
tiy to be in and a putrid people to serve! Suspicious of me because I am 
friends with Donald. Unwilling to give me a pass into the Palace. ... no 
work to do. . . . Donald thinks the crookedest man in China is Tsai 
Ting-kan!” 

He was little consoled when Yuan Shih-k'ai conferred on him the 
Second Class Order of the Excellent Crop “for services that cannot be 
numbered” — ^which Morrison ungraciously described as “a decoration 
which I don’t value a brass farthing”: 

What I want is work and no work is being given me, that is to say 
no work is being entrusted to me. These suspicious Orientals suspici- 
ous of each other especially suspicious of the foreigner are impossible 
people to understand. Unwilling to learn the truth they have con- 
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fidence only in those base and servile foreigners who tell them what 
the^ iind pleasing to hear. No post is worth holding under the 
Chinese that does not carry with it authority and executive power. 
And 1 have neither the one nor the other. Disgust of my appointment 
is increasing daily. Inactivity is becoming intolerable and yet 1 am 
. chained to my post. Perhaps 1 will become callous as time goes on 
but it is the fear of this &at worries. Jennie more than anything 
fears that 1 will lose all energy and ambition and think only of my 
salary. It isn't true that 1 have to think mainly of my salary, but if this 
inactivity continues I am bound to deteriorate bound to find my 
energy and ambidon are sapping away. You cannot bustle the East. 
You cannot advise an Oriental like Yuan Shih-k'ai surrounded as he 
is by a cohort of upscrupulous Chinese jealous of the foreigner. 

Morrison was not the only well-paid adviser of the Chinese Govern- 
ment who felt he was not earning his salary. When Morrison joined the 
Chinese service he induced the Government to engage many men of high 
standing to help in the task of reconstruction. They included Dr Nagao 
Ariga, Japan’s greatest international jurist, as a constitutional adviser; 
George Padoux, a minister in the French diplomatic service, who had 
done valuable work in reforming the administration of Siam; and Dr 
Hirai, a Japanese graduate of Harvard and a member of tlie House of 
Peers, the permanent head of the railways in Japan. On army matters, the 
Chinese were advised by Lieutenant-Colonel Brissaud des Maillets, a bril- 
liant French military attache, and on problems of extra-territorial jurisdic- 
tion, by Henri de Code, a Belgian with much experience in Egypt. As the 
result of Dr Eliot’s visit, an American, Professor Frank Goodnow, had 
been nominated by the Carnegie Endowment for International Peace to 
assist in the drawing-up of a constitution. None of these experts had 
enough to do. They were seldom consulted. Goodnow worked only four 
hours a week. “They did not seek for sinecures,” Morrison wrote. “The 
Chinese appoint a foreigner and never trust him.” 

The Sydney Bulletin^ a widely read Australian weekly, carried a 
paragraph in its issue of 3 ist July: 

Item from the Revelations of W. H. Donald, the well-known Aus- 
tralian pressman, representing the Nevi York Herald in Peking, in a 
recent letter to a Sydney friend: “I see Dr Morrison daily, and he does 
not know whether to be tired of his job or not. He has a hard time 
of it. Advice is easy to give: the Chinaman listens to advice, but will 
do what he thinks he wants to do. Morrison feels that, frequently. 
During the Revolution, he asked me, in Shanghai, why I did not 
enter the service of the Government. They were then offering me 
250 a month. My reply was that, once a man entered the paid 
service of a Chinese, his influence was gone. Morrison scoffed — ^now 
he admits it. Bitter proof. As Times correspondent he had twice the 
prestige and three times the influence.” 
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Morrison was enraged, the more so, of course, as the Revelations were 
for the most part true. He recalled P^lm 41, verse 9, “Key, mine ovm 
familiar friend in whom I trusted which did eat of my bread hath lifted 
up his heel against wie”, and wrote to Tsai Ting-kan: “You can well 
imagine that such a statement written by one who says that he sees me 
every day — ^which is not true — ^has done me considerable injury in my 
own country.” But the imminent breach between the two Australians — 
who had a great regard for each other — ^was averted when Donald ex- 
plained very apologetically that he had never intended his casual obser- 
vations to appear in print. 

One expert whose offer of advice Morrison was able to have rejected 
was the tenacious Sir Hiram Maxim. When Tse Tsan-tai — a Sydney-bom 
old boy of the Grafton High School, who had been a revolutionary since 
1887 — ^recommended Maxim’s appointment, Morrison wrote: “Do you 
really think that such a man is needed in China at the present time?”: 

What I, as a well-wisher of the country, desire to see is . . . the 
cessation of the insensate expenditure of money upon weapons of all 
kinds. China has been the dumping ground of rifles for the last 25 
years. In no year during the last 25 years, even during the years fol- 
lowing the Boxer troubles when the importation of arms was for- 
bidden, has a less amount than 65,000 rifles per annum been imported. 
. . . Millions and millions of pounds sterling have been wasted upon 
arms. You can find every kind of rifle in the world in different sec- 
tions of the Chinese territory. . . . 

Surely what China needs now is industrial dcvclopnfent — build- 
ing of railways, of roads, improving canals and waterways, the con- 
struction of telegraphs, the improvement of sanitation. Surely some 
effort should be made to stop the appalling destruction of life that 
takes place annually in the flood areas of the Hsui River, where 
famines are incessant and where this appalling destruction of life is 
preventable if river conservancy were to be taken in hand. . . . 


[ 11 ] 

Morrison exaggerated his inactivity, if not his frustration. There were 
endless disputes over loans and concessions, over opium and railways, 
over Tibet and Mongolia, in which he offered painstakingly documented 
counsel, even if it was ignored; and when he was not interviewing minis- 
ters, bankers, and businessmen he was writing telegrams on China’s behalf 
for David Fraser of The Times, Weame of Reuter’s, and Donald of the 
New York Herald, as well as innumerable letters, including long back- 
ground reports to Braham. And, of course, his diary was written up each 
day — ^at length and always with refreshing catholicity. Between scholarly 
annotations on urgent financial problems, he would record items of club 
humour such as “the difference between a diplomat and a virgin”: 

# 
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If a diplomat says Yes, he means Perhaps. 

If a diplomat says Perhaps, he means No. 

If a diplomat says No, he is no diplomat! 

If a virgin says No, she means Perhaps. 

If a virgin says Perhaps, six means Yes. 

• If a virgin says Yes, she is no virgin. 

Nor was all his correspondence of international importance. He ex- 
changed a great number of letters with a Mr William Ming, of Hillbeld 
Avenue, Crouch End, London, who, though an Englishman, claimed to 
be heir to the throne of the Ming Emperors, the last of whom had ruled 
in 1643. “To claim the throne is not my idea,” Mr Ming explained. He 
would be satisfied with the title of Marquis, and anything of value that 
could be recovered. His photograph, sent at Aiorrison’s request, depi 'd 
a typical London shopkeeper, plump, moustached, obsequious. 

A continuing claimant on Morrison’s time was Dungate, wliose fre- 
quent letters were as eccentric as his life. In one, rambling across fifteen 
handwritten pages, he asked: “Do you think I’m cranky? If so, tell me 
honestly.” Cranky or not, he was an acute observer: 

Things are booming along in Old England, Lloyd George is just as 
much the leading actor as ever. . . . ITie well-to-do people detest 
him. . . . But these kind of people should really be very grateful to 
Lloyd George. Because if some such great leader of democracy had 
not come to the front — something bad must have happened. ... In 
Australia, well known Labour leaders expressed to me their wonder 
at the inaction of the British working man. . . . They were muddled 
with bccr^and apathetic. . . . About 7 years ago when I came from 
Australia, and saw the conditions of the worker class in this country 
I was horrified. . . . The rich middle class upwards is incapable of 
feeling a real sympathy with those beneath them . . . they have no 
practical knowledge of what a worker likes. 

Another tenacious correspondent was Mr Cordius Nielson, proprietor 
of the Shanghai Cosinopolitan, who sought a concession to show cine- 
matograph films “throughout the vast country of China”. He had two 
million Mexican dollars immediately available, and offered a royalty to 
town councils of five per cent of his gross earnings: 

... As long as obscenity and immorality are excluded from the 
repertoire there can be no doubt that these living pictures have a 
wholesome and educational effect on the people. . . . Morality could 
be served by films showing the evil effects of Opium Smoking. The 
evil effect of foot-binding. The evil, effect of corruption. The evil 
effect of the indiscriminate use by many people of hot towels. The 
danger of indiscriminate expectoration which causes unnecessary 
disease. The result of Patriotism. The consequence of Treachery and 
many others. 
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Apart from the rather sombre didacticism of the programmes, Mr 
Nielson pointed out that “education and instruction should go hand in 
hand with innocent amusement*’: “When people laugh and enjoy them- 
selves their frame of mind is in a much better condition of receptivity for 
absorbing tfiat which really matters. ... a living picture-show ought there- 
fore to have at least 30% of light amusing pictures.” 


[HI] 

Fundamentally, Morrison’s loyalty to Yuan, with whom he identified 
China’s future, was unchanged, but he was not always uncritical. When he 
received from the President’s office an article for publication in the foreign 
Press, denouncing the Kuomintang as a gang of desperadoes, assassins and 
extortionists, he returned it to Tsai Ting-kan with the curt scrawled com- 
ment: “Suppressed as wholly unworthy. I’d never be a party to the publi- 
cation of such a foolish undignified diatribe. That it should emanate from 
the President’s ofGce is evicfence itself of the evil influence with which 
the President is surrounded.” 

Was the President less evil than the influences surrounding him? 
Morrison had many opportunities to consider this question in the months 
that followed, but he seemed unwilling to reach a conclusion, even after 
another vivid demonstration of Yuan’s ruthlessness. 

The one powerful political organization in China was^thc Kuomin- 
tang, which had been formed in the South, after the revolution, from a 
fusion of Sun Yat-sen’s old underground party, the Tungmenhui, with 
some smaller revolutionary parties. Its policies were ofteiv cemfused and 
impractical, and sometimes more partisan than patriotic, but basically it 
stood for a people’s democracy, with power diffused among provincial 
government^ against the Northern Republican’s emphasis on a strong 
Central Goverrmient controlled by the President. The Northerners sup- 
ported Yuan unreservedly, the Southerners with caution. In the first 
elections for a Senate and House of Representatives, the Kuomintang 
easily won control of both chambers. It had been led to victory by an 
accomplished young man named Sung Chiao-jen, who had drafted its 
constitution. He had been Minister for Agriculture in the first Republi- 
can Cabinet, and was freely tipped as the next Prime Minister. Yuan 
feared Sung’s growing popularity, and the growing power of the Kuomin- 
tang, which he saw as a challenge to his own ambitions. 

As chairman of the Kuomintang’s executive committee. Sung travelled 
often between Shanghai and Peking. On 20th March, as he was waiting 
for the train on a crowded platform in Shanghai, he was shot dead by a 
“short man in black”. The murder roused the Southern Republicans to 
fury. The Kuomintang went into mourning; Sun Yat-sen, who was enjoy- 
a semi-private triumphal tour of Japan, hurried back to deliver an impas- 
sioned funeral oration; Yuan Shih-k’ai dutifully issued a warrant for the 
arrest of the assassin. On the day of the murder an antique-dealer walked 
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into a Shanghai police station and made a remarkable statement. He said 
he had recently delivered some antiques to an old customer, Ying Kwei- 
shing, chief detective of Kiangsu Province. *'He then showed me a photo- 
graph of a man and asked me to kill him at a certain place and a certain 
time,” said the antique-dealer. ‘*He also promised me a thousand dollars 
[about ^95 sterling] for the job. I am, as you can see, merely a business- 
man, and have never killed anyone, so 1 refused. This morning I saw the 
same photograph in the papers. . . .” 

TTie Shanghai police, who seemed to have a good knowledge of their 
colleague’s habits, promptly arrested Ying in a private brothel in Shanghai. 
In his home they found a revolver with only two bullets, and many 
telegrams discussing the projected murder, exchanged between Ying and 
Premier Chao Ping-chun’s confidential secretary. Hung Shu-tsu; and be- 
tween Ying and a man named Wu Shih-ying. The last telegram from Ying 
to Hung, dated 21st March, read simply: “Bandit leader destroyed; no 
casualties. . . .” The telegrams were all in the Cabinet’s secret code. Ying 
and Wu were tried by a court in the International Settlement. Wu took 
sole responsibility for the murder, and Ying pleaded not guilty. They were 
both still in custody after the trial when Wu was found dead in his cell, 
and Ying was released by Shanghai “gangsters” who broke into the jail 

Yuan Shih-k’ai was widely suspected of complicity in Sung Chiao- 
jen’s murder. The London Daily Telegraph's correspondent, “Putnam 
Wealc”, was often denounced by Morrison for his irresponsibility and 
sensationalism, but his telegram of 23rd March was factual and perceptive. 
There was “not the slightest doubt” that Sung Chiao-jen was shot by 
order, he wrote. By order of whom? Weale pointed out that the Kuomin- 
tang whiclf with 368 out of a total of 546 members would control the 
coming Parliament, was devoted to two leading ideas, “a party Cabinet 
and Provincial rights, as opposed to Yuan Shih-k’ai’s ideal of a Peking 
dictatorsliip”. The murder must be looked at solely from the effect it 
would have on the forthcoming convocation of Parliament, llie effect, of 
course, was to intimidate the Kuomintang, many of whose members, dis- 
couraged by their leader’s fate, and encouraged by generous bribes, 
scuttled out of the party. 

Morrison recorded the wholesale bribery that was taking place. An 
Australian-'bom Chinese barrister. Ah Ket, who was one of the six overseas 
Chinese delegates of the Kuomintang, said he had been offered $100 for 
his vote. Later the price went up considerably. According to some 
historians, it averaged about £ 1000 a head. “A cheerful and original way 
of forming a government,” Morrison commented. But he offered no com- 
ment on me widely held belief that Yuan was responsible for Sung’s mur- 
der. Yuan and Chao had a hard job to clear their names. First they in- 
vented an underground terrorist organization which convinced no one. 
Then Chao explained that he had certainly given Ying a copy of the 
Cabinet code, but for innocent reasons, and he knew nothing of the mes- 
sages between Hung and Ying. The court issued a warrant for Chao to 
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give evidence, but he ignored it, though he resigned the Premiership and 
was consoled with the military governorship of Chihli. 

An ingenious and imaginative explanation came nearly two months 
after the murder from the Premier’s former secretary. Hung Shu-tsu, who 
had taken refuge in German Tsingtao. He confessed that he had fraudu- 
lently used the name of the Cabinet in order to carry out a patriotic 
project: 

Desirous to serve his country, he says, and knowing that Sung Chiao- 
jen had been guilty of forgery in Japan, where a warrant had been 
issued for his arrest by the Japanese police, he had been in telegraphic 
communication with Ying Kwei-shing . . . with a view to having this 
charge disclosed, “in order” he declares “that the world might know 
the true character of the leader”. He asserts it was his intention only 
to expose Sung Chiao-jen’s misdeeds and destroy his reputation and 
that he never contemplated his murder. . . . His confession was 
made voluntarily and has been cabled to the President, the Vice- 
President, and the high provincial authorities, everywhere causing 
a deep impression. 

This farrago of nonsense was part of a telegram which Morrison 
gave Wearne for distribution through Reuter’s. Morrison records only 
that he dictated the message. It is a pity he did not tell posterity what he 
thought about it. 

What many Qtinese thought about it is evident from a Cabinet mem- 
orandum which Morrison received two months later: 

Premier Chao Ping-chun has petitioned that from tlic time of the 
Sung Murder Case the public opinion has been so decided, he pro- 
poses to follow the example of Kuropcan and American countries 
and request the President to appoint a Committee comprising of 
Chinese and Foreigners of high moral standing and well versed in law 
to thoroughly investigate into the case and to report the same. As 
Dr W'u Ting-fang and Dr Morrison are both well versed in Chinese 
and Foreign Law, I hereby appoint them to fully investigate into the 
case and report. 

We arc. 

Yours sincerely, 

(sgd) The Cabinet. 

In his petition Chao Ping-chun observed blandly: “After the publica- 
tion of the evidence although those of ordinary intelligence would be 
convinced that this was not sufficient to implicate the Government, still 
there are meddlesome people who would even use this as a means for 
stirring up trouble.” For some arcane reason Morrison refused the assign- 
ment. As a person of more than ordinary intelligence, he could not have 
been satisfied with the assorted explanations of the murder that had been 
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vouchsafed him. But he replied to Cabinet, “after consulting with H. E. 
Dr Wu Ting-fang”, that as no charges worthy of consideration had been 
made against Chao, it was superogatory for him to refute them. As for the 
proposed Commission of Enquiry: 

.1 hope it will not be thought I desire to evade any work entrusted 
to me if I point out how undesirable it is in the interests of China 
that an enquiry of this delicate nature involving the character of 
one of its statesmen should be held in the official presence of a 
foreigner. These vague and intangible charges or rather suggestions 

and innuendoes are purely a domestic concern I believe I am right 

in saying that no instance has ever been known where a foreigner 
has been attached to such a commission. 

The fact that Mr Chao Ping-chun desires to have the case investi- 
gated by an impartial tribunal is the best possible evidence that he is 
innocent. 1 submit that for the dignity of the country and for the 
honour of the Chinese people it would be unwise to hold such an 
enquiry at die present time 

The dignity of China and the honour of its people were upheld. 
There was no enquiry. Sung Chiao-jen’s corpse, like the corpses of Chang 
Chen-wu and Fang Wei, became another stepping-stone on Yuan’s path to 
dictatorship. 


fIV] 

Differences between South and North, exacerbated by the murder of Sung 
Chiao-jen, became even more acute when, on 27th April, the Peking 
Government signed a contract for a 25 million “Reconstruction loan” 
from five European banks. The act was unconstitutional. The contract 
was not submitted to Parliament, and Kuomintang leaders were refused 
admission to the bank where the negotiations were going on. They 
opposed the loan on the grounds that it placed China under foreign dom- 
ination — ^and they feared that it might be used to strengthen Yuan Shih- 
k’ai in military action against the South, ‘it is the worst thing China ever 
did,” Donald said to Morrison. “China has signed her death warrant.” In 
Shanghai, Sun Yat-sen had told Sir Everard Fraser that if the loan were 
signed without being submitted to Parliament there would be civil war, 
and early in May he sent a manifesto — written not by Donald but by 
Chesney Duncan — to “the British Government, Parliament, Governments 
of Europe”, and the Press, passionately appealing to them to stop the 
bankers from providing Yuan with the “sinews of war”. It was clearly 
established. Dr Sun said, that the Peking Government w^as “seriously 
implicated” in the Sung murder: 

Consequently people are extremely indignant, and situation has be- 
come so serious that nation is on verge of most acute and dangerous 



crisis yet experienced. Government conscious of its guilt and enor- 
mity of its offence . . . and perceiving that it is likely to lead to its 
downfall, suddenly and unconstitutionally concluded loan for 
/ 2 5,000,000 sterling.... This high-handed and unconstitutional action 
of Government instantly accentuated intense indignation which has 
been caused by foul murder of Sung Chiao-jen, so mat at present time 
fury of people is worked up to white heat, and terrible convulsion 
appears almost inevitable. Indeed, so acute has crisis become that 
widespread smouldering embers may burst forth in devastating con- 
flagration at any moment. I earnestly desire to preserve peace 
throughout Republic, but my efforts will be rendered ineffective if 
financiers will supply Peking Govemihent with money that would, 
and probably will, be used in waging war against people. 

If Peking Government is kept without funds there is prospect 
of compromise between it and people being effected, while immediate 
effect of liberal supply of money will probably be precipitation of 
terrible and disastrous conflict. 

Morrison’s comment on this outburst, which history has fully vindi- 
cated, was, “It had no effect whatever. The only person it damaged was 
Sun Yat-sen. I am assured that Sun Yat-sen now regrets it exceedingly.” 
The loan was twelve times oversubscribed on the day of issue. Yuan had 
good reason to congratulate himself on the influence of his political 
adviser, even if he seldom took his advice. 

By a happy fortuity, the day on which the contract wfts signed for 
this “infamous” loan, was the day set aside for Christian prayer on behalf 
of the Republic. After the Christian churches in Peking had held a united 
prayer service for “the Chinese nation and the National A^mbly” Cabi- 
net telegraphed all Chinese provincial governors and high officials: 

Prayer is requested for the National Assembly now in session, for 
the newly established government, for the President yet to be 
elected, for the constitution of the Republic, that the Chinese Gov- 
ernment may be recognized by the Powers, that peace may reign 
within our country, that strong virtuous men may be elected to 
office, and that the government may be established upon a strong 
foundation. Upon receipt of this telegram, you arc requested to 
notify all Christian Churches in your province that April 27th has 
been set aside as a day of prayer for the nation, het all take part. 

In a telegram which he drafted for Reuter’s about both these pious 
manifestations Morrison pointed out that it was the first time in history 
that a non-Christian nation had made such an appeal. The telegram, he 
noted, had an extraordinary effect in England, “even the Archbishop of 
Canterbury rejoicing over it”. Dungate’s reaction was more cynical: 

Immediately I read it, I said. “That’s Morrison . . . having a little 
joke!” I cannot help wondering at the childishness of men in be- 
lieving that the Stupendous Power they name “God” could be in- 
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fluenced by kneeling and addng for something . . . surely even on 
the anthropomorphic basis this God of theirs is a better judge of the 
expediency of interfering than the Rector of Dorking — or even the 
Archbishop of BungawaUo. 

, There was some discussion about adequate allowances for members 
of the National Assembly, and the Peking Daily News sardonically sug- 
gested a budget based on **the present popular standard of living m 
society”: 


1. Hire of a rubber-tyred carriage loo 

2. House rent loo 

3. Salary of a Private Secretary (may be his wife’s brother) 40 

4. Salary of an Accountant (may be his Concubine’s 

brother) 50 

5. Salary of boy (may be his Mother’s brother) . . . . 4 

6. Two door-keepers 8 

7. 4 cooks and servants 16 

8. Two woman servants 10 

9. Hire of a new-fashion rubber-tyred carriage for 2nd 

wife 140 

10. Expenses for 2nd wife 100 

n. Dress and cumshaws for the driver of the carriage of 

2nd wife 80 

12. Feasting the members in the hope of obtaining Speaker- 

ship 200 

13. B^bery for the local press 100 

14. Feasts in the Singing House 100 

15. To buy presents for the prostitutes and their fees .. 300 

16. Ggarettes 80 

17. Whisky and other foreign wines 80 

18. Gambling 100 

19. Toilet 10 

20. Public bath, barber and other fees 30 

21. Medicines etc 120 

22. Travelling expenses for an old unde who went home . . 1.23 

23. Cumshaws for women servants etc 21 


$1899.23 


Woodhead, of the Peking Daily News, had an intimate report on the 
senators, who had just voted themselves salaries of $6000 a year: “and who 
in large numbers spend most of their earnings in the brothels outside 
the Qiien men. Every day, an ‘Apostolic Bellringer’ goes round the 
brothels and calls upon the Senators to rise and return to their duties! 1 
This statement is announced gravely in the Native Press in praise of the 
Bellringer.” 
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[V] 

On loth October 1913, Morrison stood in Peking’s HaU of Great Har- 
mony, where for centuries the Manchu Emperors had been enthroned, to 
see die short, wheezy, bullet-headed fifty-three-ycar-old Yuan Shih-k’ai 
installed on die Dragon Throne as first full President of the Republic of 
China. Yuan wore a held-marshars uniform, with plume, knee-length 
boots, and sabre. Morrison wore his decoration, six feet of yellow silk 
ribbon embroidered with Chinese characters, and a new top-hat. Other 
guests wore dented billycocks. The soft hat had become a symbol of 
Republican fervour, and manufacturers from many countries had flooded 
Pel^g with cheap fedoras, homburgs, Bo)fsalinos, and Stetsons: 

Raining miserable day. . . . Drove in the rain with Captain Tsao and 
wore my second class Chia ho but somewhat ashamed of it. At the 
function came across Alston aedng the mountebank with Yamaza, the 
Japanese Minister, who is our most inveterate inebriate. Never since 
I came to China has the Legation been in charge of one more wholly 
lacking in dignity. Vast numbers were present, but no overcrowding 
the hall where die President read his inaugural address being one of 
the finest in the world. A grotesque element was the presence of 
Liang Shih-yi in a top hat which he retained on the back of his head 
throughout the ceremony. 

Morrison did not philosophize on this memorable event. But Daniele 
V^are, the Italian charge d’affaires, noted: “Yuan Shih-k’ai makes no mys- 
tery of his own conviction that the monarchic regime is the best for 
China”, and in Hankow, the British Consul-General, Sir William Wilkin- 
.son, an old, informed China hand, wondered whether Yuan was to play 
the part of Napoleon III or of Washington? 

At the march-past which followed the inauguradon. Yuan Shih-k’ai 
invited Beilby Alston and Vare to stand in front of him. When Vare 
mentioned this act of courtesy to his wife she commented: “Yes, he was 
in mortal fear of someone throwing a bomb. You and Alston would have 
made a useful shield.” The ceremony finished with a recepdon at which 
Yamaza was “very drunk indeed”, too drunk perhaps, to appreciate “The 
Bill of Supper” as presented in English: 

The food is made of swollow—The food is made of fine fish — The 
food is made of Shrimp — The boiling chickens — the spinach and fine 
meet — the cake is made of yellow hen's eggs — The boiling fish — The 
boiling duck — The vegetables — the canned fruit — The fruit — The 
Coffee 

[VI] 

The Presidential elecdon had been a farce — with tragic overtones. Voting 
went on all day. The first two ballots were inconclusive. The Parliament 
building was surrounded by thousands of armed men, variously described 
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as “troops*’, members of a “Qdzen’s Association’’, and “Yuan’s hired 
ruffians’’. Ostensibly their function was to keep order. Actually it was to 
prevent any member from leaving the building until Yuan had been de- 
clared President. Under this unusual persuasion, on the third weary ballot, 
Yuan was elected by 507 votes out of 759. Many members showed their 
contempt for the proceedings by recording votes for odd, unnominated 
candidates, such as the two murdered generals, and a popular Peking 
whore. 

Once elected President, Yuan Shih-k’ai had no use for a National 
Assembly. On 4th November he declared the Kuomintang illegal. Police 
raided the houses of Kuomintang members of the Assembly and confis- 
cated their party cards, thus expelling 438 elected representatives fro— 
Parliament. It is not surprising that Yuan Shih-k’ai was “very cheerful and 
confident” when Morrison saw him a few days later. “Parliament was an 
unworkable body,” he explained. “800 men! 2cx> were good, 200 were 
passive, 400 were useless. What had they done? They had not even agreed 
on procedure.” 


[VII] 

Morrison’s first child, a son, was bom on 31st May, and early in July was 
christened Ian Ernest McLcavy Morrison, though Jennie had suggested 
he might be called “Marco Polo”. There was a small christening party 
(“only friends, all English except Vare”) which included W. H. Donald 
Ian was “as good as gold” during the ceremony, but when the Rev. Fran- 
cis Norris added a homily, “the baby evidently in some mysterious way 
recognizing that this was not part of the service began to protest lustily”. 
Donald was a “very depressing” guest: 

Outlook very bad. Country on the rocks. Recrimination. Distrust of 
the Kuomintang. Yuan doesn’t employ the right men. Thinks to suc- 
ceed by bribery and by forming a party consisting of the dregs of 
the three parties. He declares a Chinese came to him the other day 
and told him he had been given taels 9000 [ 1 125J to buy the votes 

of three members of the Kuomintang. . . . Donald counts among 
his best friends and the most loyal of the Kuomintang the three men. 

A few days later Morrison talked with Yuan at length about the 
worsening situation, urging him to get in touch with the Kuomintang 
leaders and reason with them. Yuan said you could not reason with them. 
They were “bereft of shame”. He could not understand the ingratitude 
of Sun Yat-sen and Huang Hsing: “Everything he could do he had done 
for these two men. Money. Sun 30,000 taels a month, Huang Hsing, 
100,000. Former Director General of Railways, latter of Hukuang Rail- 
ways. Yet they plot against him.” 

Nor could Yuan understand why Japan had asked him to give these 
two men “favourable treatment”. Morrison himself had been puzzled by 
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the reception Sun Yat-sen had been ^ven by the Japanese in March. **No 
feature of Far Eastern affairs is more remarkable than the honour shown 
to this arch-Republican,’* Morrison wrote to Braham: “He has been enter- 
tained by Prince Katsura ... by the Chief Bankers, high Court dignitaries, 
Cabinet Ministers, and has been treated with probably greater honour 
than has ever been shown before to the representative of any other coun- 
try not of Princely rank ” 


[ VIII ] 

Yuan had emasculated the National Assembly by murder, intimidation, 
and bribery. His next move against the Kuomintang was to replace the 
three Southern military governors who were still loyal to it by his own 
men. This sparked off a recrudescence of civil war. On 12th July fighting 
broke out again between Northern and Southern troops in Kiangsi, and 
the “Second Revolution” had begun. It lasted little more than two months. 
“The rebellion is now nearly finished,” Yuan Shih-k’ai told Morrison on 
13th August. Sun Yat-sen, Huang Hsing, and “other professional agita- 
tors” had fled to Japan, and Chang Hsun’s pigtailed troops were driving 
swiftly on Nanking, which they captured and ruthlessly sacked early in 
September. With the fall of Nanking the second revolution collapsed. 

Japan, hoping to strengthen its grip on a China progressively weak- 
ened by internal conflict, had aided the rebels in many w^ys. Tsai Ting- 
kan told Morrison the Japanese had supplied arms, fought beside the 
rebels, attempted to torpedo a Northern cruiser, and to bomb the Kin- 
siang arsenal from a balloon. Japanese papers headlined rct)el. “victories”, 
violently abused the Northern leaders, and praised the rebels in tenns 
that sometimes were a little extravagant. Thus Li Lieh-chun, one of the 
deposed military governors, was said to have “the voice of a bull, the 
beauty of a virgin, the appearance of an angel, and the wisdom of the 
ancient sages”. 

“I am sending home a message to the European papers regarding 
Japan, for it is only by the influence of public opinion . . . that Japan can 
be compelled to alter the policy upon which she is now embarking in 
China,” Morrison wrote to Tsai Ting-kan on 28th September: 

The growth of feeling against Japan among all countries is really a 
marked feature. The Prime Minister of Australia in a public speech 
has declared that in the event of war between Japan and America, 
Australia would range herself on the side of America. Australians 
view with alarm the aggressive movement of Japan in China, ftjr such 
movements interfere with trade and commerce in which British, 
and to an increasing extent the Australian section of the British 
people, are vitally interested. 

In the telegram, which appeared in the London Daily Telegraph 
next day, Morrison said: 



The Chinese believe that Japan is seeking a pretext for adventures on 
the mainland, with a view to diverting Japanese public opinion from 
internal affairs, which visitors from Japan state are becoming more 
serious, owing to the growth of a spirit of independence among the 
young Japanese, who desire a number of reforms, notably the exten- 
• sion of the present limited franchise. 

The question deeply affects British interests, as the Japanese 
activities are directed principally to the Yangtze valley, where 
adventurous Japanese, during the recent rebellion, secured from the 
^cbel leaders important contracts and concessions. 

Japan is now increasing her troops at various points in China, 
pardcuWly at Hankow, for which town 750 troops are now en rou 
and her general policy, bordering on aggression, bears out the Anglo- 
Chinese apprehensions. 

When it was reported that Sun Yat-scn had left Japan for Hong 
Kong, Morrison wrote to Sir Edward Grey urging that the British Gov- 
ernment should not allow Sun to land on British territory because he was 
engaged “in open rebellion against a country friendly to England”. And 
when rewards of 100,000 taels each w^ere offered by the Peking Govern- 
ment for Huang Hsing, Ch’en Ch’i-mei, and other Southern leaders, dead 
or alive, Morrison wrote to Tsai Ting-kan: 

So far Sun Yat-sen*s name has not been mentioned. You know noth- 
ing kills like ridicule. Would it not make Sun Yat-sen look ridiculous 
if a reward were offered for him not of a high amount, but of a very 
small amount, say $150 Mexican? Such an announcement would 
excite Amusement all over the w'orld and would show contempt 
which the Government have for this misguided man. 

One can understand Morrison’s contempt for the woolly minded 
Sun Yat-sen, whose windy inadequacies were apparent even to those who, 
like Donald, had actively supported his cause. One can understand also 
Morrison’s confidence in the strong-minded Yuan Shih-k’ai as the only 
possible leader of a wobbly Republic, a confidence which most of Morri- 
son’s colleagues shared and which contemporary historians endorse. 
Dr Jerome Ch’en, for instance, in his uncompromisingly critical 
biography of Yuan says: “To be perfectly fair to Yuan, we must admit 
that at the beginning of 1912 there was no one else who had the slightest 
chance of holding the country together. . . . Upon assuming the Presi- 
dency his foremost duties were to maintain the unity of the nation and 
to strengthen his control over it.” 

Yuan had inherited from the Manchus and the revolution, chaos 
and bankruptcy. He could hope to obtain foreign recognition, and the 
foreign money which the country desperately needed, only by creating 
an integrated and disciplined China. “But,” says Dr Ch’en, “he made 
grave mistakes in the process, in handling the opposition and in refusing 
to accept a limit to his personal power.” And the incorruptible Morrison 
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watched Yuan make these “mistakes”, which involved the use of murder, 
intimidation, and bribery as political weapons, without comment. It 
would not perhaps be fair to say he condoned them. He certainly did not 
criticize them. 

[IX] 

Towards the end of the year Morrison again thought of selling his 
library. In a “private and confidential” letter to the Japanese Minister 
Ijuin he wrote: 

More than a year and a half ago Sir John Jordan told me that you 
had spoken to him with regard to the possibility of my library being 
acquired for Japan. ... At that time my library was not catalogued. 
Since I entered the Chinese service, I have, with the assistance of 
three secretaries, worked incessantly at the index. It is now com- 
plete in 1600 typewritten pages. ... In the library also arc many 
MSS., as for example the MS. Journals of Lord Macartney’s Embassy 
to China, and I have also catalogued my prints and engravings of 
personages and scenes and views in China, a collection which has 
been described as unique. . . . 

Although my library has been kept up to date, and I have con- 
tinued to add to it almost daily, I find the work taxes my time and 
energies to a degree that I am no longer able to sustatn. ... I have 
been asked if I would prepare to sell ... to an American institute 
and I have answered in the affirmative. But ... I would prefer ... to 
sec my library permanently installed in the Far East., Aiked by the 
American delegates what value I placed on it, 1 replied / 40,000. . . . 
But if it were possible for the library to be retained in the Far Fast, 
where it would serve to some degree in recalling my association 
with the Far East, I would be prepared to part with it for a less 
sum 

He noted in his diary that in fifteen months he had spent over 1 500 
on books. “From this date I cease this hobby; it is beyond my means ” 
Morrison finished his diary for 1913 with a New Year resolution to 
make friends of his enemies “Fraser — Bland — Chirol and others” and to 
complete his “Reminiscences”, which had now reached 1898. His last 
note for the year was another gloomy reflection on life in China: 

China lightly taxed! No statement could be more misleading. Lightly 
taxed? What return do the taxpayers get for their money? Do they 
get effective police protection, a disciplined army, good roads and 
bridges, cheap railways and telegraphs, stable exchange or govern- 
ment notes that are redeemable? Arc they provided with good sani- 
tation, with drains, with protection from unhealthy occupations? Is 
slavery abolished? Judge China by the return given to the people for 
the taxes they pay and you wiU find it is the most heavily taxed 
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country in the world. Arc broken locks repaired on the waterways, 
or embankments maintained? or rivers dredged or canals kept open? 
What a sight it is to see the herds of tax-gatherers at the Ukin barriers 
or at the locks on the canals, sitting idly but preying on the traffic 
which they do nothing to facilitate. 

[X] 

Many of Morrison’s house-guests bored him profoundly. A notable 
exception was the feminist writer and traveller, Violet Markham, who 
arrived in Peking with an introduction from Mackenzie King. “1 believe 
her to be one of the great women of England,” he wrote, and Morrison, 
after meeting her, agreed. Miss Markham was a granddaughter of the 
architect of the Ciy'Stal Palace, Sir Joseph Paxton. “At the delightful house 
of the Morrisons one met everyone worth meeting in Peking,” she wrote 
in a book of reminiscences published in 1943, and she recalled the con- 
dition of China thirty years before: 

The military governors of the provinces . . . each backed by a con- 
siderable provincial army constituted local problems of a formidable 
kind for the central government. Yuan Shih-k’ai, himself an autocrat 
in a precarious position, was naturally dependent on the goodwill of 
these minor rulers. Here w*as the germ of the desolating private armies 
which laid waste the unhappy country and terrorized its inhabitants. 
Yuan, like many men who have reached power by dubious methods, 
found himself weighed by the necessity of placating sinister interests 
and persons who contributed to the maintenance of an insecure 
position. . . . Corruption — it bored like a mole through the whole 
of Chinese life as I knew it. No one regarded it as a vice. Exploitation 
of a position of trust was to the Chinese a commonplace of everyday 
and conveyed no sense whatever of moral shortcomings. As for the 
corruption of the official clas.s, it never entered a Chinaman’s head to 
criticize the system of “squeeze” which permeates Far Eastern life 
from highest to lowest. This strange race is as paradoxical about 
honesty as about every other matter connected with them. 

Her summing-up showed remarkable prescience: 

Little wonder that Communism has captured China. Every condition 
exists of poverty, want, and distress, conducive to that evil growth. 
But the Chinaman remains a sturdy and passionate individualist, and 
whatever home-grown variety of Communism he ma)' adopt, he will, 
I think, be difficult to regiment from Moscow or any distant centre. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


[I] 

Yuan Shih-k*ai had disposed of Parliament, but he still had many prob- 
lems. One was his old comrade-in-arms. General Chang lisun. In 1900, 
Chang has efficiently carried out Yuan*s orders to suppress the Boxers 
in Shantung and, as commandcr-in-chief in the Lower Yangtze, had just 
as efficiently crushed the second revolution, for which he was richly 
rewarded with the governorship of Kiangsu. He was a formidable brute 
with simple tastes; he liked killing, whoring, drinking, and making money. 
His army, which he regarded as a personal possession, was a considerable 
force of tough soldiers whose loyalty was solely to their general — as 
long as they were paid — and Chang’s loyalty was not to Yuan but to the 
fallen Manchus. He had little sympathy with the Republic, a fact which 
he and his followers demonstrated by retaining their queues; they were 
known as “The Pigtailed Army”. Yuan was afraid to ''di^and them, 
though Morrison repeatedly urged him to do so, but under pressure from 
Japan, which was annoyed because some of the pigtailed warriors had 
carelessly killed three Japanese citizens in their rape of Nanking, Yuan 
transferred Chang to the Inspectorship of the Yangtze. 1 hough this job 
had plenty of pickings, it was not as lucrative, or as exalted, as the 
governorship, and Chang was bitterly resentful. 

When the Japanese were asking for Chang’s removal, Morrison had 
written to Tsai Ting-kan: 

. . . Certainly to an outsider it would seem as though it would be of 
great benefit to China if Chang Hsun could be removed. He is the 
greatest danger at present existing in China. It is awful to think what 
suffering his savage followers have inflicted upon the innocent 
people of Nanking. The Legations view with anxiety the refusal of 
Chang Hsun to allow the Republican Flag to be hoisted. They fear 
that this is but a prelude to another outbreak of civil war. The reports 
from Nanking are simply harrowing. 

“Things here are not doing well,” Morrison told Ohl, who had re- 
turned to America. “What to do with the army is the most serious prob- 
lem with which China is presented at the present time. All her earnings 
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are being poured into the maw of the army. To keep these hordes would 
tax the resources of a rich State, while the burden in China is almost 
insupportable.” 

Yuan’s financial problems had been little alleviated by the contro- 
versial /25 million loan. After meeting immediate liabilities, he was left 
with only £ 8.5 million — for which China was committed to repay, within 
forty-seven years, over ^42 million. 

“Occasionally I think I have some influence with the President,” 
Morrison wrote to Henry Cockbum, who was then in retirement in 
England, at the end of January. “But I have many disappointments and I 
cannot see that the Chinese of tlic Republic are very different from the 
Chinese that we knew 15 years ago.” In his diary he noted disgustcoi^ 
that he had been kept in ignorance of many important government deals, 
including a prospecting concession to Standard Oil: “On no financial mat- 
ter have 1 been consulted . . . nor are any inquiries addressed to me as to 
the standing of foreign concession hunters. My opinion in fact is not asked 
about anything more important tlian the shape of the President’s hat.” 
The last reference was not frivolous. A memorandum from 7 'sai I'ing-kan 
addressed to Morrison reads: “Can you send your Russian hat over to be 
shown to the President’s hatter as a sample? I shall see that it shall not be 
soiled in any way.” 

“Feeling much dispirited with everything and everybody”, Morrison 
wrote early in March, and a few weeks later: “Am now weary of col- 
lecting books and would like to sell my library and be quit of it all! 
Oh God, let me sell it quickly! so that 1 may be independent and can go to 
Canada.” 

He gavt no sign of this inner disquiet when he was interviewed by an 
Australian journalist, W. W. Rock, for the Melbourne magaxine Life. 
Rock described him as a “tall-figured, fair-haired man . . . with a curious 
‘far-away’ expression in his eyes”: 

There is something typically Australian about Dr Morrison. A quiet 
man, somewhat reserved, he gives one the impression of a scholar 
rather than a statesman. He greets a roomful of visitors cordially, 
and relapses into silence. It is a mixed company — an American busi- 
nessman, a railway engineer, a missionary, a war-correspondent. . . . 
They do the talking. . . . B^^ond a question interposed here and 
there. Dr Morrison does not figure in the conversation. 

Under Rock’s questioning, Morrison discussed the Republic. Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, by general consent, was “the right man in the right place”. 
There had been some mistakes and some f^ures under the new regime, 
but the second revolution — which Morrison referred to euphemistically 
as “the recent disturbances in Nanking” — was due to “professional agita- 
tors — men who have been associated for years with revolution and rebel- 
lion .” Every conferable honour had been shown by Yuan to Sun Yat- 

sen, but recently Sun had opposed Yuan, and in a manifesto had called on 
him to resign. If Yuan resigned, the country would be thrown into 




anarchy. Yuan’s party aimed at a Republic incorporating what was best 
in the American and French Republics, with some of the constitution of 
Switzerland and with the freedom provided by so many of the institutions 
of Great Britain. **The constitution is being drafted by a committee of 
both Houses, a distinguished American Professor, Mr Frank Goodnow, 
having been engaged by the Government to assist them in their delibera- 
tions,^ Morrison said. He did not say that Goodnow, like himself, was 
suffering acutely from frustration. 

Early in April, Morrison briefly visited Shanghai, Canton, Hong 
Kong, and Hankow. In “the capital city of central China, one of the 
great cities of the world,” Hankow, as he walked round to the Consul- 
General, he came across a dead body “lying uncared for in a scene of 
filth among stenches that were overpowering”: 

Hovels with grass-thatched roofs inferior even to the sheds inhabited 
by the Lolo savages in Yunnan. No roads, no drainage. Nothing in 
China gives foreigners more ground for contempt of Chinese bar- 
barity than the conditions here obtaining alongside beautiful clean 
healthy well-paved, well-drained, lit, foreign settlements ... it is 
such sights as these which make it impossible for foreign countries to 
regard this country which permits such horrible sc:enes as on a level 
even with the lowest Western Civilization. To talk of the abolition 
of extra-territorial rights, of treatment on a footing of equality while 
such conditions exist, is mere waste of words. Remedy is at hand. 
Sanitation drainage lighting. . . . Until these condition^ are removed 
tlicrc is daily danger that the filthy territory may be forcibly occu- 
pied by foreign troops. At any time it would be easy to find an 
excuse. 

When he got back to Peking, Morrison told Yuan Shih-k’ai what he 
had seen in Hankow. The President “seemed shocked”, and asked 
for a full report as soon as possible. 

[II] 

Change continued to sweep through Printing House Square. Northcliffc 
had reduced the price of The Times to a penny. Braham had quarrelled 
with the management and accepted the editorship of the Sydney Daily 
Telegraph. Wickham Steed had replaced him. Lionel James, too, had 
resigned: “You will remember N’s promises in which you so bravely 
interested yourself,” he wrote to Morrison in April. “Well, none of them 
showed any signs of materializing”. 

... the state of the oflice became worse and worse, owing to the 
importation of N’s 30/- a week men. ... I delivered my ultimatum 
and walked out. I may speak with some bias about P.H. Square but 
1 have reason. I have done about 1 1 campaigns for them and countless 
other missions and have never on one single occasion been beaten by 
a rival. ... 1 am then told that “the paper cannot afford to pay me 



a higher wage” or redeem Arthur Walter's pledge to me that I should 
cjuaufy for a pension. Some dirty little fawning guttersnipe who 
lives upon N's love of adulation, whose origin was a cable clerk in 
the American Cable Company, told me that the policy of the new 
TIMES was “what men could do in the future, not what they had done 
* in the past”. This finished me, and I never darkened P.H. Sq.'s door- 
way a^in. Fortunately 1 was in the position of being independent of 
N. and the whole of the miserable set of puppets that are engaged 
in besmirching the old traditions of The Times with the cheap 
vulgarity of the Daily Mail. 

“1 was lucky I left the paper when I did,” Morrison wrote back, 
“otherwise I might find myself at the present moment with a family t 
support and nothing to support them on.” 

Jennie had taken the baby to England for inspection by her parents, 
and Morrison wrote to Tsai Ting-kan at the end of May: “I think the 
time has come when I ought to go home to England in order to see what 
can be done to remove false impressions . . . with regard to China, and the 
policy of the President.” It would be wise for him to travel simply as a 
private citizen bringing back his wife and child, not in any official 
capacity. On his way back he could study the Asiatic immigration ques- 
tion in Canada and British Columbia, and make discreet enquiries about 
the revolutionaries in Japan. In his formal request for the President’s 
permission, Morrison dipped his spade deep into a pot of Oriental unction: 

I make this application with the more confidence because the situa- 
tion now seems to be better than it has ever been since I first came 
to China^ Under Your Excellency’s wise guidance, tranquillity has 
been established throughout the country, the financial position is one 
which enables the future to be faced without misgiving, railway and 
industrial development are being everywhere encouraged, while the 
relations of China with foreign countries are characterized by quite 
unusual friendliness. 

Not to be outshone in civility. His Excellency replied: 

Since the commencement of your dudes you have within your 
power rendered valuable assistance and have eminently shown dili- 
gence and strenuous work. Such services are highly appreciated. . . . 
Your request is accordingly granted and you arc hereby granted 3 
months’ leave, at the expiration of which you arc expected to come 
back to China ... so that you may continue to give me assistance and 
advice. . . . 

[HI] 

“Arrived in London yesterday, same afternoon interviewed by The 
Times'' Morrison wrote to Yuan Shih-k'ai on 26th June. “Many other 
correspondents sought interview with me. Immediate result of my inter- 
views published in papers of estimated aggregate circulation of not less 
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than 3,500,000 has been a rise in all Chinese securities . . . amounting in 
all to some millions of dollars. Rise would have been more satisfactory 
had it not been for the disastrous news. ... of the mutiny of the troops 
at Kalgan; the cruelty shown to women and children and the escape of 
the mutineers without j^unishment.’* 

Once more Morrison’s roseate picture of China ignored some of 
the more unpleasant realities, though he assured Yuan that he had said 
nothing except what he believed to be the truth. Unfortunately he had 
told The Times and other papers that tranquillity was firmly established 
throughout China — almost at die very moment when Kalgan was being 
looted by some of Yuan’s regular troops. J, O. P. Bland was quick to point 
this out in an article in the Observer titled '‘The Chinese Paradox”. He also 
compared Morrison’s statement that the seventy members of Yuan’s Coun- 
cil represented “every shade of opinion in China” including “the pick of 
the Young China party” with W. H. Donald’s more accurate description 
of the Council, published in The Times a few days later, as “solely a 
Presidential organ ... a regular mobilization of the Old Brigade”, on 
which “Young China” — Sun Yat-sen’s followers — had no representation 
at all. 

Lovat Fraser, who was writing The Times' leaders on the Far F^st, 
showed Bland’s article to his editor, and to Wickham Steed. They both 
agreed that “a steady but discriminating support” should continue to be 
given to Yuan Shih-k’ai. “Please understand quite clearly that The Times 
does not wish to attack the present administration in China,»and docs not 
care a straw about any deviations from the strict ‘constitutional’ path 
which the President may have found necessary,” Lovat Fraser wrote to 
Morrison, “This attitude may not prevent occasional criticisms of par- 
ticular acts or minor lapses or your Government, but the general support 
will, I am assured, continue to be given.” Morrisjon elaborated the case 
for Yuan Shih-k’ai in an address to the London Chamber of Commerce. 
Many members of both Houses of Parliament were in the audience. 

“The prevalent view held here seems to be that Qiina ... is at present 
in a state of anarchy, the country fast drifting to perdition under the 
regime of an autocratic dictator of unbridled ambition,” Morrison said. 
“Such a view seems to me to be in direct conflict with all the evidence 
available to me.” He presented the “evidence” — financial, economic, and 
diplomatic — at considerable length, and offered a carefully laundered 
picture of Yuan’s smudgy exercises in republicanism: 

There was a parliament in Peking, consisting of a Senate and a House 
of Representatives, largely composed of students who had no admin- 
istrative experience (how could they have administrative experience 
under the Manchus?), who had an imperfect knowledge of their own 
country; but who had imbibed advanced ideas of government in 
J^an, America, and England. Then the trouble began. A committee 
01 forty members selected by Parliament was chosen to draft a Con- 
stitution for China in place of the Provisional Constitution previously 
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drawn up in Nanking. All advanced students, these men, with eager 
impetuosity, determined to leap from an archaic autocracy to the 
most advanced form of modem Parliamentary Government. They 
ignored the conditions of China. No one disputes their patriotism, 
but they did not realize that they were representatives not of the 
• Chinese as they are, but of the Chinese as they might hope to become 
in the future. They devised a Constitution stripping the executive of 
all authority, and placing paramount power in the hands of Parlia- 
ment. Although China had engaged the services of two great Consti- 
tutional jurists. Professor Ariga of Japan, and Professor Goodnow 
of Columbia University, these distinguished men were not even con- 
sulted by the Committee, whose deliberations they had been engage'* 
to assist. It was enough that they had been engaged by the Presidmt, 
and, therefore, they were regarded as suspects. A climax was reached 
wlien, the Constitution nearing completion, the delegates of the 
President were even refused a hearing. Every kind of interference 
was devised to thwart the Executive. ... A revolt, organized by the 
irreconcilables, broke out, and there was a definite policy to separate 
North from South. 

But the President had acted with restraint and only struck when he 
was compelled to strike: 

He dismissed the rebel party, suspended Parliament, and broke up 
the Provincial Assemblies. TTicn he summoned a body of seventy 
picked men to whom he submitted the Constitution as draum up in 
Nanking, and subsequently modified in Peking, and called upon them, 
with thcjielp of Professors Ariga and Goodnow, to amend it. That 
amended Constitution, consisting of sixty-eight articles, is the present 
Provisional Constitution of China. ... By this Constitution the 
President holds office for five years. The President has pledged him- 
self to this reformed Govermnent. There is nothing in the past action 
of the President which should lead us to consider that he will not 
faithfully fulfil his pledges. Under this Constitution the powers given 
to the elected President are much the same as the powers given to 
the Emperor of Japan. 

In his peroration Morrison referred to recent English Press comment 
on affairs in China, The “most disastrous incident” of Yuan’s life, “the 
one which he recalled with the greatest regret”, was the looting of Peking 
by his picked troops in February 1912: 

This incident shook his prestige at home and abroad. Yet now I read 
in a high-class English magazine . , . that the general belief in Eng- 
land is that this mutiny was deliberately planned by Yuan Shih-k’ai to 
overawe the Southern delegates. This seems to me to be the limit of 
extravagant hypothesis. 

Some of Morrison’s listeners may have thought he had come pretty 
close to the limit of extravagant apologetics. 



Mr C Birch Crisp, his eye on more loans to China, not only con- 
ffratulated Morrison on his “admirable address” to a “splendid audience” 
but paid for it to be published in full, as a news item, in the Daily Tele- 
gra^^ which had a circulation of 200,000. “Your address will, of course, 
raise the question of what steps China will take to raise Funds to provide 
for the repayment of loans falling due this year, and next in connection 
with the Boxer indemnity,” he wrote. Morrison tried to follow these 
steps, and found they led to utter confusion. There were about twenty- 
eight Chinese loan contracts being hawked about London, some, as Morri- 
son pointed out in a letter to Yuan Shih-k’ai, at exorbitant rates of interest 
and by men of very dubious standing: former clerk to the American 
consulate, a Tientsin dairyfarmer, a fourth engineer of the Shanghai 
municipality. “The British bankers think that China must be in desperate 
financial straits to resort to such extraordinary methods which brings 
ridicule upon the Government of China,” Morrison wrote. Fxjually ridicu- 
lous was the fact that China had two representatives in London, a minister 
and a financial commissioner, neither of whom knew what the other was 
doing. “Such action conveys the impression that there is no united Gov- 
ernment in China, and that one half of the people have no trust in the 
other half,” Morrison told the President. 

Pursuing financial phantoms, discussing loans with the Foreign Office, 
and Tibet with the India Office, giving interviews, and answering the 
usual crop of letters left Morrison little time for relaxation. “1 am having 
no holiday whatever. In fact, I am working from early morning to night,” 
he wrote to Tsai Ting-kan, who had now acquired the title or “Admiral” 
(China had thirty Admirals and five ships of war). 

There was the usual queue of job- and concession-huntersv engineers, 
prospectors, former servicemen and civil servants, inventors, cranks and 
missionaries; a retired Chief Justice of Sierra Leone, a man with a sound- 
locating system for the minuscule Chinese Navy; another with a new 
system of wireless telegraphy. Morrison was asked to address the Etho- 
logical Society on the Chinese character, and to write an article for 
Great Thoughts, He attended many formal dinners. At one, given by 
Douglas Sladen, he met a number of popular writers: Jerome K. Jerome, 
“Miss Braddon” and her son, W. B. Maxwell; Elinor Mordaunt, “who 
wrote that magnificent Victorian novel Lm of the Ranges"'; and Maxwell 
Gray, who wrote the Victorian best-seller. The Silence of Dean Maitland. 
At another, given by Lady St Holier, the guests included Kitchener, home 
on leave from Egypt, and Lord Charles Beresford, “very small and round, 
shrinking up”. Lady Bryce invited him to breakfast at 8.45 a.m. at 3 Buck- 
ingham Gate, and the seventy-six-year-old Viscount Bryce, a former 
Regius Professor of Civil Law, Irish Secretary, and Ambassador to 
Washington, “ate ravenously”, but discussed China’s provisional consti- 
tution with perspicuity. He thought it right that the constitution should 
put stress on the executive rather than on the legislature, and said Yuan 
Shih-k’ai should be warned by the history of Diaz, who never provided 
for a successor. . . . 



Morrison was asked to tea at the House of Commons by a fellow 
Australian, Colonel Arthur Lynch, the member for West Clare, who had 
known him at the Melbourne University (“1 remember seeing you run- 
ning in the mile race”). Lynch, a physician, electrical engineer, and poet, 
was perhaps the only Australian graduate ever indicted for high treason. 
During the South African war he had commanded an Irish Brigade on the 
Boer side. He was now secretary of a “China Group . . . established to 
watch the interests of the Young Republic. . . .** Mrs Sydney Webb in- 
vited Morrison to dine quietly with herself and her husband. “You will be 
amused to hear that we have embarked on a journalistic venture ance we 
saw you!” she wrote. The venture was the hJew Statesman. 

He entrusted an “extremely interesting” Chinese MS. to Laurenc'' 
Binyon, assistant keeper in the Briti^ Museum, who promised to treat 
it “with due reverence”. He went to the zoo and to the theatre, and be- 
tween assorted commitments he found time to take five shooting lessons 
at the West London Shooting Grounds, Ealing W., at a cost of 25s. a 
lesson (“includes 100 cartridges and 100 birds each lesson, use of gun and 
motor to and from station”). 

[IV] 

England in July 1914 was more interested in Ireland than in China. The 
Home Rule Bill had passed its third reading in May, and Ulster was 
threatening to revolt rather than accept Home Rule. The question every- 
one was asking when Morrison had lunch with j. B. Capper at Mrs 
Moberly Bell’s on i5tli July was whetlier the King would grant his assent 
to the Bill?* Capper thought he must. Mrs Bell said, “To sign means civil 
war! It will mean the end of his Kingship.” Preparations were being made 
in England to billet refugees from Ireland, and the assassination of the 
Archduke Francis Ferdinand, which had taken place on z8th June, did 
not seem very important. 

Hutton, not long before, had made a characteristic comment on the 
Irish crisis: 

The Protestants in Ulster are very tough people. Fanatical anti- 
Roman Catholicism. If they had sufficient education, reading and 
insight, they would know that no religion is to be feared now. 
Rehgion in all western Europe is declining rapidly. Every week one 
could come into contact with printed references to .scepticism, 
religious apathy, and suchlike. And parsons, bishops and church 
societies are still bickering about dogmas. Good Heavens! What 
better evidence could one demand than the shakincss of dogmas 
1914 years after tlie birth of Christ? Shelley said, “If God has spoken, 
why is the world not convinced?” .... TTie Priest as a rule is a self- 
satisfied ignoramus. 

But Ulster and Home Rule were both forgotten a few weeks later as 
war swept across Europe like a grass fire. 
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Morrison had lunch with Gwynne at the Bath Club on 27th July, the 
day when war between Austria and Serbia began. Gwynne said the 
British people did not realize that Britain was morally bound to go to the 
assistance of France — that she had committed herself much further than 
was generally known. He had frequently urged the Government to take 
the people into its confidence. “Can war be restricted?’* Morrison asked 
in his diary. “I believe so despite the panic in the Bourses. Germany will 
scare off Russia. Russia does not want war. Whatever happens England 
must stand aside and be the honest broker.” 

Gwynne asked Morrison if it was true that Kitchener had been 
offered a position in the Chinese Army: 

1 said quite untrue. Gwynne told me Kitchener had endeavoured to 
induce him to make representation to the Government to secure his 
services, saying it would be a loss if they were to go to another 
country. Pressed for facts, Kitchener said China had asked him to 
reorganize the army. Gwynne says he always thought Kitchener 
was lying and was glad to have his impression confirmed. 

Next day Morrison lunched with the Amcrys, the Hon. Aubrey 
Herbert, and George Lloyd, of Lloyd’s Bank. All agreed that Germany 
did not want war. Someone quoted Qiirol as saying that Northcliffe was 
mad, but not sufficiently so to justify his being put under restraint. 

On ist August, Germany dismayed the prophets of the lunch-table 
by declaring war on Russia, and next day Morrison noted ♦ “Papers sel- 
ling like hot cakes. Mobilization of Fleet. Germany Siezes British Ships. 
20,000 Germans Repulsed (this is a fake). Germany Invades France at 3 
Points. Luxembourg Seized (and this is regarded as most serious).” 

At this point the Gre.it War disappears from Morrison’s London 
diary. He does not mention Britain’s declaration of war on 4th August, 
and his entry the following day consists of only one line: “Baron de 
Reuter says The Times is losing ^10,000 a month.” On 13th August, 
with Jennie and the baby, he sailed for Quebec. 

Before leaving England he wrote to Lord Ronaldshay: 

The President has telegraphed for me. ... I am sorry that there will 
be no time for me to see you. ... 1 am also sorry not to have seen Sir 
Edward Grey. , . . Serious alarm is naturally being felt by Yuan 
Shih-k’ai, and in view of the certain shrinkage of the Customs rev- 
enue, the financial outlook is black indeed. He fears specially Japan 
but I can see no reason for his fears. I will call at Japan on my way 
as it is his wish. 

A prominent official in our Foreign Service tells me that Beilby 
Alston is to be our next Minister to Peking. I daresay you know 
him. He is a pleasant Society man, but ... in my 17 years in China he 
is the British Official in charge of our Legation in Peking who has 
created the greatest feeling of discontent among the English com- 
munity. He was wholly indifferent to his work, took no interest in 



it whatever. It was estimated in Peking that he spent 5 hours a day 
in the company of a lady and I believe it was the universal opinion, 
even among the Legation people, that he was the most incompetent 
noodle that had ever been given a post of responsibility. 1 have some- 
times thought it would be a wise thing if the Briti^ Government 
were to appoint to the Legation a man of Indian experience. I do 
not know McMahon but 1 £ould have thought a man of that ^pe, or 
Sir Francis Younghusband, who has a knowledge of the frontier 
question, might render important service in such an extremely diffi- 
cult post as Peking will be for the next few years. 

I believe that the British community in China . . . would regard 
the appointment of an amiable nonentity like Alston ... as a cal 
amity. . . . 

What I think is chiefly to be feared in China is the scarcity 
of money, the inability to pay troops, and the consequent mutiny of 
those troops. 


[V] 

On 14th August there was a report on board Morrison's ship that the Ger- 
mans had been caught between Liege and the French, and 125,000 slain. 
“I fear despite reports of German reverses that the Germans are steadily 
advancing to battle and that another and greater Waterloo will be fought 
near Waterloo,” Morrison commented. “The Germans are prepared to 
sacrifice men by the hundreds of thousands. How long will Germany 
stand this?i* ^11 the passengers became prophets. “Belgium will receive 
Luxembourg.” “France will be given Alsace and Lorraine.” “There will be 
a Revolution in Germany and a Republic will be established.” Jennie’s 
soothsaying was succint: “It is the end of the Hohenzollcms,” she said. 

On 2nd September they picked up a message saying that Japan had 
declared war on Germany and that Tsingtao was blockaded. One of Mor- 
rison’s fellow-passengers. Captain McCarthy, who had been in Port 
Arthur during the siege and was going to St Petersburg as naval attache, 
was deeply suspicious of Japan’s motives. He thought her intrusion “inde- 
fensible”. It was indicative, he said, of what America could expect in the 
Philippines should she ever be in trouble. And what was to prevent the 
Japanese ousting the Germans from New Guinea and taking their place? 


3 P 3 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


:i] 

A WEEK after his return to Peking, Morrison was awarded the First Class 
Order of the Excellent Crop, and the Home Office, Whitehall, advised 
him that on payment of ten shillings, as required by the Stamp Act 1891 
(54 and 55 Viet, c.39), His Majesty King George V would permit Dr 
Morrison to wear the appropriate insignia. No higher Chinese distinction 
could have been conferred on him — ^but he was still denied the confidence 
of the man who conferred it and whom he was paid to advise. Soon after 
Britain's declaration of war on 4th August, Yuan Shih-k'ai had ^proached 
Sir John Jordan, the doyen of the diplomatic corps, with an offer to pro- 
vide 50,000 troops to assist in the capture of Tsingtao, Germany's head- 
quarters in Shantung province. Sir John, with an irrespon^tibijity explic- 
able only in terms of senility, refused the offer without even consulting 
his colleagues in the French, Russian, and Japanese legations. (When the 
Allied ministers heard of it for the first time more than a year later they 
were, not surprisingly, outspokenly indignant.) Sir John advised Yuan to 
keep quiet and do nothing. It was a serious rebuff to the President, involv- 
ing him in great “loss of nice”, and a gross diplomatic blunder. But Morri- 
son was told nothing of the incident when he called on Yuan to report 
on his London mission. “China,” he noted, “has gone mad about 
neutrality.” 

The Japanese Army was using its operations against Tsingtao as a 
cover for extending its grip on China. Despite Chinese protests, it had 
taken over the Shantung railway outside the German-leased territory on 
the grounds of “military necessity”, and pushed on to Tsinanfu. Obata, 
the Counsellor of the Japanese Legation in Peking, told Morrison that the 
Japanese Government had not wished to occupy the railway, but that 
the military were too strong. “Tlie scent of battle was in the air and the 
military could not be restrained,” he said. Disquieting reports came from 
Shantung of Japanese atrocities (“maltreating Chinese, robbing them, 
raping women, burning furniture to warm their stoves”). But Yuan, “very 
wisely” in Morrison’s opinion, said that though the Japanese wanted 



trouble, China would do nothing to irritate them. He professed “the most 
hearty and sincere distrust of Japan conceivable”. 

When Wellington Koo, the Qiinese Minister in Washington, said 
Japanese action was a “humiliation to China”, Morrison used his words 
as the text for a private homily on China’s shortcomings — a homily some- 
what at variance with the messianic sermons he had delivered a few 
months before in London, “Strain at a gnat and swallow a camel,” he 
wrote. And: 

It is a humiliation to have a German naval port in Shantung and a 
German controlled railway! 

It is a humiliation to have foreigners protected by ex-territor* 
ality no confidence being felt in Chinese administration of justice. 

It is a humiliation to permit domestic slavery — the only country 
in the world where traffic is permitted in its owti flesh and blood. 

It is a humiliation to be unable to borrow money unless foreign- 
ers control the expenditure thereof. 

It is a humiliation to have to get railways built under foreign 
supervision no trust being possible in China’s good faith. 

It is a humiliation to know that the only charitable medical work 
done in China is done by foreign missionaries. 

It is a humiliation to know that in China no protection is given 
to the subject, no guarantee of law and order, no roads or railways 
but arc foreign built, no protection is given to the worker in danger- 
ous trades, no protection to child life, no hospitals for the insane. 

It is a humiliation to have to extract evidence by torture. 


HI] 

Morrison was not surprised to learn that China’s financial position was 
bad. Yuan told him that his revenue was fz million a month — about 
)£ 195,000 sterling — and his expenditure three times as much. Guy Hillier 
confirmed the fact that China was “desperately hard up”. It was confirmed 
ever more convincingly for Morrison when his own salary fell into 
arrears. Yet Yuan, he noted, was squandering money on preparations 
for a celebration on loth October, the anniversary of his election, and 
had recently added ten girls to his harem, bringing the total strength to 
twenty-four. It was reported that there was much quarrelling among the 
young ladies. 

When he was asked to write an article on China’s finances for the 
Manchester Guardian^ Morrison refused, not because the pay was poor 
(“^2/2/- per thousand”), but because the new Minister for Finance, 
Chou Hsuei-hei, had reverted to “evil old mandarin methods” and was 
replacing competent officers with incompetent friends. “As I am in the 
service of the Chinese Government and render them all the help I can, it 
would be unseemly to attack them in an English newspaper.” He spent 
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“an evening of self-reproach*’ for his wasted time “in the service of this 
rotten people’’ and added a few more lines of condemnation: 

Extraordinary slovenliness of Chinese. 

Absence of discipline. 

Absence of pride in personal appearance. 

Universal slackness and inefficiency. 

Lack of restraint. Lack of patriotism more marked than before. 
Refusal to look facts in the face. Pusillanimity and fear of accepting 
responsibility. 

Again and again he brooded on his “anomalous position” with the 
“rotten Government” to which he had bound himself for >^3500 a year 
as “political Adviser without office”: 

I have gained in health perhaps I am better in pocket I have greatly 
added to my library and brought it well up to date but I have lost in 
influence and in prestige and I fear sometimes in self-respect — though 
1 am nowise deceived myself. Yuan now wants me to prepare the 
way for China’s admission to the Conference after the war. . . . What 
case can she make out for herself? What claims has she got on the 
world’s consideration? lias she zealously carried out her treaty obli- 
gations? Has she effected any reform in her administration? 

China’s expert advisers continued to gnaw their nails iif frustration. 
George Padoux, who was being paid >^4000 a year with “absolutely 
nothing to do”, told Morrison he would have returned to France 
but for the war. He was an expert on matters such as cxtranteiritoriality 
and neutrality, but his advice was never asked. Professor Goodnow had 
disgustedly left before the end of his contract and had been replaced 
by William Franklin Willoughby, a Princeton man “who closely re- 
sembled Woodrow Wilson”. 


[Ill] 

The first week of January 1915 found Alorrison in Ncwchang, Manchuria, 
at the Astor House Hotel, where English and Japanese hospitality 
blended harmoniously. The dining-room offered Barley Soup, Fried Fish, 
Jugged Hare, Braised Beef, Roast Mutton and Mint Sauce, and Steamed 
Bread and Currant Pudding; the bedroom, “a nice Japanese girl” who 
visited hotel guests for a fee of fifteen shillings a night. 

On his way back to Peking, Morrison attended a performance of the 
Tientsin Amateur Dramatic Club, in aid of Belgian refugees. A tenor 
sang “Gunga DiA”, a baritone “Somewhere a Voice is Calling”, and a con- 
jurer manipulated cards and goldfish. . . . But the big event was the final 
pageant, “Song of the Allies”, in which Miss Winsome Hunt, representing 



Japan as Britain's Ally 
In keeping v)ith her solemn vow, 

Has so assisted the issue 
By sweeping them out of Tsingtao. 

Unfortunately, both the genuineness of the Japanese Alliance and 
the validity of the Japanese vow were soon to become suspect. 

[IV] 

When Morrison called on Yuan Shih-k’ai to discuss his report on Japanese 
trade in Manchuria — which consisted mainly of opium, gambling, pseudo- 
aphrodisiacs, and prostitution — ^he found the President “extraordinarily 
cheerful”. Yuan discussed finance and collieries, and asked Morrison how 
England regarded the extension of Japanese influence in the Yangtze? 
The Japanese, he said, had swelled heads and caused him endless trouble. 
But he made no mention of the fact that two days before, Japan, an 
allegedly friendly power, had served on him a peremptory scries of de- 
mands — ^virtually an ultimatum. 

What Dr Ch’en calls “the most surreptitious diplomatic onslaught 
in history” took place at 3 p.m. on 18th January, when die Japan- 
ese Minister to Peking, Hioki, presented a document from his Govern- 
ment, not, as protocol required, to the Chinese Foreign Office, but to Yuan 
Shih-k’ai himself. This notorious document, which has become known 
as the “Twenty-one Demands”, was on paper watermarked with dread- 
noughts and machine-guns, a fact which to the Chinese had sinister signifi- 
cance. • , 

The demands, which Morristin described as “worse than many pre- 
sented by a victor to his vanquished enemy”, would, in effect, have 
reduced China to a vassal state. I'hcy gave Japan control of Shantung, 
Southern Manchuria, and Inner Mongolia, and the exclusive right to 
establish naval bases and harbours in Fukien Province, dominating the 
mouth of the Yangtze. They established Japanese control of China’s 
biggest arsenal and steel works. China was to entrust the training of her 
Army and Navy to Japan, to employ Japanese political and financial 
advisers, to place her principal police forces under joint Japanese control, 
to buy munitions from Japan, to allow Japanese schools and mis.sionaries 
in China, and to grant Japan important railway rights. Hammering the 
table with his walking-stick, Hioki warned Yuan Shih-k’ai that the 
demands must be accepted immediately and that absolute secrecy about 
them must be maintained. Particularly, no disclosure was to be made to 
Britain — ^Japan’s aUy. Disclosure would be casus belli. “Secrecy is difficult 
to keep in Peking,” Morrison wrote. “Almost immediately it had become 
known that the Japanese Minister, under threat of punishment . . . had 
made very serious demands on Cliina. Disclosure was China’s one safe- 
guard and yet it was widi the greatest difficulty that 1 could induce Yuan 
to reveal the text of the. document.” 



Sir John Jordan was “doddering” and very much embarrassed when 
Morrison discussed the demands with him on 26th January. “China has 
brought it on herself,” he said. “There is nothing that she cannot accept.” 
In his dispatch to the Foreign OfEce that day Sir John said, “They [the 
Chinese] consulted me today and asked me if our Government had been 
consulted. I said I had no information but told them to be conciliatory 
and to run no risks.” He called on Morrison three days later, “very 
lugubrious”; 

The Japanese have kept him in entire ignorance of the demands 
have said nothing to him at all . . . and he knows nothing more 
than the man in the street. He presumes only tliat the F.O. may know 
something but he is not sure. He kept saying he wished the Japanese 
were not so secretive. Apparently in his shrinking way he has no in- 
fluence over them and mighty little intercourse with them. Why 
cannot he talk to Hioki instead of relying on the newspaper rumour? 
He was in his lachrymose doddering state. 

Morrison’s assessment of his fellow-countrymen was not conspicu- 
ously charitable — or consistent. His protege, Sir John Jordan, was now a 
“crushed worm”, and David Fraser, another protege, a “baboon-visaged 
fatuous ass”. Lord fFrench was a “double-faced sneak and Jesuit”, and 
Ronald Macicay’s wife “a painted Jezebel”. 

On the day when he persuaded Yuan to reveal the text of the 
Twenty-one Demands, Morrison dined with the Minister^for Foreign 
Affairs, Sun Pao-chi, and his wife. Sun said two interesting things, neither 
very relevant to the crisis: “Marco Polo saw coal for the first time in 
China used as fuel. . . . The Russians will not eat pigeons for some .sacred 
reason.” 


fV] 

Morrison celebrated his fifty-fourth birthday on 4th February with a 
melancholy reflection on the “years wasted in this degrading office which 
was so unfortunately thrust upon me and which I full of hope and enthusi- 
asm so unhappily accepted”. Yuan was in “a hell of a mes.s,” he noted. 
“Prestige gone. How can he wriggle out?” 

Though the demands were freely and fiercely discussed in the 
Chinese Press, sceptical English and American editors withheld mention 
of them for two weeks. Morrison concocted a “powerful message” for 
Donald, which was sent to The Times and, through Frederick Moore, to 
Associated Press in America. The Times replied: “Verify carefully. 
Reason believe reports from Peking wilfully exaggerated.” Associated 
Press was even more discouraging; Moore received a bleak cable, “Disre- 
garded intemperate message. Could not be published”, and boldly wired 
back his resignation. Morrison advised Yuan Shih-k’ai to send photographs 
of the Japanese document to President Wilson and overseas editors. Yuan 

30? 



thought it an “excellent” idea. Sir John Jordan, “very shaken and wander- 
ing somewhat”, kept repeating in a haze, “I feel very sorry for China . . . 
very sorry. . . .” 

At first Japan strenuously denied that she had made any demands. 
Pressed by the other powers for nearly a month, she finally admitted to 
having made, not twenty-one, but only eleven demands, the text of which 
she solemnly released. There was an astonishing difference between the 
actual and the officially released texts. In the edited version some of the 
most outrageous demands were omitted entirely; others were watered 
down considerably. Even by the elastic standards of diplomacy, it was a 
monstrously dishonest act. “When these two documents are read side by 
side,” Morrison wrote to Guy Hillier, “one can come only to one conclu- 
sion, that there has never been a more disgraceful case of diplomatic 
turpitude. . . .” Negotiations about the demands — ^l)ased on the original 
version — ^went on till the beginning of May, the Chinese resisting, the 
Japanese insisting. Many people in Peking feared that Japan might impose 
her will by force. Tsai Ting-kan consulted Morrison about money in a 
Yokohama bank which he feared might be confiscated in the event of 
war, but Yuan Shih-k*ai never consulted his political adviser about the 
most acute political crisis in the history of the Republic. As the negotia- 
tions dragged on, Morrison had to find out what was happening from the 
American Legation, which received minutes of the conferences. “It is 
more than I have,” he wrote bitterly on 7 th May: 

^Hhe political adviser^' who not once since the crisis arose has been 
asked a single question by any Chinese official. So entirely am I kept 
in the dark that correspondents keen after news whose time is valu- 
able (lon^t waste time to come and see me. So it is with the Legation. 
Neither Sir John nor any one else take the trouble to come up my 
street and quite justifiably so for what information can I give unless 
I evolve “facts” as does F^tnain Weale from his imagination. . . . 

Feeling somewhat ill these days — getting older and more dissatis- 
fied with my false position as Adviser] 

Despite his bitterness and disillusion, Morrison at the end of April 
renewed his contract with the Chinese Government for another term of 
three year.s. ITie North-China Herald^ the most important British paper 
in F.astem Asia, congratulating him and China, said: 

TTiere was a period, during the heated days of controversy surround- 
ing the negotiation of the Reorganization Loan, when Dr Morrison 
was the subject of considerable criticism. Long ago has the bitterness 
of those days subsided and while opinions may still differ as to the 
wisdom of the particular loan to which Dr Morrison lent his 
advocacy, we frankly confess that the reason.s, as regards China her- 
self, which prompt^ him in the line he took have been largely 
justified. At a time when many people were utterly despondent about 
China’s future. Dr Morrison retained all his old confidence in her 
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abili^ to weather these as other storms. No small part of the secret 
of his success had been his ability to disdn^ish the real, the solid, 
the permanent in China, from the pinchbeck and transient. This has 
enabled him to criticize without acerbity, and to retain the regard of 
the Chinese for himself in spite of the castigation which his pen 
occasionally inflicted. No p^ple are quicker than the Chinese at 
summing up a character, and they have never failed to recognize in 
Dr Morrison a friend, even though at times he might be forced to 
become that obnoxious thing, the candid friend. 

[VI] 

China continued to protest that Japan’s demands infringed her sovereignty 
and the treaty rights of other powers, but Hioki on 7th May delivered an 
ultimatum, tlireatening force if she did not comply within two days. One 
set of demands, however, the fifth and most vicious group, was with- 
drawn for the time being. Sir Edward Grey had played some part in per- 
suading Japan to moderate her demands, and when Sir John Jordan 
advised Yuan Shih-k’ai to accept them in the modified form he had no 
alternative but to do so. 

Hioki defined Japan’s attitude candidly and picturesquely: “The 
present crisis throughout the world virtually forces my Government to 
take far-reaching action,” he said. “When there is a nre in a jeweller’s 
shop, the neighbours cannot be expected to refrain from helping them- 
selves.” 

Two weeks after China had yielded to the Japanese ultimatum. Yuan 
Shih-k’ai sent for Morrison, who found him “well, but coughing, and 
spitting more than usual”. There were many important matters that Mor- 
rison wished to discuss — the need for more liberal mining regulations to 
attract foreign capital, the “disastrous” monopoly of the Standard Oil 
Company, the antimony monopoly, some big English development pro- 
jects — but Yuan showed no interest in any of them. He would talk only 
about Japan: 

Japan is his obsession. Japan intriguing. Japan working against Eng- 
land, suffering from swelled head, trying to stir up strife in India 
etc. He is thoroughly scared of Japan. Fear of this active neighbour 
paralyses all his actions. Thus when 1 spoke to him of Revised Mining 
Regulations ... he had no comment but to pinch in his eyes and say 
“Then Japan will come in take all our mines.” I must confess my 
interview gave me great discouragement. The President had no con- 
tinuity of policy, no constructive statecraft, his whole talk was — and 
this was to be kept most secret — ^the need of endeavouring to wean 
the powers from the Alliance or understanding or agreement with 
Japan and to contrive that among themselves they would come to an 
agreement guaranteeing the integrity of China for a period of 10 or 
20 years during which time Qiina could devote herself to the de- 
velopment of her resources. ... He is hypnotized and paralysed by 
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fear of Japan like a frog in the presence of a snake. He is doing no 
constructive work, not a single industrial enterprise is being carried 
out in the whole country. 

[VII] 

The Chinese people, from rickshaw boys to students, from merchants to 
coolies, reacts angrily to China's surrender. There were strikes, demon- 
strations, and boycotts. (In Tsinanfu, the Japanese Consul formally pro- 
tested that the Chinese were boycotting the Japanese brothels.) 
Associations sprang up to preserve the memory of 7th May as a “National 
Disgrace Day” and to discourage housewives from buying Japanese 
goods. “The recent negotiations amply showed that the cunning Japanese 
want to destroy our National existence,” C L. Chang, a Chinese journal- 
ist, wrote to Morrison, explaining his part in promoting the boycott. Yuan 
did not welcome this upsurge of nationalism, and Morrison, though he 
disliked the writer intensely, “cordially agreed” with an “excellent article” 
in which Putnam Wcale said: 

It is not through a process of Boxerism, it is not by negative boycott, 
that the road is to be built, but by constructive fiscal, financial and 
educational action. The primitive taxation, the pitiful currency, the 
absence of communications, the miserable minir»g-laws, the thirty- 
nine million boys and girls who run riot through the country wholly 
illiterate while a bare million are at school, the persistence of a per- 
sonal government instead of government by principles, these are some 
of rhe^ tilings which invite 150,000 people to control four hundred 
millions.*. . . 

The National Assembly must be assembled as soon as possible, 
the spirit of the deputies aroused and not crushed. ... If regeneration 
is to come, if the old balance of power in Eastern Asia is to be 
re-establiriied, the nation must at once share in the work of govern- 
ment. 

But Yuan was moving swiftly towards a more dictatorial, not a more 
democratic, regime. His ambition to make himself Emperor, which some 
observers had discerned when he first accepted the Presidency, now be- 
came apparent. 

[VIII] 

Early in June, Morrison had the cathartic satisfaction of reviewing in his 
diary China’s melancholy history since 1 884. She had learned nothing, he 
wrote, from her war with France, or from her war with Japan, ten years 
later. She had failed to set her house in order after “the madness of the 
Boxer uprising”. In 1904-5 she had the humiliation of witnessing a war 
waged between Russia and Japan on her own soil, and from that bitter 
experience she had sunk still lower: 
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The Revolution of 191 1 was to witness the dawn of a new era when 
corruption would be swept away and the latent strength of the 
people would find expression. Has the strength been found? Since 
the Revolution, China has lost Outer Mongolia, Outer Tibet and her 
shadowy sovereignty in Manchuria and Eastern and Inner Mongolia 
has become sdU more nebulous. . . . How can a country become great 
and powerful ruled by Ministers of such matchless ignorance and 
corruption? How can a country become strong that has no Navy or 
Army, no strategic railways, whose territory is traversed by railways 
policed by the military of powerful neighbours, a counay without 
industries, without ... a currency, without a police service, 
without a single public work, whose cities have the most primi- 
tive form of government and taxation known, whose govern- 
ment enjoys so little confidence that no domestic loan is possible 
except by compulsory levy, who has no education system, who has 
no mining laws, whose Minister of Education is innocent of all know- 
ledge either of administration or Western Education, whose Minister 
of Finance is ignorant of the rudiments of arithmetic, whose Minister 
of Communications is lethargic from much opium! . . . 

Let China give an account of her stewardship. Compare what has 
been done in iSarea. The blemish is the killing of 16,000 insurgents, 
but the number is insignificant compared with the hundreds of 
thousands killed by famine and insurrection in China. ^ 

Morrison expressed a similar disenchantment in a letter to Sir Cecil 
Clementi-Smith: “. . . things are not going well. Little if anything is 
accomplished. There is no constructive statesmanship, no continuity of 
purpose ... all energy is devoted to the drawing up of interminable 
regulations. . . And he speculated on the future of the Anglo-Japanese 
alliance. Every Japanese soldier, he wrote, was imbued with the belief 
of German invincibility; “Japanese policy in China since the war began 
and her disregard of her treaty engagements with England are explicable 
if she believed that England would be defeated and would cease to be the 
great Power in the Far East.” 

Donald, too, was gloomy about the state of the nation. “China is con- 
tinuing the Rake’s Progress,” he said: 

Donald thinks there will be another Revolution. People getting to the 
limit of their patience. And I am disposed to agree with him. We are 
back to the old Manchu regime. Even to the method of dismissing 
high officials without warning or without giving them any oppor- 
tunity of defence in order to find places for poGtical supporters or 
old friends or fellow provincials. 

Morrison decided to set down formally his criticism of China’s policy 
— or lack of policy. Early in July he went to the seaside for a week 
and, though troubled with specks in his right eye (“can hardly be liver”), 
wrote a 6500-word letter to Liang Shih-yi, the Director-General of the 
^ Banks of Communications, and \^an’s close adviser. It was a powerful 
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indictment of Chinese ineptitude, procrastination, and corruption. Liang 
said that after reading it he could not sleep for two nights. Morrison sent 
a copy to Sir John Jordan, with a covering note which said: 

... 1 am preparing also a detailed statement of what China has not 
done during the 3 years of my service. I prepare these papers so that 
1 can subsequently defend myself — so that it cannot be said of me 
what it may be said of others in similar position, that an adviser is one 
who tells you that what you are doing is the proper thing to do. . . . 

[IX] 

When Morrison saw him on 17th August Yuan Shih-k’ai looked “puffy 
and ill with asthmatic breathing”. Dr Jean Bussicre, of the French Lega- 
tion, thought he was suffering from syphilis. The wranglings and impor- 
tunings of his polyglot harem may also have contributed to his malaise. 
Morrison again urged him to have massage: 

An entirely impractical unsatisfactory interview. Gives me despond- 
ency to hear such empty talk. Complained that he was much ham- 
pered by having to act constitutionally. . . . He spoke hot air. . . . 
He has a deadly fear of Japan and this fear hampers all his actions. 
... I could not get him to talk of anything practical. 

Apart from his fear of the Japanese, Yuan now has one consuming 
thought, to make himself Emperor. In this he had the support of a coterie 
of opportunists and sycophants, one of whom, Yang Tu, the President’s 
adviser, oi^apizcd a “Planning for Peace” Society — ^the name implying 
that only a monarchy could bring pieace to China. Another unexpected 
ally was Professor Frank Goodnow, whom Yuan had invited back to 
China to write a memorandum on systems of Government. Goodnow 
de^rlared in his paper that he was in favour of a monarchical system, pro- 
vided tlicre was not strong opposition to it, domestic or foreign; that 
the line of succession was clearly defined by legislation; and that a form 
of constitutional government be developed uiuler the Crown. His argu- 
ment was based on the political immaturity of the Chinese people, and the 
danger of disorders in choosing a successor to Yuan. 

Goodnow’s paper caused an immense sensation, and he told Morrison 
dejectedly that he would have much to explain when he got back to the 
States. He told Associated Press that he had been “misrepresented”, but 
Morrison thought his paper was “quite explicit”: “But he must feel, I 
fancy, that he has been made a tool of — he has been brought over from 
America for this purpose and no other and he has been cleverly trapped.” 

The China Press a few days later carried a Reuter’s message obviously 
written by Morrison: 

Dr Morrison Opposes New 
Monarchy Project: Thinks 
It Inadvisable at Present 



Pekingj August 26 — ^Reuter’s Agency understand that Dr Goodnow 
is annoyed at the persistent misquotations ... of his memorandum to 
President Yuan Shih-k’ai. Dr Goodnow never gave blank endorse- 
ment to a monarchy, but advised it under certain circumstances. Dr 
Goodnow’s friends consider that the Government is making a tool 
of him. 

Reuter’s Agency learns that Dr Morrison opposes the monarclii- 
cal project, considering that the present time is inadvisable. 

“This monarchical agitation is great nonsense, and is, of course, a 
purely fictitious movement engineered by '«;elf-seekers,” Sir John Jordan 
wrote to Morrison. But, nonsense or not, the agitation, methodically 
nourished, gathered force; telegrams from provincial generals and gov- 
ernors, commanded or inspired by Yuan, poured into Peking, exhorting 
him to save the country by becoming “Emperor of die Chinese I'lmpirc’ . 
Morrison sent a memorandum to Yuan, urging him to defer the monar- 
chical question, and discussed it with Obata, the Japanese charge 
d’affaires: 

I told him that I was opposed to the change at the present time, 
thinking the time most ill-chosen and unsettling to men’s minds that 
energies ought to be devoted to work not to futile changes in the 
title of the ruler, that if only one in four was opposed to the change 
it ought not to be effected, that such a scheme engineered as it was 
believed to be by the President himself was most injurious to his 
presdge and to his honour for had he not affirmed in the eyes of all 
the world most solemnly that he would unhold the Republic, and 
would for ever be bound by the oath he had sworn in accepting the 
office as President. Obata said Yuan K’e-ting (the half-paralysed son 
of the President, half-witted) was the inspircr of the movement in 
his own interest that quite recently a plot was discovered having for 
its object the poisoning of Tuan Chi-jui possible aspirant to the office 
of Chief Executive. , , . Saw Dr A. H. Smith. What is all this talk? 
he asked excitedly. China is rushing to ruin. Why do you stick to 
the wreck? I said I thought wiser counsels would prevail and Yuan 
would not permit the propaganda to continue. 

“Methuselah” Ariga, as Morrison called the venerable Japanese con- 
stitutional adviser, warned the President that the change would be “very 
disastrous”. He told Morrison he knew of no constitutional way of 
changing a republic into a monarchy, but the Chinese were “so ingenious” 
they would probably invent a way. Yuan’s latest stratagem moved Morri- 
son to another outburst in his diary: 

CHINESE SERVICE. Fear 1 am steadily deteriorating. Surrounded by per- 
fidy and rascality in an atmosphere of mendacity tempered by make- 
believe how could anyone maintain his self-respect? Which of Chinese 
foreign employees does any work commensurate with his working 
capacity? What incentive is there to work? What work is there that 



^ou are permitted to do? Here am 1 political adviser kept in entire 
^orance until the campaign has stsuted of the intentions of the 
Preadent to break all his promises and cast to the winds all his 
declarations; and engineer himself to the throne. Never would he 
accept the Imperial Yellow and yet under the influence of his son 
' and his discarded first wife, he is manoeuvring himself to the throne. 
This is in accordance with the prophecy of the Japanese and of Sun 
Yat-sen. He makes himself, his country, and his advisers a byword 
and derision. 

Japan, England, and Russia, followed by France and Italy, in turn 
gave their “very proper and opportune advice*’ that the monarchy should 
be postponed. “More than once I had warned Yuan that such advice 
would be tendered,” Morrison wrote. 

[X] 

Through the first weeks of November, while the addled monarchical egg 
was being hatched, Morrison worked hard on a personal project — ^to 
persuade China to break off diplomatic relations with Germany, on the 
grounds that Germans had constantly violated China’s neutrality. “1 am 
determined that China shall come into this war on the side of the Allies,” 
he wrote to James Murray Allison, a fellow-Australian in London, who 
was Northcliffe’s advertising manager. “Japan is the doubtful factor. It is 
quite clear that it is not to Japan’s interest that this war should end 
quickly.” 

He unfolded his scheme to Tsai Ting-kan, who was enthusiastic, and 
to de Codt, To Basil Kroupensky (now Russian Minister in Peking), to 
Ronald Macleay (Counsellor to the British Embassy), to Jordan, and to the 
President himself. Sir John was unenthusiastic. He told Morrison that Japan 
was giving remarkable support to the Allies and the powers could therefore 
do nothing to rufile her in any way. Japan regarded China as her future 
field and did not want to see a strong China. Morrison said that at the 
end of the war Japan would find the whole world arrayed against her. Sir 
John agreed, but in the meantime Japan was master. Despite this, Morri- 
son urged him to take action to get China involved in the war. “I think I 
persuaded him a little bit,” Morrison noted. Kroupensky and de Codt 
required no persuasion. They both wired their Governments suggesting 
that Sir John should be advised to encourage Chinese participation. 

Morrison in a long interview with Yuan itemized some of the advan- 
tages China would derive from joining the Allies: 

The main points emphasized were: stimulating effect upon the 
National character. China had only recently awakened to a con- 
sciousness of nationality and their newborn patriotism would be 
animated by the knowledge that their country was allied in a struggle 
for civilization with the great nations of the world: China would 
obtain a fair share of the profits to be obtained by the manufacture of 
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arms for the Allies; her arsenals would be re-organized and equipped 
with modem machinery; China after the war would have a voice at 
the Peace Conference when her destinies would be involved. Hitherto 
it had been the rule when treaties have been signed regarding China 
between other countries, that China had not even been consulted; 
joining the Allies would facilitate the settlement of China’s various 
frontier questions; China, without violating international law, could 
confiscate the German and Austrian share of the Boxer indemnities, 
amounting to ^ 14,000,000 and suspend payment during the war of 
the service of various Railway and filcorganization loans obtained 
from German financiers, together with the service of the Boxer 
indemnity, a payment of ^ 6000 a day; she would recover possession 
of the German and Austrian concessions in Tientsin and Hankow; 
she would be able to recover her Treaty independence and after the 
war could make treaties with Germany and Austria of reciprocal 
advantage . . . trade routes would be opened across the territory for 
the passage of goods, then contraband, and large numbers of Chinese 
could be employed in Russian territory, from which they were then 
excluded. On the other hand, should China remain neutral she would 
sink still lower. She would be exposed to outside menaces and be re- 
garded with increasing mistrust. There was dissatisfaction among 
the Allies with the way in which China had failed to preserve her 
neutrality. ^ 

Yuan was convinced. He said he was determined to bring China into 
the war, though — and he whispered this — Japan had twice recently 
made secret overtures for a secret understanding. He also 'w^iispered that 
he had already supplied England with rifles and machine-guns, which he 
had oflfered free but which Britain had insisted on paying for. Yuan then 
disclosed how his offer of participation at the outbreak of war had been 
rebuffed by Sir John Jordan, and he made it clear that he would not be 
exposed to a second rebuff. China must be invited by each of the four 
powers — ^England, France, Russia, and Japan — to join the Alliance. 

Morrison busied himself with bringing England, France, and Russia 
officially into line, and on 24th November their three Ambassadors in 
Tokyo had an audience with Viscount Ishi, who had succeeded Kato, and 
formally requested the Japanese Government to join them in inviting 
China to declare war. “The Ambassadors were not well informed,” Morri- 
son noted. “Not one of the three had any knowledge of China. The British 
Ambassador, Sir Conyngham Greene, was conspicuously impotent. His 
claim to this important embassy had been based not on knowledge but 
upon seniority.” (Sir Conyngham had joined the Foreign Office in 1877, 
and ridden the diplomatic escalator from Athens to Teheran, from Pre- 
toria to Switzerland.) 

The three Ambassadors were unable to counter Japan’s objections, 
one of which was that “Japan could not regard with equanimity the 



liberation of the activities of 400,000,000 Qiinese”. Japan confirmed her 
refusal in writing, and, Morrison wrote, “there began a vigorous cam- 
paign in the Japanese press, tolerated if not fostered by me Japanese 
Government, attacking Great Britain and the Alliance, which continued 
throughout the winter of 1915-16”. The campaign had actually begun 
before this. An article in The Far East^ published earlier in the year, had 
quoted a Mr Masani Oishi as saying: “The gilded dross of Great Britain 
has been exposed to us.” Mr Oishi continued: 

Up. to this day, she, as the strongest naval power in the world, was 
looked upon by others with a sense of terror, but the navy is no 
more than an armed transport in modem warfare. . . . Witness 
Britain’s helplessness in defending her coast ... in the present war. 
As to the British Army, it is cowardice itself. The English soldiers 
who participated in the campaign against Tsingtao . . . would not 
advance; they would only retreat, even when . . . stmek on their 
backs by the rifle. . . . 

On the other hand, the tactics of Germany must be admired, 
though she is our enemy today. . . . 

Japan left the door discreetly open for a painless reconciliation with 
a victorious Germany. “In the whole history of warfare no prisoners 
were ever coddled and pampered as the few thousand Germans who were 
captured at Tsingtao,” said Carl Crow, an American journalist in Tokyo. 
“I’hcy were probably the only prisoners of war who, in addition to being 
comfortably if not luxuriously housed, fed and clothed, were provided 
with carefully selected Japanese prostitutes.” 

[XI*] * 

Jennie Morrison had hoped that her second child would be a daughter. 
She gave it the provisional name of “Peggy”. When on 24th August she 
gave birth to another son, Alistair Gwynne, many of the dozens of people 
who sent congratulations consoled her by pointing out that, because of 
the war, sons were more desirable than daughters. A typical letter from 
Violet Markham read: 

Oh my dear I am so glad that you had not followed the prevalent 
fashion for girls of whom a quite deplorable number are being bom! 
Just now when our men are being killed like flies one does want to 
treasure the boy babies and it’s strange that despite the superstition 
to the contrary such a large majority of girls are being born at this 
war time. . . . Peking seems to be the only ^uiet and restful place left 
in the world. . . . ITiings are about as bad as they can be — ^that’s the 
truth. You will know the Rusdan news and how serious it is. Tlie 
Russian armies have been really heroic but ... it is gross corruption 
in the official world which is primarily responsible for this debacle, 
owing to the failure to provide munitions. . . . Here our political 
situation is most unsatisfactory. 



Beatrice Brownrigg, whose husband, Douglas, was now Chief Naval 
Censor, kept Morrison well posted on the home front. She wrote to him 
on 1 8th June, “conscious of the Censor looking over my shoulder all the 
tune : 


The Grand Fleet is sick of inaction, and aching for a big fight — 
but I don’t think the German High Sea Fleet wifi come out of their 
safe retreat — ^their submarines are most galling, and most difficult to 
attack — ^we have been greatly hampered for want of destroyers — 
but now we are increasing their number with rapidity. . . . We have 
got a huge army in France — I don’t understand our tactics there — 
we keep a swaying line — and we have- enormous casualties, and the 
cry is always "'More shells — more men'\ My confidence in Sir John 
French is rather on the wane — ^but I am not in a position to criticize 
seriously. ... In the meantime, except for the increasing expense of 
almost every necessary and the increase of taxation, life in England 
continues normal — everybody works and there is very little “play”. 
. . . Douglas loathes the whole Northcliffe gang — ^Nobody has any 
regard for the "Times '' — I know many people who have given up 
taking it — If I begin to discuss the ex-Governinent (Radical) I shall 
never end, every member of the Cabinet ought to have been shot — 
first for the unpreparedness of the country for war, and secondly for 
their blundering and corruption and pro-German bias during the 
months of war until the Coalition Government was jjiade — You 
can’t imagine the muddling and mistake, and even now rmch more 
could be done if we only had an Oliver Cromwell as a dictator, in- 
stead of that paltry old Rogue, Asquith! All the country should be 
under martial law . . . md there are “strikes” here, and “strikes” 
there — till it makes me sick with rage. . . . Winston Churchill never 
did a better thing than when he wrecked his Party and brought about 
his own downfall — ^he was too dangerous at the Admiralty — and 
really responsible for our terribly costly disaster at the Dardanelles 
— Lord Fisher, thank Heaven!, has also gone, and we have a very 
wise First Sea Lord in Sir Henry Jackson 

From an old Peking Friend, Captain A. J. Shaw, who had built Morri- 
son’s country cottage, came news of the Australian troops in Egypt. 
Shaw’s letter was headed “Union Club Alexandria, June 19, 1915”: 

I expect to be off to Gallipoli any day now. ... I meet so many of 
your gallant companions — all of them of course know your name. 
... At first sight one is astonished at the appearance of the men in 
the streets: they go about dressed just as they would be in their up- 
country stations in Australia. UnKcmpt giants with long hair and 
hairy chests bared almost down to the phmsoU mark tanned a deep 
mahogany. The majority are fair complexioned under the tan for 
their eyes are light grey with that piercing all-embracing quality 
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that colonials have. Individually they are magnificent fighters I hear 
from every officer who has seen them in battle. 1 am loo&ng forward 
very much to seeing them in action. The lack of cohesion and dis- 
cipUne in their ranks caused them unnecessary loss after the landing. 
They wandered off after the Turks in small bands almost across the 
peninsula from Gaba Tepe and many of them were cut off of course. 
One of their officers told me yesterday that the Germans and Turks 
had perfect knowledge of their landing place, and as they approached 
the shore in the darkness the first sound he heard distinctly across 

the M^ater was a derisive shout “Come along you Kangaroos.'* 

Well, they came and left their mark. 


[XU] 

Oscar King Davis, of the Chicago Tribune^ who was staying with Morri- 
son, had worked for Theodore Roosevelt for three years and was intimate 
with him. Roosevelt, he said, had been dismayed when in Berlin to find 
the Kaiser would talk of nothing but war and militarism, “armaments, 
operations, strategy**. But he had been even more dismayed when William 
Bayard Hale in 1908 had his sensational interview with the Kaiser. Davis, 
who was on the New York Times when it took place, gave Morrison the 
inside story: 

Hale interviewed Roosevelt and success great. Then conceived to 
interview in same way Kaiser. Wires were pulled and Hale went to 
Berlin. Kaiser yachting in Norway, Went to Bergen and kept ap- 
poinnfkent on yacht met him at ladder and walked him up and down 
the deck talking for 2 hours with the utmost vehemence and unre- 
straint. For 2 hours unburdened his soul about England denouncing 
her and all her works her rulers her ministers her people her news- 
papers. Thrillingly interesting but impossible to publish. Hale re- 
turned to shore and wrote out as completely as he could from 
memory the whole conversation and then cabled to the New York 
Times what had happened. Saw the F.O. in Berlin they were aghast. 
Steamer back to N.Y. Davis having received full text suggested he 
should take it to Roosevelt and this was done. Roosevelt horrified. 
You cannot publish this! Davis admitted impossible but explained he 
had brought it for Roosevelt*s delectation. And it was never pub- 
lished. But an expurgated edition of it mild and innocuous was sold by 
Hale to The Century Maganne and featured. Knowledge of its in- 
tending publication reaching the German Government, the Ambas- 
sador was instructed to buy up the complete issue, and indemnify 
the Century Co for the loss incurred in bringing out a new edition. 
. . . Now, why should the New York Times still keep this interview 
in its safe? The Managing Editor urges its publication, the Jew pro- 
prietor Adolph Ochs refuses to publi^ it! 
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[XIII] 

At the end of November the 1993 members of the National Congress of 
Representatives — an organization created to rubberstamp Yuan’s Imperial 
ambitions — ^voted unanimously for a monarchy. Yuan was expected 
decently to refuse the throne at least three times, as he had thrice refused 
the Empress Dowager’s Dukedom — but after a second drilled chorus of 
supplication he reluctantly yielded to the voice of the nation, or of the 
1993 well-trained voices speaking in its name. On the morning of nth 
December, Morrison noted that Yuan had “with anger and aetermina- 
tion” rejected the deputation’s entreaty. “He expressed his suiprise. It 
was all so unexpected that it came as a shock to him.*’ But in the afternoon 
the farce was repeated, and Morrison wrote curtly: “Yuan Shih-k’ai today 
accepted the throne. Quite a surprise\ Such is the silly make-believe.” 

Observers commented on the favourable auspices for the new regime. 
A Japanese-inspired outbreak in Shanghai had fizzled out. Snow had fallen 
on the exact day predicted by soothsayers. And, miraculous portent, the 
fossil of a “divine dragon” the symbol of Imperial rule, had been discov- 
ered in an Ichang cave. Unfortunately, after its discovery had been pro- 
claimed in a special government announcement, the dragon proved to be 
a commonplace stalagmite. More unfortunately, a serious anti-monarchist 
rebellion broke out in the South. Yunnan, whose troops were perhaps 
the best-disciplined in China, declared its independence, and the revolt 
spread to other provinces. The rebel forces, commanded by General 
Tsai Ao, who had been Military Governor of Yunnan from i 9 i 1 to 1913, 
were successful on many fronts, and Yuan found he could not rely even 
on his most trusted commanders. 

But when Morrison saw him on 13th January he was irt good spirits 
(“though he is rushing headldng to perdition”) and talked of the Yunnan 
trouble with contempt. It would be quelled in twenty days, he said. He 
was more interested in his enthronement, which was to take place that 
month, and in quelling the trouble in his harem, where with the approach 
of the coronation inter-wife conflict had become acute. Morrison reported 
an incident at a dress rehearsal held in the Palace of the Entlironement: 


Yuan Shih-k’ai sitting with his Crown; 3 tlirones at his side for the ist 
2nd and 3rd wives on descending levels. First wife came in arrayed; 
kowtowed; took her proper seat. Long delay and 2nd w^ife the 
Korean wife, failed to come. Sent for peremptorily. She came in but 
refused to take her seat, saying Yuan had promised her a throne on 
the same level as the No. i. Hearing this, No. i jumped down from 
the Throne and went for No. 2 with her fingers. The Master of the 
Ceremonies, Wang Kan-nien was supervising the Enthronement, but 
he could not lay impious hands on the struggling Empresses, where 
upon Yuan waddled down from the Throne and tried to separate die 
two combatants. Order was finally restored but the rehearsal was 


postponed. . . . 


320 



Morrison left Yuan “more than ever impressed by the hopelessness 
of it all”. Yuan was ignorant of conditions in Yunnan. He was surrounded 
by sycophants who never told him the truth. To find out the truth, Morri- 
son went south, leaving with Tsai Ting-kan an improvised code: 


The South needs machinery to 
develop its work 

A gold mine is said to exist at 
Chaotung 

1 shall investigate the gold mine. . 

Iron mines are plentiful round 
Luchow 

the cold wind has killed off a 
thousand promising plants 

Iron mines have stopped my busi- 
ness 

the land of the leal 

the land of oil and honey 

The land of the limestone pin- 
nacles 


The Yunnanese or rebels lack 
guns and shells etc. 

Tsai Ao is said to be at Chao- 
tung. 

I riiall see Tsai Ao. 

Rebel forces are at Luchow. 

Government troops have killed 
looo rebels at 

Rebels will not let me proceed. 
Yunnan. 

Szechwan. 

Kweichou. 


When he returned to Peking at the beginning of February, having 
satisfied himself of the strength and resolution of the rebel forces, Morri- 
son again urged Yuan to abandon his plans for a monarchy. 

ITie revolution was not quelled in twenty days— or in sixty. The 
rebels suffered reverses, but they counter-attacked successfully, and it was 
apparent by the middle of March that they could not be crushed. There 
was a threat, too, of Japanese military action against China under the time- 
tested pretext of “maintaining peace”. On 7th March, Morrison had a 
“curiously interesting” talk with Lieutenant-General Aoki, “Agent Mili- 
taire du Japon en Chine”: 

Yuan whom he saw yesterday lost greatly in prestige. Japs arc 
opposed to him because he violates the teachings of Confucius. He 
was not faithful to his Empress he is not faithful to his people. To him 
was due the Second Revolution. I ventured to suggest that it was due 
to Japanese intrigue. .• . . He said not at all. It was due to Yuan and the 
murder of Sung Chiao-jen whose death was decreed by Yuan. 

Two days ago Li Yuan-hung said to him it was Yuan and Yuan 
alone who engineered tlie monarchy. I suggested that Yuan K’e-ting 
was a considerable force. He said not at Chinese custom would 
not permit the son to advise the father. . . . He discussed the retire- 
ment of Yuan as if it were inevitable, expressing his regret that his 
friend should have committed so grave a blunder. . . . He said that 
the Monarchy must be abandoned not postponed but Yuan could 
retain his power if he were to return to the Republic. 
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Three weeks later Yuan’s dearly bought, pinchbeck Empire was no 
more. It had lasted eighty-three days. The preceding Empires had lasted 
2137 years. On 22nd March, as President of the Reputuic, Yuan decreed the 
abolition of the Empire, as the Empress Dowager had decreed the estab- 
lishment of the Republic three years before. In his proclamation he said: 

Ever since the establishment of the Republic, gentlemen . . . have 
urged on me the necessity of restoring the Imperial system, saying 
that only a constitutional monarchy can spare us the civil dissensions 
of Portugal and Mexico, which in turn will lead us along the road 
already travelled by Burma and Vietnam. . . . The volumes of our 
Chinese history are full of the disast^ of emperors and princes. 
How could I dare to aspire to the throne from simple ambition? 
But the national representatives did not understand how sincerely I 
longed to decline the honour. Since then some people suspect that I 
have been moved by dreams of power. Truly, my lack of virtue is to 
be blamed for the compliance with the wishes of others which has 
brought this discord on the country. . . . 

Morrison had nothing to do with the drafting of this ingenuous 
valediction. He was not consulted about Yuan’s surrender of the throne, 
though he had repeatedly advised it, and had not seen him since 8th 
March, when the Emperor-elect attended a meeting of a newly formed 
Advisory Committee — another of the innumerable councils of experts 
who talked much and achieved nothing: 

Yuan came in clad in his old velvet coat that to my knowledge has 
been in use summer and winter since early 1912. It reaches down to 
near the ankles. Below were seen a pair of ill-fitting khnld pants and 
common Chinese slippersf , . . The President addressed us. We were 
to advise and recommend. The time had come for deeds not words. 
He might have quoted from my letters. ... If we accomplished 
only one thing at each meeting that meant 50 in the course of a year. 
. . . Poppycock was the diet given us. 

In a post-morten on the monarchist movement Tsai Ting-kan told 
Morrison that the real trouble was a “furious dispute” between Yang Tu, 
the founder of the monarchist-front “Planning for Peace” Society, and 
Liang Chi-chao, the former Minister for Justice, over a Tientsin prosti- 
tute, a highly educated Hupeh woman with large feet. Yang Tu, “having 
made a big fortune out of antimony”, and probably also out of the diver- 
sion of funds from the “Planning for Peace” movement, had bought this 
desirable creature for $12,000. Liang Chi-chao, who was equally inter- 
ested in her, was enraged, and determined to undo whatever Yang Tu 
supported. He had resigned from the ministry, quoting in his farewell 
letter to Yuan frenn a Cmnese classic: “Rites, justice, incorruptibility and 
a sense of shame are the basic principles of an a^inistration without 
which the government will pensh.” The harlot from Hupeh was not 
mentioned. 
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[XIV] 

At the end of Aprils Morrison told Tsai Ting-kan that he was ashamed 
to admit to the Nation people that he had not seen Yuan Shih-k’ai for 
nearly three monms. It was **a shocking loss of face’*. Tsai assured him 
it was nothing personal 'Fhe President, he said, was engrossed in “private 
affairs’’. This may have meant the conciliation of his troublesome harem, 
but the President’s main preoccupation was the conciliation of his even 
more troublesome army. One third of China’s entire revenue was being 
mnt on the military, and the revenue had been greatly diminished by 
the seces^on of the three rich southern provinces, Yunnan, Szechwan, 
and Kwantung. Yuan had 30,000 troops in Peking and its environs, and a 
bodyguard of 8000 which received double pay. The troops had been 
promised two months’ extra pay on the occasion of the coronation. 
When the enthronement was abandoned they threatened to loot Peking 
unless they got their bonus. “Soldiers are the curse of China,” Morrison 
reflected for the hundredth time. “To retain power Yuan has created 
a vast military force. It is a Frankenstein.” But despite his financial 
difficulties Yuan had spent $30 million on preparations for the coronation, 
and millions on bribing Japanese members of parliament not to oppose 
the monarchy. “Was there ever such a Cabinet?” Morrison asked him- 
self. “Liang Shih-yi is credibly believed to have $20,000,000. Yuan 
Shih-k’ai has vast wealth, large sums invested abroad.” 

The day after he had complained to Tsai, Morrison was summoned 
to the Palace, where Yuan received him in his “usual friendly way”: 

Marked change since I saw him last. Has lost weight, his face some- 
what drawn. Is suffering from toothache and rubbed his teeth with 
alcohof lAing a chopstick covered with wool. . . . He said it was a 
long time since he had seen me, but he had been very busy, very 
much overworked and he was tired in the head and in the body. 
He would like to retire and have some rest. . . . But who could 
take up the responsibility of his post? ... I asked if there was any- 
thing 1 could do to help him. Before, he said, I had saved China 
(meaning I had saved him) by obtaining the Crisp loan. There was 
no possibility of another loan, now, that he realized. Only in America 
it might be possible 

Morrison asked Yuan what prospects there was of coming to an 
agreement with the South? Yuan said none, because the South had no 
leader. They were all in dispute among themselves. Should he retire 
or not? — that was the question. A podgy Hamlet, Yuan returned to it 
again and again: 

The South say, if Yuan retires order will be restored. The North 
declares, if Yuan retires, China will be broken up. If he retires, 
who will maintain order? I said to him, if order were not maintained 
in Peking, and if trouble should arise here from the mutin^r of the 
soldiers, immediate J^anese armed intervention would be invited. . . . 
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Japan was all ready to send troops to Peking. ... He knew this. 1 
said surely the Southern leaders realize that continuation or extension 
of the present turmoil means Japanese intervention. He said they 
seemed rather to desire such intervention. ... He asked me did I 
think the Japs would use military force to remove him from his 
post? I said no. Yet they were determined he should retire? I. said 
they were but they would use other means. . . . He said their policy 
was to starve him in finances. . . . 

Morrison pressed Yuan to disclose China’s financial position. How 
much money did he require to pay the troops in Peking? Yuan said 
roughly $4 million. “And how much have you got for this month?” 
Morrison asked. Yuan said he did not know the actual position, but 
up till the previous day he had only $i million. Many deposits had been 
withdrawn from the two Chinese banks, and money was a little scarce — 
“a euphemism”, Morrison commented in his diary, “for saying that funds 
were not thus available for appropriation by the Government”. 

I gave him a survey of the present European situation . . . told him 
of the costly failure ... of the German attempt to smash through at 
Verdun. Explained the obvious effect of such a failure upon military 
opinion in Japan. I told him Russia was no longer solely dependent 
upon Japan for munition.s and she was thus much more independent 
and would come to better terms with Japan. He interjected that 
Japan was furnishing munitions also to the rebels. Undoubtedly, I 
said and explained that Japan could not have reason to be well 
satisfied with her policy in the South for instead of having a united 
South looking to Japan for guidance, there was a §omh torn by 
hostile factions. / 

Morrison came away convinced that Yuan was preparing to abdicate, 
on the grounds not of increasing unpopularity but of increasing infirmity. 
On I ith May, when the Bank of China and the Bank of Communications 
suspended payment, and proclamations announced that government notes 
were inconvertible, it was apparent that Yuan could not defer his retire- 
ment much longer. China was bankrupt. Tsai Ting-kan called on Morrison 
to discuss the Moratorium: 

Spoke with indignation, having veered with the prevailing wind, 
or Yuan Shih-k’ai, and of his policy in grabbing all the money he 
could and using it to his own ends. Money had been squandered in 
the Monarchical movement, and preparations for the Coronation. 
He had never dared to use his power against the military. That savage 
Chang Hsun has . . . robbed the taxes by millions, has purchased 
whole streets of houses in Peking and Tientsin 

Morrison said he was thoroughly sick of it all and would clear out 
if he could sell his library to the Japanese. His chronic dissatisfaction 
had been exacerbated by a conversation the day before with Hioki, 



when the Japanese Minister had contrasted Morrison’s present position 
as political adviser with the position he had enjoyed as correspondent of 
The Times. ‘*The reference was made with complete pohteness and 
apparent sympathy, but 1 winced under it. Nevertheless, the observation 
was a just one, the truth of which I am the first to admit,” Morrison 
wrote in an undated “Memorandum” intended for his reminiscences. In 
it he distilled the bitterness of three disillusioned years: 

With what extravagant hopes I accepted the offer to enter the 
seridce of the Chinese Government! How quick and complete was 
my awakening! Others have entered the service of the Chinese 
before and aner I did, and 1 do not know one whose expcrioice 
has been different to mine. Where others had failed, 1 believed that 1 
could succeed. Vain delusion! I was the greatest failure of all, for 
my hopes were higher than those of others. 1 honestly believed in 
the greatness of China’s future, and I was anxious to be associated 
with her rise to power . . . taking part, perhaps a leading part, in 
the guidance of a semi-civilized country along the paths which 
alone can lead to success and honour. The measure of my disappoint- 
ment is the measure of my hopes in joining the service of the 
Government in 1912 . Not to warn other foreigners animated with 
equal hopes, but to warn the Chinese, do 1 submit this succinct account 
of my experiences. . . . 

When Morrison told another caller, Hsu En-yuan, that he was 
“thoroughly disgusted” with his job, Hsu said he had no reason to be, 
that he did not know the value of the services he had rendered China. 
According tx) Hsu, it was Morrison’s memorandum to Yuan which had 
brought about the abdication and the Chinese Minister to Japan, Lou, 
had told Hsu that if the President had not abdicated when he did, Japan 
would have taken action: 

He asked me if I had been consulted about the Moratorium? I told 
him no, that tlie rule was never to consult me until after the blunder 
had been committed. He said it was a grave mistake, that it meant 
the destruction of China, and prepared the way for the domination 
of Japan. Even Sun Pao-chi, the Minister for Finance, knew nothing 
about it till next day. 


[XV] 

The British c(»nmunity was about to celebrate the King’s Birthday, on 
3 rd June, when news of the Battle of Jutland, fought three day« before, 
reached Peking. Macleay spoke of the battle as the greatest disaster in 
the annals of the British Navy, and the birthday reception at the lega- 
tion was marked by a “great absence of joviality, the news being very 
dampening”. But the Gemans celebrated boisterously and beerily, and 

V5 



in their drunken revelry set fire to their barracks. Morrison noted that 
“Austrians and Americans and if you please^ Japanese assisted in putting 
out the fiames’*. 

[XVI] 

At 3 a.m. on 6th June, Yuan, who had taken to his bed with what was 
popularly described as “fever of the belly”, but which his three French 
doctors diagnosed as uraemia of the blood, died. “Thus Yuan himself 
has found die best solution of the crisis,” Morrison wrote. Yuan was 
fifty-six, and his death was said to have been accelerated by a multiplicity 
of advisers. “Every member of his family r6c(»mnended another doctor 
who recommended their decoctions. Between them recovery was rendered 
impossible,” Morrison was told. A contemporary journalist named Fang 
gave a picturesque, if irreverent, account of the great man*s last days: 

. . . Yuan’s belly was rumbling fiercely and he was calling at the 
top of his voice to be helped out of bed to the privy. If he had been 
a southerner, this would have been simply a matter of going to a 
commode in a comer of the room, but . . . being a native of Honan 
he was . . . accustomed to squat on his haunches in an outhouse. 
He was supported to this place — ^not without difficulty for he was 
grossly coj^ulent — ^but as soon as he got there, he fell down head 
first, and when the servants raised him to his feet he was not an agree- 
able sight. Hearing the outcry, all the concubines can^ mnning, 
but they stopped short and covered their noses. . . . 

On the day before his death Yuan was said to have uttered, with 
great effort, the word “constitution”. His last intelligible words, spoken 
with great bitterness, were: “He destroyed me.” It is not certain whether 
he was referring to his eldest son, as was generally believed, or to one 
of his doctors. 

[ XVII ] 

Historians are still wrangling over Yuan. Was he merely an unscrupulous 
opportunist, destroyed by greed and ambition? Or was he a frustrated 
statesman and patriot, destroyed by incapacity and circumstance, forced 
by political necessity into acts of treachery and violence? As Professor 
Ch’en reminds us, the question is whether one «3hould judge a historical 
figure by contemjporaneous or present-day standards. Mornson, who saw 
Yuan at very close range, would no doubt have agreed with Ch’en that 
critics of Yuan’s mistakes need to point out “a better, wiser, and at the 
same time, more realistic alternative”. This, of course, begs the moral 
issue. It ignores the problem of means and ends — one, which has become 
so much more meaningful in our time. The problem did not seem to 
bother Sir John Jordan, who wrote to Sir Walter Langley at the Foreign 
Office, defending Yuan’s morally indefensible action in dismiping the 
National Assembly, and added: “1 could go on indefinitely reciting acts 
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to the credit of my dead friend — ^for simply as friend 1 shall always 
remember him. . . . He fell in an unequal struggle and to me he was 
greater in adversity than he had been even at the height of his power.*’ 
Morrison wrote to Tsai Ting-kan, who was writing a biography 
of Yuan: 

I recall vividly many of the endearing qualities of the famous ruler, 
his generosity, his kindness, his loyalty to his friends, his con- 
sideration for others, his invincible good humour and courage under 
diiHwulties. The most striking characteristics, as 1 observed them, 
of his relations with the foreigner was his caution, his unwillingness 
ever to give full confidence, his invariable withholding of the 
essential fket. Thus he could never be given a well-balanced judg- 
ment, because he never submitted the full facts of the case. During 
my four years intercourse . . . never once was 1 given complete 
information and this was specially striking in all financial ques- 
tions . . . and in the case of the Japanese Demands, information 
regarding which first came to me from Donald. I fancy this will 
always be the difficulty in rendering effective service — this inveterate 
distrust of the foreigner. The same characteristic is very noticeable 
in Mr Liang Shih-yi, in Mr Lu Tseng-tsiang, and even in men of a 
younger generation like Alfred Sze and Wellington Koo. 

Were the ghosts of the Emperor, of the Empress Dowager, of Sung 
Chiao-jen, Chang Chen-wu, and many others, grinning uneasily over 
Morrison’s shoulder as he penned the words “kindness . . . loyalty . . . 
consideration”? 


[ XVIII ] 

Morrison found some satisfaction in his balance-sheet for 1915. He ended 
the year with a credit balance of — ^an increase of and 

added to his litany of hopes for the following year a new theme: “That 
I may be guided wisely in my speculations and in my investment and 
that astoni^ng luck attend me.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


[I] 

On 9TH June 1916, Morrison and some of the other advisers presented 
their compliments to the new President at his house in the Tung Chang 
Hutung. They were received in a pretty summer-house on the top of a 
rockery in a pleasant garden. President Li Yuan-hung, a heavily built 
man with a heavy moustache who, Morrison thought, bore a remarkable 
resemblance to Field-Mar^al von Hindenburg, wore a black suit and a 
bowler hat, **Looking like a mute at a funeral”. He was accompanied by 
his private secretary. Quo Tai-chi, “a very agreeable yoi^pg Chinese 
goodlooking and sensible graduate University of Pennsylvania”: 

1 offered congratulations to the President. . . . He made a short 
speech his ignorance his, inexperience his desire to*.nile by law 
and by constitution. Thfe country’s need, education. The military 
question. He wanted our assistance. . . . He invited discussion. 

Morrison replied that the one wish of the advisers was to work 
and assist in China’s development. But so far little opportunity had been 
given them. Rarely were they consulted, and still more rarely were they 
nstened to. He spoke also of die pressing need of dealing with the military, 
who were absorbing “40% or 50% of the Revenue”, and of settling 
China’s boundary problems in Tibet, Yunnan, and Mongolia, so that 
she could be free to attend to affairs within her own border. 

Morrison amplified his programme for a regenerated China in a letter 
to Tsai Ting-kan: 

What is to be the future? Actual work must take the place of . . . 
everlasting talk. ... If we can ... all strive together Chinese and 
foreign alike . . . we can recover much that now seems irretrievable, 
we can create a new and powerful China. . . . 

Again you will have seen that Roosevelt has denounced the 
policy of President Wilson, and the most opprobious terms he can 
&d ... in his denunciations are that “this college sissy is Chinafying 
America” reducing his country to impotence among die powers. 
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That refomis can be effected completely changing die atdtade 
of the world towards China 1 have no doubt whatever, but such 
reforms can never be possible so long as their execudon is entrusted 
to the hands of those who do not understand the foreigner and 
foreign method. China has every conceivable advantage . . . terri- 
torial extent, varied climate, ferdle soil, abundant waterways, an 
intelligent and industrious pec^le. But she lacks up-to-date govern- 
ment and up-to-date methods of administradon. In her contest with 
the highly trained nations of the West, her strength is that of the 
bow and arrow fighting with the quickfirer. 

Many things have to be accomplished. Working unitedly we 
can accomplish diem. 

When the new President moved into his Palace he was greeted by 
bare walls and empty floors. Yuan Shih-k*ai*s sons had looted ever 3 rthing 
that could be removed, and the men of the Imperial Guard, charged with 
guarding the Imperial treasures, had sold even the glass from the windows. 


[II] 

Lionel Pratt thanked Morrison for the gift of The Sentimental Bloke ^ an 
epic in slang by the Australian versifier, Q J. Dennis, which was cur- 
rently a best-seller in Australia. **lt came as a little gleam of friendliness 
in an aspect that is d— dly dark,” Pratt wrote with curious fastidious- 
ness. He had been editing the Far Eastern Review, the monthly of which 
Donald \^as part-proprietor and titular editor, and had recently written 
with Mornson’s help special articles on China for the Manchester 
Guardian and the Quarterly Review. Morrison had a considerable regard 
for Pratt as man and journdist, but when Pratt sought solace for domestic 
troubles in alcohol, Mornson’s Calvinist upbringing asserted itself. In 
return for The Sentimental Bloke Pratt sent Morrison some of his poems, 
one of which he said read “like a wail of agony from a tortured soul 
— which it was”, and a few months later made a desperate plea for a 
loan of offering an insurance policy and furniture as security. 

Morrison coldly replied by telegram that he could not comply with the 
request, and amplified his refusal in a long and priggish homily, in 
which he said: * 

Your letter was quite disingenuous. . . As a journalist with a gift 
of lucid speech and with a reasoning faculty developed far above 
the ordinary you arc prepared to sacri^ce everything for beer. . . . 
You can escape from your present dilemma ... by your own volition 
but apparently you prefer to remain down regardless of yourself, 
of your wife and of your child, so long as you may gratify your 
appetite for beer. It is simply horrible. . . . You must awake, arise 
or be for ever fallen. 



When Pratt sent back the price of the telegram, Morrison apparently 
unconscious of the irony, wrote: “Many than& for sending me the cost 
of the telegram. 1 did not expect you to repay me. Few men would be 
so punctilious.” In his diary he wrote: “I am adamant about lending 
money.” 

[Ill] 

Morrison was sdll determined to bring China into the war. Early in 
July he asked Li Yuan-hung for two months* leave, and crossed to Japan. 
From the Imperial Hotel in Tokyo he wrote to Viscount Kato, asking 
for a private interview: “I am still in the Kivice of the Chinese,” he 
wrote, “but it is not for that reason I would like so much to see your 
Excellency but as an Englisliman who would like to help towards a better 
understanding of a question on which there has been much misunder- 
standing.” Kato, though out of office, was the leader of the most powerful 
party in Japan. He had been Ambassador in London, where he had 
signed the Anglo- Japanese Treaty in July 1911, and Foreign Minister 
when the Twenty-one Demands were served on China. Morrison had 
known him intimately for seventeen years and regarded him as trust- 
worthy and discreet. 

TTue interview took place in Kato’s residence, and Morrison immedi- 
ately afterwards sent Sir Conyngham Greene a full report of it. He told 
Sir Conyngham that the Russian Minister, Kroupensky, had «poken to 
Kato without success about China joining the Allies, and Kroupeasky 
could not understand Japan’s policy except on the assumption that she 
believed Germany would win the war. But Kato had been ^impressed 
with Morrison’s arguments, ^ich, he said, had set fortli*the case in 
“a new and interesting light”. 

Morrison had spoken of the great American activity in China, of 
the railway and road concessions, the loans and reclamation schemes, 
of American industrial activity, of die eagerness of die Americans to 
lend money to China. He argued that this formidable trade activity could 
not be to the advant^e of Japan. He then pointed out the advantages 
Japan could derive from China’s joining the Alliance. He described 
German activity in China, and her plans to expand her commercial enter- 
prise after the war. Looked at from the Japanese standpoint, it seemed 
certain that Japan must derive material advantage from the terminadon 
of Chinese relations with Germany, and all its consequences. China, in 
severing diplomatic relations with Germany, would confiscate Germany’s 
share of the Boxer indemnity, amounting to 1 3 million, and with this 
sum as security China could raise / 10 million from the Allied powers. 
America, a neutral country, could not lend this money without display- 
ing unfriendliness to Germany. It seemed better that Japan should take a 
leading part in this transaction. Japan would fill many of the vacancies 
in the C^na administration now held by Germans. And then there was 
the Mohammedan question — of great importance to England and Russia. 
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There were from 15 to 20 millicMi Modems in China. The fact that 
China, a Mohammedan power, had joined the Alliance, would have a 
material effect upon Mohammedan feeling in India, Persia, and 
Mesopotamia. And surely China’s defence of Turkey would cause far- 
reaching dismay throughout the Ottoman Empire? 

Morrison’s report to Sir Conyngham Greene occupied thirteen 
t3rpewritten pages. Sir Conyngham’s reply, “left furtively” at the Imperial 
Hotel while Morrison was out, occupied four handwritten lines. It was 
so noncommittal, Morrison commented, “that to be completely so, it 
ought to have been written in invisible ink”. It read: “1 had hoped to 
caU at the Hotel today to thank you for your kind letter and its enclosurf* 
but heard you had gone to Enmote for the day. I beg therefore to send 
you my best thanks by letter instead.” 

Morrison left Tokyo with no increased regard for Sir Conyngham's 
diplomatic acumen, and continued his campaign in Peking. The Japanese 
Minister, Baron Hayashi, said he had received from Kato a report of 
Morrison’s visit, and that he, Hayashi, was now in favour of China’s join- 
ing the Alliance. Hostility to Yuan, he said, “unwillingness to do any^ng 
which might have helped him become Emperor”, was no doubt the 
reason for the Japanese Government’s opposition to the previous pro- 
posal. “Nothing however was done,” Morrison commented. “Expressions 
of sympathy were not followed by action.” 

Morrison sent a long memorandum to the British Foreign Office, 
with a copy of his report to Sir Conyngham Greene. In the memorandum 
he said: “The Japanese have no intention of restoring the Marshall 
Islands to Australia though the Australians are nursing a belief that Japan 
undertoolc fo do so.” The islands had already been pkced under Japanese 
civil administration and were referred to in Japan as “our South Sea 
Island possessions”. The harbour of Jaluit was being fortified, and a 
powerful naval base was to be created there. “What will be the effect 
on Australia?” Morrison asked prophetically. “As regards Germany,” he 
wrote, “Japan’s attitude is one of neutrality. There is undisguised 
antagonism to the English Alliance”: 

Uie Japanese boast ... as to what tlicy have accomplished during 
the present war for the Alliance. Apparently, they claim that they 
have shown the highest quality of “oushido”. If “bushido” means 
that they have refrained from attacking their friends and allies, their 
claim is justified. By the help of the Ames, their financial equilibrium 
has been restored. From the verge of bankruptcy, they are now in a 
position of affluence, thanks to the supply of arms to the Allies at 
a vast profit to themselves. It is preposterous to speak of the services 
rendered by their navy. Did their navy save Craddock’s fleet? Did 
their navy assist in the battle of the Falkland Islands? Have they no 
commerce of their own to protect? One would think when one 
reads of the wonderful services they have rendered in the Far Eastern 
Seas that they are doing this solely in the interest of British com- 
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mcfce. Did they check the depredadons of the Emderi} Or was a 
baigain struck that the acdvides of this raider would not be inter- 
fered with so lonff as they did not molest the Japanese flag? Whatever 
they boast, the ikct remains, that the Japanese have not exchanged 
a single shot with any enemy ship. 

R^[arding Japan’s atdtude towards the admission of China iiito 
the Alliance, was it a friendly act or a service rendered to the Allies 
to prevent at a cridcal time in the history of the war, material help 
being given to the Allies? Will it ever be forgotten that when China 
was willing to give assistance to Great Britain, Japan forbade such 
assistance being given? 

In the operadons at Tsingtoo, a fort of very inferior strength 
defended by 6000 Germans ha&ly gathered together, and containing 
a large percentage of clerks, pot-bellied cooks, and such like, was 
after a short siege reduced by a gigantic Japanese force whose 
casualdes were quite insignificant. Ever since the incident, the Japan- 
ese Government had sedulously exaggerated the importance of the 
military operadons which brought about the downfall of the heavily 
defended “fortress”. In recognition of their services, they have 
created two baronies . . . have given 145,000 medals to the soldiers 
who took part, promoted many hundreds of officers, and decorated 
380 nurses. Every cabinet minister has received high lionours and gifts 
of gold ornaments, and every Member of Parliament similarly to a 
lesser degree. What is the object of doing all this? Is it notj:o impress 
the people with the mighty services rendered by Japan to the subju- 
gation of mighty Germany? 

• • 

In my memorandum of ^he talk with Viscount Kato, I did not 
note, because I was giving a copy to Sir Conyngham Greene, that 
Kato said none of the three Ambassadors seemed to know much 
about the case. He said it a litdc stronger than this, adding that the 
“Russian Ambassador seemed to know a little more than the British!” 

To Lady Brownrigg, Morrison wrote on 14th October: 

You no doubt know that Japan’s atdtude during this war has been 
open to much suspicion. German trade has gone on as usual in Japan. 
The German Bank in Japan was only clo.sed down three weeks ago, 
and that was due, we believe, to a telegram in the Daily Telegraph 
[which MorriscHi had inspired]. It was certainly not due to any action 
taken by our Embassy, whose pusillanimity is astonishing. The ex- 
planation given is that the relations between the Germans and Mitsui 
firm are so intimate and so much was undisclosed of the Jap. naval 
scandal, that the Japanese dare not offend the Germans. Another 
explanation given, and widely credited, is that the Japanese and Ger- 
mans have made a compact — the Germans to continue to trade in 
Japan and no opposition to be given to Germans in China, in return 
for the immunity of Japanese ships from German submarines. Only 



three Japanese ships have been sunk since the war began, and not a 
single shot has been exchanged by the Japanese fleet wi^ a hostile 
ship. It is preposterous to talk about the great help Japan has rendered 
the Allies. . . . China is prepared to come in and ought to come in, 
and if the British Government will act with a little more resolution, 
* Japan would be forced into compliance with our wishes. We have 
scrapped some of our useless generals, and yet we retain in this im- 
portant post of Peking a doddering, muddle-headed Minister, whose 
timorousness is proverbial. He ought to be scrapped. 

L. ady Brownrigg, who sometimes followed Queen Victoria’s practice 
of heavily underlining words and phrases, replied: 

I entirely agree with what you say about the Japanese — ^but tl. / 
are first and last — opportunists^ and we can hardly expect them to 
feel as we do towards Germany. For them, as for America, the "war 
has brought enormous wealth and prosperity. I don’t suppose they 
care how long it goes on! They will certainly hold on to Kiao-Chao 
— and keep it a big naval base — ^a future menace to the Philippines! 

. . . I’m afraid the Foreign Oflice won’t take any active interest in 
China till the war is over. It is overburdened with the complications 
of the nations in Europe. I don’t know how successful Mr Balfour 
will be but he must be infinitely better than Sir Edward Grey — 
Lord Grey! — who was one of the worst Foreign Secretaries we have 
ever had in this country — since 1908/9 when he allowed Austria to 
annex Bosnia and Herzegovina his policy has been utterly rotten — 
he is a pacifist — a visionary — an idealist — a socialist — everything the 
Minisfer for Foreign Affairs should not be! — and thank Heaven — he 
has gone! ! 

M. de Cartier, who had just been appointed French Minister to Wash- 
ington, had a similar opinion of Grey: “The most incompetent blunderer 
of all the Foreign Ministers,” he said. 

[IV] 

Politically, China may have been stagnant, but Peking was still changing 
its face, as Morrison wrote to a friend in October 1916: 

Peking you simply- would not be able to recognize except by its 
monuments. Macadamized roads, electric light, great open spaces, 
museums, modem buildings of all kinds, (Hie or two of them on a 
scale that would not be out of place in Whitehall, motor-cars (there 
are 1 think at least 200 in Peking) motor cycles more numerous than 
we care for, and bicycles literally by the thousand. New roads are 
being driven through the city, in many directions and the Imperial 
City Wall is now pierced in a dozen places. . . . 

The social scene was changing, too — but remained the same. “Peking 
is a shocking place for gossip,” Morrison wrote quite unselfconsciously. 

^33 



Himself an avid collector of scabrous titbits, he nominated the diief 
scandalmongers: de Hoyer-~“the homosexual opium-eadng Russian who 
keeps a Japanese mistress as blind”; Madame Beelaerts, wife the Dutch 
Minister, and Countess Ahlenfeldt, wife of the Danish Minister, who wore 
huge Gainsborough hats and was Pekii^’s undisputed social leader. Other 
notable practitioners were Mile Reine Everts, sister of the Belgian charge 
d’affaires, and Mrs Ronald Macleay. Mile Everts, who used to receive 
Morrison in an unvendlated drawing-room with an atmosphere so thick 
that if “1 had thrown my hat in the air, it would have stuck”, told him 
at a typical session that the Counsellor of the Belgian Legation, Baron 
Villenpagne, “an incredibly low-class dwarf”, was a profession^ card- 
player and a masochistic pervert, and that the Italian Minister, Count 
Sforza, was sleeping with the handsome Madame de Gailfier, whose hus- 
band was in the Banque Beige pour L’^:tranger; because of her accessi- 
bility, Madame de Gaiflier was known as La Blonde Beige pour VEtranger. 

The diplomatic corps had many unconventional components. Tbe 
Russian Minister, Basil Kroupensky, a tall, florid man, lived in a vast house 
where he entertained in the grand Imperial manner. Daniele Var^ de- 
scribed the “champagne, the mounds of caviare in hollowed blocks of 
ice, the giant sturgeons from the Amur,” which embellished his banquet- 
ing table. He was said to have two Cossacks travelling constantly between 
Siberia and Peking, solely to provide him with fresh butter. His aide at 
these Lucullan entertainments, ministering also to a more intimate appe- 
tite, was his bucktoothed English secretary, Leonard Huskasson, who 
when alone dressed in female costume and whom Morrison bluntly 
termed the minister’s “catamite”. But Kroupensky had a wandering eye; 
while still attached to Huskisson, he had an affair with Lieutvifuit Kelly, 
a chinle&s gunner from Hong Jfong. The Portuguese Minister, de Freitas, 
who had dyed hair and moustaches, was “somewhat loathsome, with an 
evil record”, Morrison noted: “. . . in Japan he lived on the prostitution 
of his wife who had been mistress of the King of Portugal who bore 
His Majesty a .son de Freitas fathered. In the Tokyo legation he used to 
import cigars free of duty and sell them, so that the de Freitas cigars be- 
came a well-known brand on the market.” 

Morrison paid Madame de Gaiflier a generous tribute: “She is the 
liveliest and deadliest man-snarer in Peking, of remarkable adaptability,” 
he wrote: 

Her bosom friend is Mrs Macleay who is the ruling spirit of a set 
comprising the de Martels, of the French Legation, Kroupensky, 
Raindre [a banker, and the father of Madame de Martel’s child] 
and Huskisson, three men whose morals are a reproach even for 

Peking At present there is some estrangement among the friends. 

. . . One night last week Kroupensky had a picnic party to the hills, 
he and his two catamites, the de Martels, Sforza ancl Madame de 
Gaidfier. Mrs Macleay was piqued at not being asked. “What an easy 
party to entertain” was her comment. “They will want only three 
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bedsV' Sforza heard the ccmunent and was indignant and consulted 
Kroupen^. Such is modem society in Peking. 

When the Count and Countess Sforza left Peking they conducted a 
sale of their effects, which included the Countess's stockings and under- 
clothing, and the Cent's boots, shoes, and waistcoats. “A ludicrous sight,** 
commented Morrison, who attended the sale with Jennie. 

Mrs Macleay was an imaginative conversationalist. At one dinner 
party she discuss the relative advantages of polygamy and polyandry, 
and the possible result of crossing a man with a female orang-outang, 
and a female with a male orang-outang. She told Morrison how her 
friend Lady Carnegie, wife of the British Minister to Lisbon, a woman 
of unusual beauty had given herself in unusual circumstances, a eek 
after her marriage, to the Duke of Alva, “a loathsome looking feljbw with 
a tic. . . . According to Mrs Macleay, they got stuck in a lift, staying 
there all night!!!” And Percy Waldiam reported that his cousin, the 
sixth Baron Abinger, had just married “the notorious French courtesan 
Madame Steinheil , in whose arms President Faure had “expired in the 
first fatigues of an amorous interview”. (Faure, at a critical time in the 
Dreyfus affair, had been entertaining the handsome Marguerite Steinheil 
in the Presidential office when screams were heard and, as an unromantic 
historian put it, “the lady was patched up and sent off by a private side- 
door”. M. Faur6 died a few hours later and was given a splendid State 
funeral, with a service at Notre Dame.) 

[V] 

At the begiioning of February 1917, Germany announced that her sub- 
marines would sink at sight all ships in the vicinity of the British Isles, no 
matter what flag they sailed under. On the evening of 3rd February, Cap- 
tain Gaunt, British naval attache at Washington, sent a code message to 
Admiral William Reginald Hall, head of British Naval Intelligence. It read 
“Bemstoff [the German Ambassador in Washington] has just been given 
his passports. I shall probably get drunk tonight!” The following day was 
a Sunday, and Dr P. S. Reinsch, the American Minister, recalls that he 
took advantage of Peking’s “clear sunshine and mild air” to visit Dr 
Morrison at his country cottage: 

After lunch a mes^ge came from the Legation, bringing word that 
an important cablegram had arrived and was being decoded. I re- 
turned to the Legation. . . . The decoded message . . . said that the 
American Government had not only broken off diplomatic relations 
with Germany, but that she trusted the neutral powers would asso- 
ciate themselves with the American^ Government in this action. . . . 

Morrison hurried back to Peking, and received a note from Donald: 
My dear Doctor, 

Now that America has severed diplomatic relations with Ger- 
many, China should follow suit within 48 hours. 
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I am doin^ my best with Chinese I know to sdr the Govt up. 

Confidential. Reinsch went to Wai Wu Pu a few minutes ago on 
the same mission. 

Could you not get at the President tonight? 

Morrison found the President “weak, vacillating and tremulous, 
obsessed with the idea that Germany would be victorious”. He thought 
the Germans would soon be in Odessa. “Bovine intelligence. Discouraging 
interviews,” Morrison commented. Equally discouraging was his inter- 
view with Beilby Alston, to whom he reported his discussion with the 
President: 

He seemed little interested and only brightened up when happening 
to speak of Lloyd George he proceeded to tell me with much gigg- 
ling and gesticulation and protrusion of the tongue of the Prime 
Minister’s “rogering” powers declaring that when he went to open a 
Church bazaar he used always to “roger” the Baptist clergyman’s 
wife! 

“And this,” Morrison commented, “from the Chief British authority 
in China at the most serious crisis!” Nor was Alston’s colleague, Sidney 
Barton, of much more use. Wrestling with irresolute Chinese and irre- 
sponsible British, Morrison wrote to Lady Brownrigg of his difficulties: 

... we are doing everything we possibly can to induce China to 
accept the invitation. Unfortunately our Legation is not viell served. 
By the system adopted in the Legation much responsibility is placed 
on the shoulders of tlic chief interpreter, who is called the Chinese 
Secretary. ... At present our Chinese Secretary is a*man named 
Barton, 40 years of age, narrow-minded man who has had no 
experience outside of the consular service in China, and who is much 
dominated by his wife, a lady of high social pretensions. Her father 
was a bankrupt merchant who became head of Jardine’s in Shanghai 
and realized a fortune. Barton is equally unpopular with the Chinese 
and with the British community. Thus through his unfitness for the 
post the L^ation has very little influence with the Chinese. . . . The 
charge d’af&ires is a man from the Foreign Office named Alston, a 
pleasant fellow, 48 years of age, who is regarded by the Chinese 
rather as a buffoon. , 

Alston told Morrison that he had sent a wire to London, but had 
received no reply. The Foreign Office was closed because it was Sunday 
and everybody was out of town. But the American Legation was as 
active as the British Legation was inert. Dr Reinsch made tireless efforts to 
induce China to break with Germany. He was supported by Morrison, 
and Dr John Calvin Ferguson, who were close to the President, and by 
Donald and Roy Anderson, who were close to the Kuomintang. Another 
earnest crusader was the visiting American journalist, Sam Blythe. “These 
men,” said Dr Reinsch, “made a spontaneous appeal based upon the funda- 
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mental justice of the policy resisting an intolerable practice, and on the 
beneficent effect which a great issue like this would have in pulling the 
Chinese nation together.” It was a curious alliance. Donald and Anderson, 
despite their friendship with the Southern leaders, were both monarchists 
at heart. The “oily” American Ferguson, proprietor of the Shanghai 
Tithes^ was an “unctuous adviser” of the Chinese Government, who, 
according to Morrison, had enriched himself “doing jackal work” for the 
Chinese and was “the most universally distrusted man in China”. 

Slowly, and with reservations, the Chinese yielded to their combined 
pei suasion. After a six-hour discussion. Cabinet agreed on 8th February 
to make a protest to Germany “and to indicate that diplomatic relations 
will be broken off unless the present submarine warfare is abandonee" Tt 
was, as Reinsch pointed out, a historic decision. “China's first independent 
participation in world politics. She had stepped out of her age-long 
aloofness. . . .” The decision was celebrated at a dinner given by Sam 
Blythe at the Hotel des Wagons Lits the following evening. All the guests 
were Americans except Donald and Morrison, who noted: “Dr Reinsch 
has worked with his sleeves up and had a triumph.” Dr Reinsch noted: 
“Greeting me, Dr Morrison said: ‘This is the greatest thing ever accom- 
plished in China. It means a new era. It will make the Chinese nationally 
self-conscious; and that, not for narrow, selfish purposes, but to vindicate 
human rights!' ” 

Once more, Morrison's optimism occluded his judgment. Tlie de- 
cision of the Peking Government still had to be accepted in other parts of 
China, and President Li still had to be convinced that it was expedient 
for China to join the Allies. His fear of a victorious Germany persisted. 
On 27th February, Morrison recorded, “Last evening Pre.sident said 
within four months England would be occupied by Germany and German 
submarines will be on tlieir way to China.” And the Foreign Minister, 
Dr Wu l ing-fang, whom Morrison described as “that senile mountebank”, 
had threatened to resign if China broke her neutrality. Dr Wu was as 
much intere.sted in spiritualism, longevity, and vegetarianism as in foreign 
affairs. During a discussion of the war he explained the international situa- 
tion to Dr Reinsch: “Inhere is an aura gradually spreading from Europe 
over the entire surface of the world. It enters the brains of people and 
penetrates them, making them warlike ” 

Another opponent of Chinese participation was Sun Yat-sen, who was 
quoted by the Japanese newspaper Asahi as saying that China and Japan 
must unite to drive the Europeans out of Asia. In a manifesto Sun warned 
Lloyd George that if China were brought into the wai, anti-foreign dis- 
turbances would follow. Dr Reinsch, whom Morrison now regarded as an 
able man (though he spoke Yiddish to his family), thought the Machiavel- 
lian Japanese had inspired this manifesto, with the idea of so alarming 
Lloyd George that he would counsel China not to come into the war. Sir 
Richard Dane, chief of tlie Salt Revenue, agreed that Sun would never 
have dared to act as he was doing without Japanese encouragement. “AU 



his debts are owing to Japan,” he said. “The $2,600,000 he wants refunded 
by the Government is owing to the Japs.” 

Germany refused to modify her indiscriminate submarine warfare, 
and on 13th March, in roite of the exposition of Sun Yat'sen and Tang 
Shao-yi, China broke on diplomatic relations with Germany. Next day 
German ship were seized on Shanghai, and German concessions in China 
were occupied by the Chinese. 

[VI] 

Early in June, General Chang Hsun arrived in Tientsin with 5000 of his 
*^igtailed bandits”. The General remained in his palatial residence in the 
German concession while 3000 of his ruffians moved on to Peking, where 
they swaggered arrogantly round the streets, terrorizing shopkeepers and 
even invading the sacrocant legation quarter. The city, Morrison reported, 
was in ‘‘mortal fear”. Chang had been summoned by the President to 
mediate in a quarrel between himself and the northern militarists, whose 
representative was the Prime Minister, Yuan’s tough commander-in-chief, 
Tuan Chi-jui. It was the old quarrel between New China and Old China, 
between those who believed in constitutional government and those 
who did not. When Tuan, backed by the tuchuns — the military governors 
— asked Li to dismiss Parliament, and threatened a military demonstration, 
Li remonded by dismissing the Prime Minister. 

C^ang Hsun saw in the conflict an opportunity to realize his cher- 
ished project of restoring the Manchus. His first move, while he remained 
in Tientsin, was to back the tuchuns' demand for the dissolution of Parlia- 
ment, and Li Yuan-hung summoned Morrison — whom heliad not seen 
for nearly four months — arid Ariga to discuss a constitutional dilemma. He 
had prepared the mandate for dissolving Parliament, he said, but none of 
his ministers would countersign it. What should he do? Morrison’s answer 
was emphatic. “Tear it up!” he urged. Its proclamation would make Li’s 
name detested and his memory dishonoured. But Ariga advised Li to get 
the mandate signed by the Chief of Staff, or the Chief of the Judiciary. 
It was obvious to Morrison that Li had made up his mind to yield to the 
militants, and he was not surprised to read in the Peking Gazette next 
morning that the mandate had been issued, countersigned, “not by the 
Acting Premier, Dr Wu Ting-fang, but by the ^^mmander of the Peking 
Gendarmerie!” The report continued; 

The President is issuing forthwith a circular telegram to the country 
giving the reasons which have led him to take the fatal step. He takes 
upon himself all blame for the act, believing that in thus sacrificing 
his reputation and betraying the trust impost upon him, he is saving 
the country from imminent bloodshed and disaster at the hands of 
the rebel tuchuns. 

The President’s representatives were served by Chang Hsun 
yesterday with the warning that if the mandate was not issued this 
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MORNING he would not be answerable for the further aces of the 
^‘independent tuchun^\ 

Isolated, threatened and terrorized, the President has succumbed 
to the intrigues of the rebel gai^ at Tientsin. We learn that yesterday 
, afternoon the President had another conference with his advisers 
Dr Morrison and Dr Ariga. 

The Engliriunan emphasized the constitutional aspects of the 
issue and pointed out the course that duty and honour bound the 
President to follow despite all threats and intimidations from the 
militarists. 

The Japanese with a more supple intellect, re-a£Brmed his pre- 
vious advice that the President was justified in dissolving Parliarii«...t 
and could overcome Dr Wu Ting-fang’s refusal to countersign the 
mandate by utilizing anyone else who was willing to do so. 

Immediately the mandate was issued, Chang arrived in Peking in his 
huge motor-car, and was received with great ceremony. One of his first 
acts was to drive to the Forbidden City and kowtow before the little 
Emperor, the eleven-year-old Fu Yi. 


[VII] 

It was an intolerably oppressive summer — the hottest in Morrison’s 
memory — and the Morrison family had moved to a seaside cottage at 
Peitaiho. On the first night of July, Morrison was dining with Dr Wu 
Ting-fang <at Shanhaikwan when he received a telegram forwarded “by 
the intelligent Jennie” which read: emperor restored two o’clock 
DONALD. Morrison showed it to Dr Wu, who said it was impossible. “Bad- 
ness for China if true,” he added. Morrison himself was incredulous. But 
there was no mistake. The previous night Chang Hsun and some of his 
officers had been entertained at a dinner and theatre party given by the 
Kiangsi guild, an association of Chang’s fellow-provincials. Leaving the 
party early in the morning, heavily freighted with liquor, Qiang had 
decided the time was appropriate for the restoration of the Manchu dyn- 
asty. As dawn was breaking he and his associates, having struggled into 
court robes prepared for^the occasion, made their way to the Forbidden 
Oty, and were admitted to the Imperial quarters. A contemporary news- 
paper gives an account, vivid if not entirely veracious, of what followed: 

Eunuchs in a cold sweat dashed in all directions. The Lustrous Con- 
cubine and the Grand Guardian came out in terror to see what was 
the matter. Chang Hsun announced in a loud voice, “There is to be a 
restoration today, and I have to ask the Young Master to come to the 
audience-hall without delay.*’ “Whose idea is this?” stuttered thie 
Grand Guardian. “It’s old Chang Hsun’s idea,” said Chang with a 
grin, “so yon see there’s nothing for you to worry your head about.” 
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“True, a restoration would be a very good thing,” said the Grand 
Guardian, “but what will people say? Will they uke it?” “Whether 
they like it or not,” replied Chang, “1 should be obliged if you would 
refrain from asking all these questions. Just go and request the Young 
Master to come to the audience-hall, then none of us will have any 
trouble.” The Grand Guardian rolled his eyes piteously towards the 
Lustrous Concubine, who in her turn addressed herself to Chang. 
“This matter needs proper deliberations,” she said gravely. “We must 
think carefully before we act.”. . . The Lustrous Concubine by this 
time was in tears, and the Grand Guardian could not trust himself 
to say a word. Suddenly there came a hubbub of voices from the 
courtyard, as Chang’s guards called fof the Emperor. ... In a few 
minutes the Grand C^uardian appeared once more, escorting the 
eleven-year-old Emperor whom he assisted to mount the Dragon 
Throne. Chang at once flopped on his knees in a kowtow, imitated by 
his followers, some of whom seemed a little out of practice. There 
was a chorus of “May He reign for ten thousand years!” 

The President, whose Palace was surrounded by Chang’s men, sought 
refuge in the French Hospital, but Dr Bussicre was out and the bewild- 
ered night-sister would not admit him. He then drove to the residence 
of General Saito, military attache of the Japanese Legation, and was 
offered the hospitality of the military barracks, on condition that he did 
not engage in political activity. The fesident gave the required assurance, 
but before leaving his Palace he had sent a message to Tuan#Chi-jui re- 
appointing him Prime Minister and commanding him to lead the nortliern 
army against Chang. Tuan is said to have received the instruction with 
florid profanity, but he obeyed it promptly, and within two days 20,000 
of his well-trained men were /dosing in on Peking. The monarchy lasted 
twelve days. The restoration ended as it had begun, with a flavour of 
opdra bouffe. I'here was some wild firing, but little fighting, and casual- 
ties, including a few curious foreigners, were negligible. An aeroplane 
dropped three bombs; one fell into a lake, one failed to explode. Most of 
Chang’s ruffians fled. Those who were captured were disarmed, disbanded, 
and given three months’ pay. 

In a letter to W. W. Willoughby, Morrison wrote sardonically that 
he had witnessed “one of the most mighty combats that ever took place 
on earth”: 

Total casualties on both sides amounted to 25 killed, mostly by stray 
shots. 1 should imagine that not less than 50 million shots were 
exchanged. ... A knowledge of ballistics is not an essential equip- 
ment as yet of the modem Chinese army. Now an American writer, 
Rodney Gilbert, is urging the restoration of the bow and arrow. His 
view is that a man with rifle, who does not know how to use it, is 
not nearly so dangerous as a man with a bow and arrow who does 
know how to use his weapon. A Chinese soldier with a rifle is not a 
great menace at more than 25 yards whereas a practised hand with a 



bow and arrow may be a real menace up to 300 yards. That is his 
contention. He thinks that if the bow and arrow could be re-intro- 
duced it would be impossible with bows and arrows for two forces 
to remain two miles apart and waste sufficient money to establish a 
university or hospital. He thinks that the introduction of the bow 
'would help to stamp out rebellions, because rebellions would then be 
dangerous. 

Chang had declared that he would fight to the end, the end came in 
the Dutch Legation, where he was interned when, in desperation, he asked 
the minister, Beelacrts, to mediate. “He is just an elderly Chinese who has 
seen better days,” wrote David Fraser sympathetically to Morrison, but 
when he was released after an amnesty the following year Chang was abk 
to retire to his Tientsin mansirm with his huge fortune, amassed by extor- 
tion and theft, intact, and to pass the rest of his life, as Henry McAleavy 
puts it, “in that peculiarly brutal debauchery his nature craved”. P’u Yi 
became an Emperor for the third time in 1934, when, as a Japanese 
puppet, he ascended the throne of Manchukuo; years later, after a re- 
demptory term as gardener iu Peking, he was miraculously transmogrified 
into a propaganda exliibit for the China of Mao Tse-tung. 

[ VIII ] 

China declared war on Germany on 14th August 1917, the anniversary of 
the relief of the Peking legations in 1900. A few days before, when Paul 
May, the new Belgian Minister, had wished to discuss the possibility of 
this declaration with Bcilby Alston, the “incomparable nincompoop 
Alston” hacf ^id: “It is too hot to bother. Let us go to Pcitaiho.” And to 
the seaside he went. 

From Windsor Castle came a telegram from King George V to the 
President of the Chinese Republic: 

I have learnt with great satisfaction of the entry of China into the 
war on the side of the Allies, and desire to offer you my cordial 
congratulations on the decision of the Great Republic over which 
you preside to associate herself with the countries which arc com- 
bined against the aggressive policy of toe Central Powers. 

7 'he Chinese received this message with less satisfaction. Morrison 
pointed out that they wanted to be described as a “Great Power” not as a 
“Great Republic”. 

Jennie wrote from Peitaiho: 

Dear Ernest: It was good of you to send me the telegram about 
China’s Declaration of War. My dear, 1 am so glad. Your efforts of 
the last 2-^ years have not been in vain. I always remember you saying 
to Sir John once “I am determined it shall go through,” and 1 have 
often felt quite miserable that so far it bad?ih gone through. I hope 
the Germans are not going to be allowed to run loose as in Japan. . . . 
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To think the dedandon of war should have been made 3 years 
ago if it hadn’t been for Sir John! What a list of blunders you will 
have to show the Prune Minister of Australia! — the delay in getting 
China in, the incapacity of our present representative — fancy being 
away at such a time — and one point you have to insist on is the 
idiotic way you were treated by Conyngham Greene in Japan last 
year — ^Do you remember the chit he sent you — ^no address no be- 
ginning no ending and signed It m^es me furious to think 

of it. It’s quite time a little more intelligence was introduced into the 
Diplomatic Service and a good beginning would be to have you in 
Peking. You have a jolly good casse and I’m pretty sure it can be 
worked. England will do anything suggested now by her Colonial 
Statesmen, especially Australians. I am sending out powerful thought 
waves to the Rt Hon. Wm. Hughes, so as to pave the way for you 
when you go down to Australia!! 1 feel now, with the ^e of the 
library our star is in the ascendant 

To his brother Arthur, whom he had not seen for twenty-three years, 
Morrison wrote: 

. . . Had I had more authority and had it not been for the weakness of 
the British Minister in Peking, and the gross incompetence of tlie Brit- 
ish Ambassador in Tokyo, a poor amiable society lap-dog named 
Conyngham Greene, whose name is well-known in South Africa 
where his incompetence was not less clearly manifesftd than it has 
been in Japan, China would have entered the war in November 1915. 
Although I am well paid by the Chinese, my salary b^^ing £^500 a 
year, the cost of living has gone up so enormously and the price of 
silver has risen to such an unapproachable degree, that I have hardly 
enough to live on, a disgraceful statement to make, but my salary 
is just half what it was 2 years ago. 

Two days later Morrison had more news to record: “Chinese Min- 
ister Petrograd wires that Revolution broken out and that military and 
navy are in it! no doubt anti-dynastic. Better that the throne ^ould 
go. As Dane says, the monarchy is a mischievous anachronism— even 

_____ ti 

ourSb 

There was no suggestion that the British monarchy was cither 
mischievous or anachronistic in Morrison’s reply to a letter from Master 
C Kite, of LycU Bay, South Australia, who signed himself “A scout boy, 
for King and Empire’*. Master Kite had read an interesting account of 
Morrison’s adventures, and wrote: “That what interests me the mcjst is 
that you were bom on the same day as 1 was. 1 like to hear of great men 
like you who has been the means of bringing foreign countries into 
close touch with our great Empire. . . . Please excuse my writing to such 
a great man as yourself.’* Morrison wrote back punctiliously: “Dear 
Master Kite— I was glad to hear that 1 was bom on the same day and in 
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the same mmith as you were but in a somewhat earlier year. You will, I 
hope, grow up to be a loyal and stalwart son of the Empire, serving your 
King and Country with sdl your might.” 

Another of Morrison’s correspondents, Mr F. E. Taylor, of the 
Inspectorate General of Customs, had no illusions about why his country 
was at war. “We English are fighting for England’s interests and safety, 
and for nothing else . . . and quite good enough too,” he wrote. “But we 
don^t want it advertised that self-interest is at the bottom of our efforts 
and sacrifices, as it looks much better to say that we are fighting to save 
Belgium etc.” However, England, “in the interests of Manchester, etc.”, 
should not adopt the short-sighted policy of denying China the right to 
build up her own industries by increasing tariff protection: 

We ought to look 50 years ahead in these matters. . . . No doubt cer- 
tain trades would suffer in competition with Chinese manufactures, 
but think of the enormous potential market presented by a China 
humming with industrial activity. Japan is an example. See how the 
imports into Japan have increased with the expansion of her indus- 
tries. Help China to become wealthy and she will increase the wealth 
of the world. . . . 

Taylor thought the Chinese had two “genuine grievances” against 
foreigners: the import tariff, which was fixed at five per cent, and having 
missionaries “shoved down their throats”: 

The second is of course open to argument, but as 1 am convinced that 
the story of the synoptic gospels is a myth on a par with the fables 
about ^ttis, Adonis, Osiris, and Buddha, etc., I think it rough on the 
Chinese that an extra superstition should be forced on the ignorant 
populace under the threat of hell-fire, and against the will of the 
Government, especially as the presence of uneducated and tactless 
fanatics in the interior often causes serious embarrassment. But about 
the import tariff there can be no argument at all 


[iX] 

China’s entry into the war did not cure Morrison’s discontent. “A man 
joins the service as 1 did ^11 of enthusiasm, believing he would succeed 
where others fail,” he wrote to O. M. Green, editor of the North China 
Daily News, on 27th August. “The experience of us all is the same. The 
first year, enthuaasm. The second year, pessimism. The third year, indif- 
ference.” Once more he decided to sell his library and, with his independ- 
ence assured, to consider returning to Austr^. Harvard and Yale alumni 
were anxious to secure the library for their respective universities, and 
the University of California made a firm offer of 
Morrison felt bound to give the Japanese first refusal, and offered it to 
Baron Isawaki for the same price. “I have reason to believe I could have 
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sold the library to an Eastern University for /4o,ooo,” Morrison wrote 
later. Baron Isawaki accepted the offer, and the 20,000 books, 4000 pamph- 
lets and 2000 maps and engravings were shipped to Japan in fifty-seven 
cases, Morrison retaining the English section of 3000 volumes. The library 
was stored temporarily in Mitsubishi’s Tokyo premises, where, to Morri- 
son’s great anger, about half of it was damaged by flood. The Peking 
Daily News^ in an editorial headed “A Ha’p’orth of Tar”, commented 
acridly: 

The books were sent from Peking by the buyer’s agent in ordinary 
packing cases, were bundled into a gc^own in Tokyo as unceremoni- 
ously as if they had been hides, or c^s of bully beef for an army, 
or soap, or candles, or dog-spikes, ot any other quite unimportant 
or absolutely indestructible thing, and there when the floods came 
they were allowed to lie and be, irretrievably in all probability, dam- 
aged. The meticulous care with which they had for years been 
handled, the solicitude bestowed on their safe keeping, the constant 
vigilance that has preserved them from the hand of the spoiler, 
wilful or ignorant, all go for nothing. For an additional expenditure 
of some three hundred dollars the disaster might have been averted, 
and the collection, priceless as it is, would have remained as perfect as 
when it was housed in Peking. 

Surely a case of spoiling a ship for a ha’p’orth of tar! But it is 
not by any means unique. There is a score of enterprises begun in 
this part of the world tliat might well be placed in the sajne category. 
To take an example that will readily occur to the mind of our readers, 
we might refer to the declaration of war by the Government. I'here 
is a very strong feeling that the Government might well carry out 
more fully the obligations that it tacitly assumed when it entered the 
War. Why not adopt stricter measures towards the enemy in the 
land? Why not proceed more actively with the project of sending 
troops to Europe? Or, talve the movement in the south. Why not give 
its suppression the ha’p’orth of tar that it needs? It is true that the 
tar will cost a ha’penny, but the tar would make all the difference. 

“I have been criticized for selling my library,” Morrison wrote to 
Paul King, of the Chinese Customs. “But how could I, at the age of 55, 
with a wife and three children, retain in my 'possession a hobby-horse 
worth £35,000? The sum provides me, not with a fortune, but with a 
competence, and makes me fairly independent.” His present idea, he 
wrote, was to make all provision he could for the future, and then take 
leave in Australia. Whether he would go there permanently he would 
decide on his return. His wife would prefer to live in England where the 
children would get better education. “The library,” he added candidly, 
“will remain a kind of monument, not to my learning, for my learning 
docs not amount to a row of pins, but to my instinct as a collector.” 
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[X] 

When China’s Finance Minister, Liang Chi-chao, gave a dinner to farewell 
Dr Morrison, and to welcome back Sir John Jordan, Morrison found Sir 
John little improved by his holiday. He was “tremulous, petulant and 
overburdened”, his mind jumping unpredictably from subject to subject. 
Next day Morrison left Peking on six months’ leave of absence. “The 
Chinese have treated me well as they always do,” he wrote to Hutton. 
“My salary will be paid in full and they have given me in addition £^10 
a week for expenses.” He was also given a portrait of the President for 
presentation to his mother. 

Ihc China that Morrison farewelled was still a torn and divided 
country. A National Council had been summoned in Peking, but the 
Southern leaders refused to recognize it, and what Morrison termed “a 
separate mock parliament” had been set up in Nanking, under the leader- 
ship of Sun Yat-sen, who had established his headquarters in a cement 
factory. “That enlightened warrior,” Morrison wrote of Sun, “who once 
proposed to lead an army of three million men into Russia, and to reform 
the finances of China by the issue of an inconvertible paper currency, 
unsupported by bullion. His emergence as a Generalissimo provokes de- 
risive laughter, but it is one of the most serious indications of the trend of 
Chinese politics.” 

A few days before his departure Morrison wrote to Arthur Balfour, 
ail influential Sheffield steel manufacturer and a member of the Industrial 
Advisoiy Committee to the I'reasury and of tlie Advisory Committee on 
War Munitions, that he was curious to learn what Australia’s attitude was 
in regard to Japan: 

• • 

Censorship prevents anything being said about Japan and her action 
during the war, but in no sense can it be said that she has fulfilled 
her obligations as an ally, unless it is considered to be a very high 
qualification indeed that she did not join our enemies, although a con- 
siderable party in Japan would have had her do so. . . . 

Nothing is more astonishing than the action of Sir Edward Grey 
in sending to Peking, to be our charge d’affaires during the absence of 
Sir John Jordan, a poor feeble creature from the Foreign Office, who 
is simply a society butterfly, who has no knowledge of the British 
Empire, who has no interest in his work, and who is looked upon by 
the Chinese, and b)^his fellow-countrymen here, as little better than 
a buffoon, and to think that Sir Edward Grey sent him here with 
the promise of succeeding Sir John in his pocket. . . . But for his in- 
capacity, China would at the present time be making ships for Vick- 
ers — six standard ships which would have been of real service. . . . 
Sir Edward Grey appears to have made very bad appointments, and 
this is one of the worst. He sent his private secretary to Constanti- 
nople, and look at the unholy mess he made of things! Although he 
knew the record of Bax-Ironside as a swindling card-sharper, he had 
him in Bulgaria as Minister. Although the position in Peking is one of 



enormous importance, for this must be the largest undeveloped mar- 
ket for Bridm trade in the world, he sent here an amiable stuttering 
nincompoop. ... It is nothii^ less than a scandal. It is toying with 
great British interests simply because of personal friendship. 'V^u are 
a powerful man. Surely you can help and have this post in Peking, 
after Sir J. Jordan leaves, given to someone who has British interests 
at hem, and not to a nonentity, such as we are likely to be saddled 
with. . . . 

[XI] 

In Guiton, Morrison addressed the studei^ts of the Christian College 
after “an astonishingly bad lunch*’, and suggested that President Wilson 
should nominate an American intermediary to settle the differences be- 
tween North and South. Dr Reinsch, he said, would be persona grata with 
all Chinese. He did not think that North and South were very far apart: 
“No great principle divided them, such as slavery versus anti-slavery, or 
Republic versus Aionarchy.” The only real difference was on the pro- 
cedure for the re-establishment of republican government. In the present 
conflict both sides lost and only Japan gained. 

[XII] 

One of Morrison’s fellow-passengers on the S.S. Aki Mam from Hong 
Kong, a Scottish hardware merchant named Soutar, who had spent some 
time in Melbourne, deplored the improvidence of the Australians: 

No river harnessed. Millions of horsepower allowed to e%:ape. Waste 
of dns, jam tins, kerosene tins. Fortunes lost in this. Tells me of the 
separation of Capital and ^bour of the gulf between employer and 
employed. A policy of retaliation. No sympathy. Each exacting all he 
can each insisting on his rights. He emphasizes the general incom- 
petence and unwillingness to learn. 

There was much similar talk about Australia’s inadequacies, and as the 
ship steamed towards the Queensland coast Morrison wrote to Donald: 

What 1 have heard on board has not increased the cheerfulness of 
the prospect of revisiting my country after an absence of 15 years. I 
hear of nothing but loamig and slacking and the disloyalty of Arch- 
bishops preachmg open sedition, and of men holding up dieir country 
at one of the most critical stages of the war 

Equally dimiridng to the nostalgic exile was Morrison’s first glimpse 
of his homeland when the Aki Mam berthed at Thursday Island on 30th 
November: 

This is a horrid place, known as “Thirsty Island”. . . . Men were 
more than usually drunk, most of the community from pilot down- 
wards, this being St Andrew’s Day. Officers loafed on ship all day 
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drinkiiiff with whoever could offer a drink. AD houses were riint. . . . 
A dnuucen constable tiyii^ to thumbprint the Jap crew. A humili- 
ating experience. The fury of the captam watching the administration 
of me law by a drunken policeman at the first port of entry. . . . 

In the Queensland city of Towi^ville, “the rich and proroerous capi- 
tal of the North”, Morrison noted disapprovingly “large bodies of vigor- 
ous young men who ou^t to be serving dieir county loafing around the 
pub bars**. In the recruiting depot was a solitary citizen, sprawled on a 
chair, “blissful and thirsty**, a man of fifty-five who had mistaken the 
depot for a pub and, having sat down, was too drunk to rise. Recruiting 
was a lively issue in Austraha, where die people were soon to vote for or 
against conscription. In Brisbane, Morrison ustened with displeasure to 
speakers on bc^ sides. The Federal Leader of the Opposition, “an ex- 
hatter named F. G. Tudor**, delivered a “blatant and unconvincing*’ anti- 
conscription speech, suggesting that the real purpose of conscription was 
to replace Australians with cheap Asiatic labour. The Federal Attorney- 
General, Sir William Irvine, a ngphew of the Irish rebel John Mitchel, 
had none of the oratorical fire oi his famous uncle. Morrison found his 
arguments for conscription “heavy, dull, ponderous, and unconvincing” 
The war news, too, was depressing: 

Germans have driven us back near Cambrai lo kilometres on a 4 mile 
front. Appalling catastrophe in Halifax, Nova Scotia. Russian armi- 
stice. Roumania verging towards separate peace. Another Italian 
defeat. Veritable catalogue of calamities. Air raid on London. Worst 
shipping week for a long time. 

Morrishn continued his lamentations next day: 

I am much depressed with the outlook. What a shocking condition is 
Australia. Disloyalty. Governed by the unfit. Drunkenness. Prostitu- 
tion. Came home late last night. Much drunkenness among soldiers in 
uniform. They force their way when drunk into shops and refuse 
to leave unless paid. There is no discipline. State police refuse to obey 
the orders of Commonwealth officers. . . . I.W.W.’s, Sinn Feiners 
and others against conscription. Irvine last night said, “Germany had 
almost succeeded in getting Australia.” He spoke of the 800,000 Ger- 
mans who annually went abroad to live in other countries. . . . He 
said nothing of the 6^0,000 of surplus population of Japan every year 
— an annuu surplus greater than the total population of Queensland. 
Japan will prevent C^miany coming to Aust^a, what price will we 
have to pay for this protection? Japs would make short shrift with 
the Labour Unions. Labour seems to be losing ground. The last elec- 
tions were disastrous to the Labourites iff every province. I am still 
imperfectly informed and must preserve an open mind. 

The Queensland Railways Commissioner, Colonel Charles Evans, 
CM.G., gave Morrison a free ticket to Sydney and a handsome mulga 
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walking-stick, and the Governor, Major Sir Hamilton Goold-Adams, 
G.C.M.G., a “white-haired livery warrior”, gave him a “revolting 
luncheon”: 

I suspect that it was cooked by the gardener. The Governor was 
helped first and wolfed most of the meagre fare provided. Conversa- 
tion was equally flatulent and inapid. “Is this your first visit to Aus- 
tralia”.^ asked His Exc. “No”, I replied, “I first came here on 
February 4, 1862.” What did I do in China? Altogether the most 
uncomfortable lunch and I was glad to get away. . . . 

In Sydney the Governor-General, Sir Ronald Munro-Ferguson 
(“dapper kindly-spoken Scotchman in Khtaki with a somewhat squeaky 
voice suggesting arrested testicular development”), asked him to lunch at 
Admiralty House, and Lady Helena (“long-faced unprepossessing bony 
dame like Mrs Asquith”) ingenuously asked him who he was and what 
he did? Sir Ronald spoke of the inferiority of the Australian civil service, 
and of the folly of admitting boys when they left school at the age of 
fourteen. The Lord Mayor, the Hon. R. D. Meagher, placed a car and 
chauffeur at Morrison’s disposal and give him a civic reception. Meagher 
was a solicitor who, though struck off the roll for infamous behaviour in 
the famous Dean murder case, had been at the same time Lord Mayor and 
Speaker of the House. “What a laxity of public decency,” Morrison re- 
flected, “this appointment to tw'o of the highest offices in the State of a 
disbarred solicitor and a public crook.” The Lord Mayor elect, the Flon. 
J. Joynton Smith (“an ex -steward of the P. & O.”), and “other men of 
note with streaky past” were among the guests. At a Millions Club lunch 
the Acting-Federal Treasurer, W. A. Watt, called for thr;ic» cheers for 
Morrison, whom he compared with Ocil Rhodes. Morrison told the Syd- 
ney Press Club the truth abemt Japan, and appealed to thirty-two leading 
Chinese at the Chinese Chamber of Commerce not to support the South- 
ern movement in China, “a movement which was weakening the country 
and opening the way to Japanese aggression”. The thirty-two Chinese 
drank nothing but champagne and applauded Morrison’s twenty-minute 
speech lustily. 

Morrison was given a free pass on the New South Wales railways; “I 
am being treated as a ‘distinguished guest’,” he noted. “It is all very sur- 
prising to me.” Feeling that his wardrobe did not match his welcome, he 
slipped away from his hosts and bought a “respectable hat” from Richard 
Hunt & Co. “Its cost was 32/6,” he noted. “An astonishing price for a hat.” 
But he did not begrudge paying Hardy Brothers £200 for a diamond 
pendant, ^54 for a diamond brooch, and £161 for a pearl necklet, for 
Jennie. 

In Melbourne, Morrison was “greatly pleased” at being made an 
honorary member of the Melbourne Club (“an honour usually reserved 
for State Governors and distinguished visitors like Kitchener”). Here he 
met the State Governor, Sir Arthur Stanley (“little cock-sparrow”), and a 
generous assortment of Victoria’s leading citizenry — ^legal, medical, and 



agricultural. Sir Arthiu: invited him to a dinner which began at 7 p.m. 
(“because after 8 no wine can be served at a Qub, such beine the law 
of the land”), and Morrison spoke for half an hour on the Far I^st. The 
dinner guests included Sir John Grice (“one of the most public-spirited 
men in Melbourne”), Hayden Starke (“barrister, large practice in com- 
mon law”), and the club president, Exlward Mitchell (“leader of the 
Victorian Bar, married my cousin Lizzie”). 

Morrison was greatly concerned over the conscription referendum. 
In his diary for Sunday i6th December he wrote: 

Thursday will be one of the fateful days in our history for on that 
day we will decide whether we as a nation are to follow the path 
of honour or the path of shame, whether we are to follow the ideals 
of Cardinal Mercier, the holy prelate who has been an eye-witness of 
the inhuman sufferings inflicted upon Catholic Belgium, whether we 
are to follow the ideals of the democratic President of the greatest 
of democracies, or the ideals of the Leninists and Maximalists, the 
Bolsheviks and the Anarchists, who in an incredibly few months have 
reduced to degraded impotence the mighty power that once was 
Russia. 

This resonant passage was annotated: “Peroration to be got off some- 
time (if I can remember it).” In Melbourne four days later Morrison 
wrote: 

Referendum vote taken today and substantial majority against con- 
scription assured. . . . What nation is there that would conscript 
itself? The wonder is not that conscription failed but that so many 
voted its favour. Against conscription were most women, all slack- 
ers, all the disaffected, and the whole Catholic vote. As I was walking 
in William Street I heard a young Australian say to another “Have 
you heard of the revolution in New Zealand? The police have re- 
volted and the prisoners have been liberated from gaol.” Overhearing 
this, I apologized for intruding and asked what was the cause. He said 
“Conscription.” I said one >vord only, the expressive word “Balls!” 
and w'alkcd on. 

Against conscription were the Labour leaders who feared the 
depletion of labour would give power to the Capitalist, and the 

Catholics led by Arcjibishop Mannix who was sent to Australia to 

provoke Sectarian strife and Sinn Feinism and has been accepted as 
anti-conscription leader of Australia. . . . But most to blame are 
wholly misleading optimistic reports from England. . . . Daily we 
were doped with stories of Germany’s disintegration. 

Archbishop Mannix, a brilliant Irish theologian and a bitter Irish 
nationalist, was a tireless, witty, and deadly opponent of conscription, 
and the bogy-man of those who supported the hysterical consenption 
campaign of the Prime Minister, William Morris Hughes. Their attitude 
towards Mannix is well illustrated by a story which the New South Wales 
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Premier, William Holman^like Hughes a renegade from the Labour 
Pirty — told Morrison: 

Holman’s favourite story of the woman who speaking of the new 
flush closets complained that the earthenware was so very cold to sit 
down on. “But there is a wooden covering?” she was asked. Oh, her 
husband had taken that away to use as a frame for a portrait of Arch- 
bishop Mannix. 

Morrison saw the redoubtable Archbi^op in action when he returned 
to Sydney by train. Dr Mannix (“the most aggressive Catholic prelate 
Australia has yet been cursed with”) was a fellow-passenger: 

He had a welcome at every station the train drew into. I heard him 
speak. Very marked brogue. It seemed to me poor stuff vulgar and 
commonplace yet every sentence was received with cheers. The 
crowds mostly flippant schoolgirls seemed to regard it as a joke and 
there was not a trace of reverence only good humour the good lark of 
hearing the longhaired one speak. 


[ XIII ] 

Morrison did not get off his deliberated peroration, but on the last Sunday 
of December he spoke in Melbourne’s Wesley Church at length and — ^for 
the hrst time — ^without notes or rehearsal. He was very nei^ous, and it 
was “another disagreeable experience”: 

Rain fell heavily. ITie church was crowded. Not less than 2500— 
perhaps 3000. It was shingly hot. Before I was called upon there 
was a service of music and prayer and two songs. My thirst was un- 
bearable, my lips parched and it was positive pain to move my tongue 
and the pattering of the rain added to my difficulty. ... I did not 
pitch my voice properly and the effort of speaking was quite painful. 

He had just begun when a man only two-thirds of the way down the 
hall stood up and disconcertingly said he could not hear the speaker. Mor- 
rison struggled on, feeling that his subject was over the heads of the 
audience, even if he could be heard, and that he was speaking vainly to 
“this crowd of artisans and q}insters”. But he warned them croakingly 
that the Far Eastern problem “would sooner or later” cranpel the attention 
of all Australians. Blinded by pro^rity, they were distending the signs 
and portents and the fact that outside their undefended borders omer 
worlds were coming nearer and nearer. China had a population of 325 mil- 
lion and an annual increase of not less than 5 million. Australia had a popu- 
lation of 5 million and an undefended coakline. Prudence would suggest 
that she should bring her products to that thickly populated market. He 
described Australia as: 
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This favoured island sdll in swaddling clothes, nursed by the Mother 
Country, where 5 millions of people live in luxurious indolence, the 
largest undefencM area in the world’s surface today, the most de- 
fenceless of all countries, a country believed by the majority of its 
inhabitants to be not worth defending, the richest prey that can fall 
•under die domination of an aggressive neighbour or a victorious 
enemy. 

And he urged Australia carefully to consider the effect of anti-Asiatic 
legislation on China, on Japan, and, “a hundred times more carefully”, 
on a combination of China and Japan: 

. . . one must carefully guiud against a policy which effects or tends 
to effect such a combination. . . . Chmese superabundance of raw 
materials in men and material — ^wrought with efficiency by the high 
administrative genius of Japan, must evolve a combination of really 
formidable danger. 

There were 135,000 Japanese in China, and only 8900 British. Japan- 
ese methods were entirely German, hence it was not unnatural that her 
avowed sympathy was not with Britain — to whom she owed her present 
position among nations— but with German militarism. There was a con- 
stant Japanese movement southwards and Japan was now a very great 
military and naval power. Her mercantile marine had been increasing dur- 
ing the war, and she had the largest dreadnought afloat. . . . 

After the lecture two reporters waited uigently on Morrison, rep- 
resentatives of Melbourne’s two leading papers, the Arpis and the Age. 
The Age man confessed that he was deaf and had heard nothing. *The 
Ar^s man Vns in a worse predicament for he had not come to the lecture 
at all. Both were embarrassed because their orders were to send in *half 
a column or more.’ ” Morrison felt that he had been snubbed, but he 
agreed to help them out, and dictated face- and job-saving reports to both 
of them. 

“I was uncomfortable and spoke badly,” he wrote to Donald, “but I 
did speak out for America, saying that if the policy of any Power in its 
relations with any other nation can be termed altruistic, that term can be 
applied to the policy of America in China. ... 1 have had mighty little 
holiday. All the time 1 am talking or writing about the China question.” 


[XIVl 

Among the many he talked to were Australia’s leading politicians and 
defence authorities, including Prime Minister Hughes (“very keen and 
alert, fine diction though h’s sometimes dropt”); the Minister for Defence, 
Senator Pearce (“simple, modest”); the Chief of the General Staff, Major- 
General J. G. I^gge (“dull but honest”); and the First Member of the 
Naval Bwd, Rear-Admiral Sir William Creswell (“dotage, softening of 
the brain”). They listened politely when Morrison spoke of Japan’s 

351 



southward drive and of her duplidcy as an ally, but apparently were 
neither interested nor convinced, and the naive belief that Japan had faith- 
fully respected her treaty obligations unfortunately survived in Australia 
as late as 1941, when Japan was moving southward irresistibly towards 
Thailand. (When Hughes at an Advisory War Council meeting ques- 
tioned Japanese integrity, Prime Minister Curtin cited as an indication of 
Japan's trustworthiness her respect for the Anglo- Japanese Alliance in 
World War I!) 

Creswell (“this ancient mariner”) spoke in strong terms of a former 
Australian Governor-General, “the disreputable” Earl of Dudley, who, 
though he owned 30,000 acres and large iron works in England, and big 
estates in Jamaica, was reluctant to spend rqoney in Australia: “Licentious, 
unscrupulous, never paying his debts, having to be dunned by Dalgety’s 
for payment for motor-car. At earlier date, had repudiated his debt at the 
Union Club, Sydney. . . .” 

The Marshall Islands had become an obsession with Morrison, but 
few shared his interest in them. An exception was John Christian Watson, 
a former Labour Prime Minister, whom John Storey described as the 
“uncrowned King of Labour”. Morrison found him “singularly modest 
and unassuming, the antithesis of the loud-voiced demagogue”: 

1 told him of the population of Japan and of Korea and of the 
rapidity of increase and the tendency to move sotith'wards. He said 
that in the case of the Marshall Islands, Japan first intimated that the 
Islands would be handed over to the Australians and that arrange- 
ments were actually being made for this being done! ^ 

2. Then she asked for delay until other arrangements could be made. 

3. She caused it to be known that the islands would be ^retained. . . . 
He spoke “with knowledge”, he said, and “confidentially”. 

It w'as apparent from the letter Morrison received from the Director 
of Military Intelligence, Major E. L. Picsse, that Australia was not very 
w^ell informed about her neighbours in Asia: 

I have to deal with a mass of information received from many sources 
as to affairs in the East. Much of this information is of great interest 
to us, but as none of the officers of the General Staff have been in 
the East \vc sometimes have difficulty in estimating what importance 
should be attached to it. For this reason, J take every opportunity 
that comes to meet men acquainted with Eastern affairs ... if you 
could come to lunch, or perhaps to afternoon tea, with me some day, 
in one of the public gardens, w'c can talk over in pleasant surround- 
ings the matters in which I am interested. Perhaps I should add that 
I am not specially interested in Chinese affairs, and that I do not think 
I should ask you any questions as to China which you might not be at 
liberty to answer 

Morrison took tea with Major Piesse in Melbourne's “beautiful” 
botanical gardens (“among the finest in the world”) and talked to him of 



Japan’s movement southward. Piesse produced reports of Japanese activity 
in the Dutch East Indies, and rooke of the mi^ving caused by the visit 
there of the Japanese diplomat Count Otani. 

W. M. Hughes told Morrison that he had suggested the line of the 
Emiator be used to divide the Pacific, but he did not tell him that on 7th 
Fd>niary that year he had told the British Government, in answer to a 
direct question, that Australia would not object to Japan’s occupation of 
the islands nor^ of the Equator. Britain had sought Australia’s views be- 
fore making a secret agreement with Japan about the disposal of these 
islands, and of Germany’s rights in Shantung. Unaware of the fait 
accompli, Morrison continued to crusade against Japan retaining the 
islands. 

[XV] 

Morrison took his crusade to New Zealand, where he found a general 
reluctance to criticize Japan. The Attorney-General, Sir John Findlay, 
thought it “indiscreet at the present time” to refer to Japanese sympathies 
with German militarism. The Commander of the New Zealand licpedi- 
tionary Force, Major-General Sir Alexander Godley, however, agreed 
with Morrison that the Japanese were a menace. Many to whom Morrison 
talked thought that Sir Alexander was a menace. “Hated and loathed by 
New Zealanders. Wonder he hasn’t been shot in the back,” Morrison 
noted, A reporter on the Auckland Herald (“nice fellow, C. C. Nichol”) 
who had served under Godley on Gallipoli said: 

Men hate him. Knowing that his men will never hesitate to take any 
risk tak^s advantage and sacrifices them needlessly in posts of honour 
are blown to bits. He told me what a bad effect upon the men had 
the announcement in Army orders one day that an Irishman had 
been executed for cowardice in leaving his trench. Men were un- 
strung by this. Any man might have had a panic 

Morrison’s tour through New Zealand was a dreary round of inter- 
views, speeches, lunches, dinners, receptions. “Damn these civic recep- 
tions,” he wrote after one in Wellington. “They are no good to anybody 
but the Mayor. In my speech I ought to have emphasized that the chief 
scenic beauties I have seen in New Zealand so far have been tlie Mayors 
and Town Councillors.” (A witty friend suggested he was suffering from 
“mal de mayor”.) But on another page, recording an invitation to speak 
to the Otago Expansion League, he wrote: “I will do so with pleasure. 
What an advance! Formerly nervous now delighted to speak and chag- 
rined if not asked or if leading citizens not present.” 

He told the Otago audience, which included at least two leading 
citizens — ^the Minister for Defence, Sir James Allen, and the Chief Justice, 
Sir Robert Stout — that the Japanese military leaders “were rather with 
than against German military action in Europe”, and that a year after the 
war began a vicious campaign was carried out in a Japanese newspaper 
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against die British. Though some of diese observadons appeared in the 
report in the Auckland Herald^ they M^ere cut out of the report in the 
Otago Daily Times, and the editor of the Auckland Star “bitterly cut” 
the report of another speech in which Morrison again denounced Japan: 

I spoke somewhat heatedly against the Japanese, against their treach- 
ery, their unscrupulousness, their failure to act up to the Alliahce. 
Bell joined issue and seemed angry cidng in their defence their 
escordng the New Zealand troops, the danger New Zealand was in 
from the “Schamhorst” and “Gneisenau” at the outbreak of war and 
relief it was when the Jap cruisers appeared in Wellington. (But the 
Jap ships only arrived after the German ships were on their way to 
South America.) Apparently this act. is the only one that can be 
cited in favour of the Japanese. 

Next day Sir James Allen asked Morrison to explain what he meant 
by saying that the sympathy of the Japanese military was with the Ger- 
mans. Sir Francis Bell, the leader of the Upper House, had reported Mor- 
rison’s aggressively anti-Japanese speech to Cabinet. But Prime Minister 
Massey agreed with Morrison that Japan must not be left in possession 
of the Marshall Islands, and promised to bring the matter before the War 
Cabinet in London. 

In Wellington, Morrison was taken to the “wonderful” private 
library of Alexander Horsburgh Turnbull (now the public Alexander 
Turnbull Library) of 55,000 volumes. He was more impressed with the 
collection (“one of the finest in the world”) than with the collector: 

... a horrible-looking recluse . . . who is the worst of drug-takers. 
Archdeacon Herbert Williams, his greatest friend, tells jr.e he has at 
times consumed £ 5 worth of cocaine per week. It seems incredible. 
Charges up to the firm, riiis was an excuse not unnaturally leading to 
his retirement from business. . . . Turnbull is an ill-favoured evil- 
smelling man who takes no exercise, lives on drugs. ... I told him that 
I had the first edition of the second part of Robinson Crusoe. He told 
me he had the first five editions. 

[XVI] 

When Morrison returned to Melbourne the Prime Minister at lunch yoke 
to him “very confidentially” and “asked me to 'do certain thii^s, offered 
to give me a code, and promised to recommend me for the K.C.M.G. He 
volunteered the promise asking me if it would be any help to me. I said 
emphatically it would be.” 

But Morrison’s faith in the promise mu.st have been shaken by Sir 
William Irvine, who had spoken of Hughes with “indignation and con- 
tempt” 

as one strongly opposed by one half of the people and cordially dis- 
trusted by the other half— unscrupulous and . . . regarded with grave 
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suspicion. ‘"All for Hughes, Hughes first!” Could say nothing in his 
favour, slighting even his oratory. And broken all his pledges. 

Theodore Fink, now chairman of directors of the Melbourne Herald, 
wanted to help Morrison to become Briti^ Minister in Peking. He 
thought he could influence Lloyd George and Bonar Law, through Keith 
Murdoch, the London corremondent of the Herald, “who is to marry the 
daughter of Bonar Law”. But Murdoch did not marry Bonar Law’s 
daughter and Morrison was not appointed Minister to Peking. 

Sir Edmund Barton told Morrison that he had discussed the White 
Australia policy — ^which he claimed to have originated — ^with the Aga 
Khan, who had said that Indians did not take umbrage at the barring of 
coolies but at the refusal to admit Indian students and travellers. Morrison 
advocated the settlement of questions affecting Australia and China and 
Japan by direct intercourse between the countries: “negotiations in this 
way would lead to better results, the negotiations being conducted on the 
part of Australia by one who had a thorough knowledge of the conditions 

in Australia Barton expressed approval ” 

Morrison also urged Hughes and other Ministers to appoint an Aus- 
tralian High Commissioner to the Far East, with diplomatic rank and an 
adequate staff. 

Inextinguishable Morrison optimism irradiated the “arresting address” 
he delivered to the Commercial Travellers Association in Melbourne. 
China was in a state of development, not of revolution, he said. The con- 
flict they read about was a constitutional conflict as to the form of parlia- 
mentary government to be established. The restoration of parliamentary 
government was a question of months. It had taken eleven years to draft 
the constimeion of the United States, and they must not be impatient if 
China had not accomplished more in the six years of the republic. He 
whetted the appetites of his listeners — described by one of them as “the 
pick of the brains of commercial Melbourne” — with an eloquent account 
of China’s illimitable resources, and vast trade possibilities: 

Its coal deposits in Shansi are sufficient to supply the world’s need 
in coal for 2000 years. The modem coal mines, developed under 
British, Japanese, Belgian, and German auspices, are the finest in the 
world. The iron deposits of the country are considered equal to the 
iron deposits of Pennsylvania. China produces 70% of the world’s 
output of antimon)^ The copper yield is shown by this fact. The 
common coin of C^ina is the brass ‘cash’. ... It was possible since 
the war to purchase that brass cash at ^31 a ton, and only one 
nation had the enterprise to develop that trade. Japan, in one year, 
purchased 65,000 tons. You can see what a profit was made. Quicksilver 
is there. Manganese is there. The Chinese produce in China and in 
Burma and in Siam the great bulk of the tin of the world. The vegetable 
resources of the country are infinite. The American Government for 
years has employed in China experts like Frank Myer to study the vege- 
table conditions of the country and to introduce into the markets Chin- 



ese products, alfalfa, pears, in varieties. He introduced 600 varieties of 
Persimmon alone. He found the Chinese jujube, which was eight 
times as large as any previously known. The flowers introduced into 
Great Britain have revolutionized the horticulture of that country. 
George Forrest has introduced into Great Britain from China a 
variety of flowers almost past belief. Scientific men for years have 
been cataloguing his discoveries. Then you have that country with 
its infinite possibilities of inland communication. No other country 
in the world possesses such means of inland water communication. It 
is possible for a man to get into a canoe in Peking and to travel by 
inland waterways right across China, and come out at Indo-China. . . . 

China has, within quite recent years, followed along the lines of 
Western development. Her people are beginning to sleep in European 
beds, to dress in European clothes, to eat European food, to drink 
European wines, to consume European medicines. No importation 
into China has attained the development of that dealing with foreign 
drugs. You will find caravans proceeding from Western China to 
Lhassa, in Tibet, loaded up with ‘pink pills for pale people*. (Laugh- 
ter.) I have been told that the advertisement bill alone at that Com- 
pany in China amounts to ^40,000 sterling per annum, and the trade 
has been most profitable. Surely the time has come when some effort 
ought to be made to bring Australian traders into direct communica- 
tions with the Chinese traders? Any foreigner going to China is under 
the jurisdiction of his own laws, and his trade is ^so ugder the pro- 
tection of his own Minister or Consul. That condition, it is arranged 
by treaty, will continue until the administration of justice in China 
has reached the stage which the European Powers arc willing to 
recognize as an adequate administration of justice. By China’s entry 
into the war she has greatly raised her standing among the nations. 
(Hear, Hear.) She has expelled every German from her service. 
(Hear, Hear.) She has confiscated thirteen German ships. She has 
destroyed German trade. She has cancelled her treaties with Cier- 
many. Any treaty, then, made after this war by Germany must place 
Germany in a position of disadvantage compared with the position 
held by any one of the other trading nations in China. (Hear, Hear.) 

Financially, China had never been more pro§pcrou.s, Morrison assured 
the picked brains of commercial Melbourne: 

The whole foreign debt of China is under 1 70,000,000 sterling. Of 
that, £ 33,000,000 sterling is due on account of war indemnity arising 
from the conflict between Japan and China of 1894-5. Of the balance, 

67.500.000 sterling is due to the foreign Powers on account of the 
Boxer troubles or 1900-1. Of that sum, Germany’s share of 

12.500.000 sterling has been confi.scated — (Hear, Hear) — ^and the 
Austrian share, amounting to 600,000 sterling, has been similarly 
dealt with. (Hear, Hear.) China has come into the war, and in recog- 



nition of the services she has rendered by declaring war on Germany 
and Austria, the Powers have unanimously agreed to the postpone- 
ment of all payments in connection with the Boxer indemnity for 
five years. (Hear, Hear.) Of the remainder, 36,000,000 of her 
foreign debt is on account of railway loans and the railways of China 
* are prosperous, some prosperous to a degree which will compare 
favourably with the prosperity even of the railways of your own 
country. (Laughter.) 

Mr Warren Kerr, chairman of the Chamber of Commerce, who 
moved the vote of thanks, said apocalyptically; “We have had revealed 
to us a power of which most of us have scarcely dreamt, which in the 
ordinary course of things must develop and make its influence felt in the 
histoiy of the world and its international intercourse.” Mr York Syme, 
chairman of the Steamship Owners* Federation, said, botanically: “The 
seed Dr Morrison has planted today will . . . have every hope of attaining 
to a flourishing tree,” and Mr D. G. Patterson, prerident of the C.T.A., 
said realistically: “It is now for us to act.” 

I XVII ] 

“1 was rushed to death in Melbourne, and really was on the brink of a 
nervous breakdown,” Morrison wrote. Rheumatism made his movements 
difficult, but he found time and energy to make a sentimental journey to 
Geelong, where he was given a civic reception; to Ballarat, where the 
town councillors wanted to show him the abattoirs; and to Quceascliff, 
“the seaside«recreatif)n ground of my boyhood”, which he had not seen 
for thirty-five years, and where he felt “curiously lonely”. ITie old 
family cottage now bore a notice: “Woodlands — ^l^irst Class Accommoda- 
tion**. Though midsummer, it was wet and wintry, and he 

walked in the face of a pitiless wind down to the wharf to ask after 
Walter Shaptcr who was the Triton among minnows (whatever that 
may mean) among the fishermen . . . and when 1 was a boy used to 
take me to shoot gannets to bait his lobster-pots. Slouching along the 

pier was a monosyllabic fisher-lad turned out to be a grandson of 

the man 1 was seeking who had died 6 years ago from “drink chiefly”. 
. . . Then to Church* . . a poor divine was bleating reading a chapter 
of Genesis but bungling the words. ... So, cfi^nintled, I came 
out 

One Sunday in Melbourne, in the same ecumenical ^irit that he had 
showed in his youth, Morrison, accompanied by 'Fheoda^’e Fink, a Jew, 
visited St Patrick’s Githedral (“only two thirds full”), the Scots Church 
(“still fewer”), and the Anglican Cathedral. 

Morrison spent Christmas at Heronswood, Dromana, the bayside 
home of his brother-in-law. Justice Henry Bournes Higgins. It was 
another forgettable gastronomic experience, as his diary reveals: 
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Breakfast at 9.15, and this is die country . . . where one diould break- 
fast at 7, a hearty hot meal In this astonishing household we had a 
breakfast of burnt porridge and lukewarm eggs and literally sour 
bread with meagre helpings of tea doled out by my sister. . . . 

Lunch was simply horrible. Remains of yesterday’s cold beef 
cut in thin unappetizing slices, potatoes in jackets and some dry 
cheese. . . . 

Christmas dinner: No wine was offered, and no whisky, and 
there was found only one bottle of soda-water in this parsimonious 
house — a shocking mnner ... a most deplorable experience. 

Last day of diis infernal food. Rejoice at the prospect of going 
tomorrow. ... I am inadequately fed, and am offered rood prepared 
probably by the gardener. 1 am in a constant state of irritation. . . . 
If the people were poor curates to whom threepence represented a 
coin worth saving I would say nothing, but to be invited to a house 
whose host is a Federal High Court Judge with ample earnings 
£2000 or ;£3 ooo a year, and to find that he and his wife ... are 
^ways seelang to save that threepence, is quite nauseating. 
Lunching with another distinguished member of the judiciary, the 
Chief Justice, Sir Samuel Griffith, Morrison remembered how Griffth, 
as Premier of Queensland, had described him during the kanaka contro- 
versy, in 1883, as “a veiy young man who does not bear a high reputa- 
tion”. Griffith, he noted, was now a very old man (“suffering hemiplegia, 
very decrepit, can shake with right hand but writes with left, speech much 
affe^d aho^ now 72”) who refused to resign his high post because it 
carried no pension. 

There were many reminders of lost days. A letter from -Mrs Agnes 
Quodling, of Yass, New ^uth Wales, recalled Morrison’s canoe voyage 
down the Murray, thiity-M years before: 

Although our acquaintance was slight and happened a very long time 
ago, stiS I never f^orget you. 1 was a small girl of five or six years of 
age and lived of course with my parents in a place called Drik Drik 
in the South West of Victoria and you arrived at our house one day 
with a swag on your back and very sore foot. . . . You stayed with 
us for a couple of days and my mother attended to your foot. When 
I saw my mother for the last time some years ago, I told her what I 
had been reading about you and she said “AJ/ell I’m not ashamed that 
1 waffled his feet”. You gave me some conversation lollies which de- 
lighted me very much but Mother made me save two for my teacher. 
1 could not resist licking the writing off them on the way to school. 
... 1 am very proud of our slight acquaintance. 

Morrison wrote back gratefully: 

It must have been in February 1881 . 1 had been on a canoe vo3^ge 
down the Murray and when walking out to my canoe at the mouth of 
the Murray I tr^ on a broken glass bottle and cut my foot badly. 
This injury I felt when carrying my swag back to Geelong and 



Mount Gambler. It ivill give me much pleasure if you will tell me 
where Drik Dtik was? 

No greater compliment was ever paid to me than that paid by 
your Mother. . . . Any further particulars I would very much like to 
have. . . . 

Mrs Quodling replied that Drik Drik was nine miles beyond Dart- 
moor, a small township on the Glenelg River, about twenty miles south- 
east of Mount Gambier. 

Despite ill-health, Morrison’s activity was prodigious. There were 
endless reque^ for photographs, autographs, articles, and money; for 
advice about jobs and trade; for opinions on anything from a frail book 
of poems to a fraudulent Chinese herbalist. Morrison patiently replied to 
them alL When Mr Meagher, of Bathurst, New South Wales, asked for 
information about Cathohe literature in China, Morrison gave him a r^>ort 
of three typewritten pages. When Mr Burfitt, of Glebe Point, New South 
Wales, sent a copy of his history of the wool industry in Australia, Morri- 
son told him that Ronald Macleay, the former British counsellor in Peking, 
was a direct descendant of John Macarthur, the father of Australian wool. 
“I often wonder why more attention is not given to the subject of the 
descendants of our great men,” he wrote. Mr E. W. Cole, the eccentric 
Melbourne bookseller, sent a great bundle of his own publications; includ- 
ing a book on the better side of the Chinese character. Morrison acknow- 
ledged them gratefully and dropped them all in the wastepaper baricet. 
He also solemnly acknowledged a letter from Mr Scott Brandon, of Wel- 
lington, N.Z., who had discovered two reasons for Chinese footbinding: 
“to keep the wife from gadding about and to assist callipygic develop- 
ment — the Admiration of men of all ages”. 

From Oban Station, via Cloncurry, North Queensland, Mr Matt 
Langtree, who had been Boodbound with Morrison in Northern Australia 
in 1882, wrote again: 

I am glad to know you have made such progress and wish you all 

sorts of luck lam now 62 and owing to getting fever upon fever 

in the Kimberleys, Western Australia, coupled with sciatica and hard 
living, I am bending a bit now Dr., but suppose that’s a natural con- 
semience. I am just doing odd jobs here and have two years to go 
before I can get the pension — ^if ever I live long enough to get it. 

What changes ince you and I met. Cattle then fat ^^3.10. to 
^7.10, now i7/-/-to lijl-l-. 

Wages ordinary hands 25/- and 30/- now 50/- and 60/- a week. 
Drovers then “men”, 35/- and 40/-, now 120/- and 140/- a week. 

Wire cannot be procured, gal. iron ditto. 

Material of all sort is hard to get and so are the old time men Dr. 
In those days men good Mates — generous to a fault — trough pebbles 
but honest and true as steel not so now — ^Rejects — Objects and the 
scum of the city are out here. ... All my old Mates are gone — or 
like you migrated — and 1 know.you have seen all sorts of men and — 
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God knows — are a man will help me a bit. Its a long way to send for 
it Doctor and it may be longer Wore I can repay you perhaps never 
— we waded in water toge£er — weather-bound then — ^I am old-age 
bound now . . . for I am breaking up and have no one to help me 
now — 

For boyhood’s days, 
and Old Time Sake. 

Morrison posted back £ lo, which he hoped Langtree would accept 
“in memory of that time long ago”. 


[XVni] 

Another outbreak of plague was reported from China, and Morrison de- 
cided to cut short his “holiday”. “My health has been bad,” he wrote from 
Sydney at the end of March, “llie rheumatism which I caught just 
b^ore leaving Melbourne has stuck to me. 1 have not felt so rotten for 
years. I have no strength or energy and suffer from profound dejection, 
lliis gloom has now been intensified by the appalling news from the 
Western Front.” 

But he continued his journalizing, his discussions, and his letter- 
writing, with undiminished gusto. One letter to Sir William Irvine about 
Japanese policy in China — ^die first of several — occupied fifty typewritten 
pages. And no item of gossip was too small for his attention. He was par- 
ticularly interested in the reiterated stories of corruptio|i in Sydney 
public life. Again, the “humourless” Norman Pope was an unending 
source: , 

AU stories told me by N.P. are stories of Universal Q>rniption among 
our politicians. . . . Hobnan the premier appears to be associated with 
every rascality. He is in the hands of Hugh D. McIntosh, a one-time 
steward in a small eating-house, rising to be proprietor of the 
Stadium and the Tivoli. Has financed Holman and in consequence is 
the Hon. H. D. McIntosh, M.L.C Holman associated through Mc- 
Intojkh with Teasdale Smith a Scotch contractor from South Aus- 
tralia who by some of the most atrocious jobbery secured several 
million pounds sterling contracts for silos. Senator Pearce appears to 
be most hopelessly incompetent, perhaps a fool rather than a knave. 

Holman’s confidential secretary told Morrison — confidentially — that 
domestic infelicity had driven Holman to brandy and that under the 
“baleful influence” of McIntosh, he was encouraged to drink rather than 
restrained. Dudley Braham succinctly attributed Holman’s collapse to 
“women and brandy”. 

In a farewell letter to Sir James Allen, Morrison wrote: 

News from China in regard to the extension of the pneumonic plague 
is somewhat disquieting to me, the last report stating it had anected 
Paodngfu, only 8o miles from Peking. I am therefore expiditing my 



return. . . . Pneumonic plague is^ 1 believe, the most setious epidemic 
in the world. It is the **bli^k death** that spread over Europe in the 
Middle Ages. Defoe’s account purporting to be written by an eye- 
witness is an accurate description. In Nov. 1910, the disease broke out 
in North Manchuria, having travelled from Russian Central Asia. 
... There was no known case of recovery though there were some 
cases of immunity. I saw one Chinese house set apart as a lazaretto in 
which 1400 patients were admitted and 1400 corpses taken out, whilst 
two caretake^ elderly men, living in contact with the stricken, 
both escaped irifecdon. Natu^y, merefore, I am anxious about the 
plague, for if once it were to take hold in <^na and Japan, the de- 
struction would be appalling. 

Morrison enclosed a long critical report on Japanese activities; “Are 
we not jusdhed in suspecting,” he asked, “that Japanese protection to 
German trade in China and Japan, and Japan’s immunity from German 
submarines, were in some way related? . . . The fact remains that it has 
been to Japan’s commercial advantage, this destruction of British shipping. 
Every British ship sunk has increased the value of the Japanese mercan- 
tile marine. The few Japanese ships that have been sui^ have in the 
majority of cases been under charter at the time to Allied countries. . . 
Allen, who was Acting Prime Minister of New Zealand, replied: 

I think you know that I have not much faith in the Japanese and 
have had in mind for many years that ultimately we shall have to face 
them in the Pacific. 1 am surprised, therefore, at what happened to 
the Twenty one Demands . . . and think the Empire must to grateful 
to yotlnliat you secured their disclosure and ultimate modification. 

You touch a very delicate subject when you allude to the attitude 
of Australia and New Zealand towards Japan at the present time. 
We have had our instructions as you know and must be very careful 
in any action wc take which may prejudice the Imperial Govern- 
ment’s relationship with Japan. I understand you think, however, that 
a broad policy which would indicate that the Empire would not 
allow certain things would have a greater effect dian submission 
to circumstances as they exist today? You may be right, but from my 
point of view, when I tell a man he must do this, or he must do that, 
1 want to have the power to make him do as 1 wish. . . . 

The diary for 1918 ended on a bright financial note: 

My Assets, 

War Loan 15,000 yielding /750 cost 14,233. 
Reorganization Loan / 10,000 yielding £^5^5- 

Railway Loan ^20,000 yielAng >Ciooo cost >C 15,500 
Hongkong Bank £2590 yielding >£*5^ £^59^ 

Total jC 47,500 yielding £2^06, cost j^4o,848. 

Credit A/c in London 2612.18.9. 

0/d,inPeking ^£2367. • 



At the back of his diaiy Morrison scribbled some random notes about 
Austndia and Japan: 

AUSTRAUA 

No reroect except among very restricted class for Gov.-General or 
Lieut, ^v. “Don’t know ’im from a bar of soap" would be the com- 
ment. No disdpline. On steamer I go into afternoon tea. Steward is 
sitting there reading newspaper with feet up on chair. He invites 

me to help myself. Stewards dine together in saloon It’s a wonder 

the passengers don’t have to wait on them. 

Polity of public life! Higgins, one of the Justices of the High 
Court branding Hughes as a liar. 

Striking difference between press of Jap and press of Aust. and 
N.Z. the one insolent and arrogant and the other obsequious and 
deferentiaL 

Fuller, drunken Gov. of Victoria — ^known as “Fuller and Fuller”. 

Australians great unwillingness to walk. Always want a motor! 

Norman Lindsay’s excellent story of the Chinese elderly husband 
returning home found the door locked opened after some delay and 
shuffling in the comer he noticed a long bag that he had not seen 
before. “What in that bag?” he asked. No reply from his wife. 
“What in the bag?” he asked more insistently. Repeated. No reply. 
Feeble voice from the bag “Only rice.” 

People in N.Z. and Australia drink enormous quantities of tea. 
7 ajn. 8.30 II o’clock tea. Midday, afternoon tea and finally in the 
evening. Such habit must be very injurious and must account for the 
prevalence of anaemia and pallidity among the women. 

Professor Baldwin Spencer giving dinner to some students who 
asked him if he would tell them what he had omitted from his lecture 
regarding the procreation of the seal owing to presence of ladies. He 
explained the male seal when desire comes secl^ an icefloe and there 
reclines calling gently, “Koo Koo!”. The female hearing responds 
with a similar cry “Koo Koo!!” Just then the door opened and Lady 
Spencer put her head in saying “Did you call, Baldwin dear?” 

In Australia, dinner must be early to allow the servants time to 
go to the cinema! 

Prevalence of the fly in Australia. No screening, no flytraps, only 
fly papers. As a retired Indian Med. Officer said, “You treat flies as 
domestic pets, not as pests.” 
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Unchastity among women girls incontinent even at i6 open 
purchase of French letters and soluble pessaries. 

Pilfering on the railways. Apparently universal pilfering at the 
stations and m the trains. 

Apathy about the war. No enthusiasm over the return of war- 
tried veterans. . . . Even the workman carries his tools in a neat valise, 
or he goes on a bicycle. Shearers move from station to station on 
motor cycles. 

Harrison Moore overheard one man ask another in reference to 
Hughes, “I wonder what the cow has up his sleeve?” 

At Newcastle the miners work one shift of 6i hours 3 days a 
week, surf, fish the other 4. Apparently no second shift is permitted 
in the coal-mining industry. 

Waiters at the Hotel Australia are paid £2.1 ^.6 a week for 
which 2/6d is deducted for food. 

JAPAN 

Japan while the Australian fleet was busy nipped in and seized the 
MarshaU Islands enormously rich with pho^hate. 

What policing was it which permitted the prc)nng of the Ger- 
man raider Wolf on British shipping for 15 months ending Jan. 25 
1918? 

Did the Japanese in the common cause do anything to facilitate 
the movement of Australian foodstuffs to the Allies? 

The Marshall Islands surrendered to the British not to the Japan- 
ese. It was action of the Australian fleet in seizii^ Guam, etc. which 
enabled the capture of the Island. Japan slipping in behind our backs. 

Sir William Irvine tells me March i 1918 that Japan made a 
definite engagement that she would not retain possession of the 
Pacific Island. However does this tally with the documents published 
in the Manchester Guardian of Feb 7 1918? 

In reply to a question Mr Balfour said at the time of the taking of 
the Marshall Islands the Japanese Government gave no undertaking 
to hand them over to the Commonwealth of Australia (House of 
Commons. 5/3/1918) 

Bums Philp allowed only one steamer to visit Mardialls — ^this 
not once a month, rather once in 3 months. . . . Trade impossible 
under present conditions. 
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Japanese Warships convoyed through waters where there was 
no dangct Australian troops going to fight in the trenches of France 
what Jap. troops had not £ured to do the enemies of the Allies. 
What Jap. life has been lost in this peaceful service! Convoying 
Australians, 12,000 of whom had met dieir death fighting that Japs 
might carry on without danger the traffic of the seas. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


[I] 

“Things in China are not going well. Japan has made enormous progress,” 
Morrison wrote to Sir James Allen soon after his return to Peking in May 
1918. In every direction Japan had strengthened her hold over China. She 
was ladling our concessions to the Chinese, who were inveterate borrow- 
ers, with both hands, and on disastrous terms to China. For a loan of 10 
million yen, China might have to repay 20 million. “When I was in New 
Zealand,” Morrison added, “I was taken to task for referring to certain 
pro-German sympathies in the Japanese Army. The correctness of the 
statement would never be questioned in the Far East.” 

The conflict between North and South remained unresolved, and 
Morrison, despite his contempt for Sun Yat-sen, and his job with the 
Peking Government, thought a suggestion by Herbert Goff, British Con- 
sul-General in Yunnan, that the Allies should support the South, was 
“excellent commonsense”. Goff had recently talked to Roy Anderson, 
who had been in Yunnan “on some political stunt and also nosing around 
for contracts and concessions”: 

He favours us and the Americans combining to support the South 
and this has long been my opinion; it is true at present there is not 
much to choose between the North and South, but I think the best 
brains of the country will go with the South especially if we support 
them. At any rate they stand for democratic principles which are 
the avowed aims oT the Allies, whereas the northern tuchuns arc 
mostly ex-bandits, are pro-German, stand for autocracy, and are 
busy handing the country over to the Japanese. A private letter from 
London tells me that Jordan was of this opinion at home and advo- 
cated this course but was overruled by ... the Foreign Oflice. This is 
of course confidential. But it is a pity, Y think. Our diplomacy went 
all wrong with the Young Turks and the Russian revolution, and 
it looks as though we were going to make the same mistakes with 
Young China, who will be forced to turn to Japan if other support 
fails. 



“Things here are about as rotten as they can be,” Morrison wrote to 
Samuel Couling in London. (Couling was a former Baptist missionary in 
Shantung, who, with Morrison’s help, had compiled a scholarly Encyclo- 
paedia Smica), “I really do not know who is the Government. The whole 
country is tom with internecine strife. There are six tuchuns ravaging 
Chinese territory. Many parts of China are worse than Belgium.” 

He gave a more detailed report on China’s troubles in a letter to Sir 
Herbert Dering, British Minister in Bangkok, an old friend from Boxer 
days: 

Conditions in China are in a parlous state. Elections for both Houses 
of Parliament have been proceeding, for some time. The President 
has to be elected by lo July and his inauguration will take place on 
lo October. There are 3 candidates in the field. The one most likely 
to be elected is Hsu Shih-chang, who in your time in Peking was 
one of Yuan Shih-k’ai’s staflF at his camp near Tientsin. He rose under 
the Manchus to be first Viceroy of Manchuria. He has held many 
high posts and was one of “four Friends” of Yuan Shih-k’ai. To the 
foreigner, he appears to have every possible disqualification for such 
a post, and it is deplorable to think that the public should have such 
a President. The other 2 candidates are the Acting President, Feng 
Kuo-chang and Tuan Qii-jui, the present Prime Minister. Either of 
them would make a less unworthy President than Hsu. It is difficult 
to believe that with the reassembling of Parliament, strife will cease 
in China, for a large section of the people of China ^11 regard the 
election as illegal. 

The report on Englai^ which Morrison received from Mr Arthur 
Moore Bennett, an entrepreneur who knew Morrison and China well, 
was almost as dismal. Over two million had been killed and over six hun- 
dred thousand hopelessly maimed, though they never had any say in the 
detennination of their own destinies, said Mr Moore Bennett. A debt 
averaging £ 200 on every life in Britain was being piled up. The Govern- 
ment was protected by “a bomb-proof censorship”. The shibboleth of 
“Pro-German” was hurled against anyone who strove to pierce the veil 
of secrecy. Trade unions had been made to relinquish their hardly won 
privileges, and the Press its most cherished ideals of free speech. The 
health of the people was being seriously jeopardi«.ed. Young girls worked 
long hours with inadequate food, in unregulated factories. Immorality of 
every kind had crept into British public life. “Waste, wanton destruction, 
carelessness and ignorance seem to dance in one great orgy,” Mr Moore 
Bennett wrote. “Chaos such as I believe never existed since the early 17th 
century now holds sway in Britain.” 

Mr Moore Bennett had tried to convince the Government and the 
trade unions — ^he had talked to “nearly everyone who matters” — ^that 
every worker in Britain was “an economic soldier”, entitled to the best 
training, working and living condition*:, and that there should be a board 
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or ministry of commerce to co-ordinate all Britain’s essential services 
from the welfare of workers to the development of export markets: 

An obvious corollary to this is the necessity for a more open diplom- 
acy, but any examination into conditions will show the absolute 
• illo^c of permitting every other Government Department to have a 
ministry, — ^but trade and commerce that pay the services of each 
and every Ministry is under the thumb of at least a dozen different 
departments helped by none, hindered by all 

The permanent officials were the real rulers of Britain. In the Foreign 
Office there was a state of “mental hand-to-mouth existence”, no definite 
policy, no attempt to anticipate the future: 

The whole policy seems to be that China and the East generally 
with Australia are to be left to their fate. That Africa is to be made 
to take the place of China and that a great Union of Africas is to 
be made where the Rand crowd of magnates and goldfield owners 
will rule. 

[ 11 ] 

A group of well-wishers took camp cots, bedding, and mosquito nets 
to a temple in the Western Hills, a three-hour rickshaw ride from Peking, 
and settled down uncomfortably to examine China’s malaise. The diagnos- 
ticians, included Dr Tenney, Mr Archibald Rose, the British traveller 
and consul, and Morrison, who opened the discussion with a talk on 
“Seven Years of the Chinese Republic, Signs of Progress, Present Con- 
ditions and*Tendcncies”. Two of the speakers argued that it was too 
late to rally China to the active support of the Allied powers, and 
that she must be left as a passive and somewhat contemptible victim 
until her fate had been decided by others on the battlefields of Europe. 
But the majority claimed that a decisive and forward policy might still 
impel her to a more active participation in the conduct of a successful 
war, and the conclusion of a separate peace: 

The root of China’s troubles was found to lie in the untrammelled 
activities of her military governors, each of whom was struggling 
merely for personal power, in the consequent pledging of her 
available resource t<f one country, Japan, in return for steady sup- 
plies of ready money on terms involving the alienation of her 
sources of real wealth, and in the ensuing negation of the policy 
of the open door. Suggested a real reorganization loan by America 
(and other powers as should be inviti^d to join notably. Great 
Britain, France, and Japan) of 25 million pounds sterling, to be 
administered by Allied inspectors, first duty to be the disbandment 
of 700,000 out of 900,000 of her troops, and the immediate utiliza- 
tion of these men in productive enterprises — ^roadmaking, conserv- 
ancy, food productions, and^ industrial development, remaining 
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200,000 to be formed into an effective gendarmerie, with certain 
supervising powers over provincial taxation. Inducements to be 
offered Central Government. Unification of various railway systems 
2, promise to reconsider question of extra-territoriality. 

Morrison was feeling “ill and nervous and weak and much depres- 
sion’’ when on 23rd May he made his “annual sentimental pilgrimage” 
to the pine by the Princess’s Temple where he and Jennie had made 
their vows six years before. His domestic life, at least, was serene. He 
had moved into a “fine big Chinese house” about a mile to the north of 
his old place, and he now had three sons; the third, CoUn, was bom 
in April 1917. But when Bernard Falk called on him early in June in 
his “lovely palace the glories of which no journalist in England could 
ever equal”, he found there hung about Morrison “a listlessness and a 
melancholy which even the characteristic Northcliffe anecdotes which I 
recounted at his iastance failed to dispel”. Falk, the special corres- 
pondent of the Daily Mail in the Far East, described himself as North- 
cliffe’s agent. Morrison described him as a “vulgar little bounder of 
great assurance . . . with a marked Manchester accent”, and he reminded 
Jennie of a pawnbroker’s assistant: 

Calls me “Morrison” with great familiarity and declares there are 
only two great men in England, Northcliffe and Lloyd George, 
Haig was hopeless. . . , Lunch with Falk, Beilby Alston, Sir Charles 
Eliot ... an interesting experience! Falk talks with unblushing 
disrespect of the F.O. . . . Alston for many years in the F.O. present, 
Falk took the opportunity of telling us that the British Government 
had purchased the “Star and Garter” at Richmond as a home for 
incurables dug out qf their holes at the F.O., and that any day 
now you may see these former officials walking out in column in 
the care of a keeper. 

Falk, though a “bounder”, was a welcome addition to the Peking 
gossip circles. As well as stories of Northcliffe, he told the story of 
Pemberton Billing’s scabrous article about the dancer Maude Allan, titled 
“The Cult of the Clitoris”. Billing, an eccentric M.P., claimed that the 
German Secret Service had a Black Book of 47,000 prominent people in 
Britain whose sexual oddities laid them open to blackmail. When Maude 
Allan took an unsuccessful libel action against hun, a witness announced 
that Mr Asquith and Mr Justice Darling, the trial judge, were both in 
the Black Book. Bernard Falk assured his Peking audience that Mrs 
Asquith’s relations with Miss Allan were the scandal of England: 

Here Beilby spoke; “On one occasion, Mrs Asquith received us at 
the Prime Minister’s ofiicial residence, standing at the head of the 
stairs with her arm round Maude Allan’s waist Count Mettemich, 
the German Ambassador, attended the reception, was on the steps, 
when seeing the spectacle, he tun?ed round and left the hall, saying 
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that he would not permit himself to be received by Maude Allan, 
even though she was receiving with the wife of the Prime Minister.” 

Miss Allan was the daughter of a Montreal doctor named Durrant. 
There was some oddity in the family, according to a footnote of 
Morrison’s which reads: **Maude Allan Durrant ... is a sister of Theodore 
Durrant who was hanged for murder in California in 1908, having 
murdered two girls in a belfry and had carnal connection with them 
after death.” 

Morrison was perturbed to learn from Charles Denby, who had 
come to Peking to report to President Wilson and Secretary of State 
Lansing, that both had lost their distrust of Japan, and now believed 
in her good faith. Japan had won their sympathy by lending America 
transports on good terms, “and in other ways”. The American Press, 
too, was more and more inclining towards Japan, Denby said. Morrison’s 
dissatisfaction with this news was tempered by a report which appeared 
in the Japan Advertiser, Datelined “New York, June i”, it read: 

Speaking at a Union Club dinner in New York last night, Mr 
W. M. Hughes . . . said he would ask the United States for a 
Monroe Doctrine in Australia at the coming Peace Conference. The 
United States, Australia, and New Zealand possess common interests 
in the Pacific, and he would expect the United States to support 
Australia at the Peace Conference as on the battlefield. For the exist- 
ence of Australia as a confederacy of free people, it would be 
necessary for her to have a guarantee against enemy aggression, 
and this guarantee could only be obtained by the establishment of a 
MonPdb Doctrine in the South Pacific. Mr Hughes said that to 
secure the safety of Australian territory, it would be necessary that 
the islands on the eastern and northern coasts of Australia ^ould 
either be governed by Australia herself or be placed under the 
control of a friendly and civilized government. It is to the United 
States which Australia looks in this matter, he declared. 

Morrison underlined the last few lines of the story, and commented: 
“this very important announcement. ... A wise suggestion to which my 
visit to Australia has contributed not a little, for die reference to the 
Marshall Islands and placing them under the U.S.A.” 


[HI] 

Hsu Shih-chang, known as “Susie”, was elected President in September: 
“. . . a man without a Republican idea in his head. An old-time Mandarin, 
formerly Minister for Communications, who when I was leaving Peking 
in January 1910 to cross over to Russia, gave me a farewell dinner!” 

Morrison with an interpreter presented his compliments soon after 
the elecdon: 
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We entered a picturesque pavilion. Susie was waiting dressed in 
old-time Chinese clothes. We shook hands. ... For a few minutes 
we spoke some platitudes. I spoke in my own interest. Was anything 
prepared for the Peace Conference? Peace may come next year. 
Was any statement being compiled for the assistance of China's 
delegate at the conference? All such questions he parried. Never 
have I had a more footling interview. 

The election of the sixty-five-year-old Susie did nothing to arrest 
China's disdntegration. The period of warlord rule, which was to out- 
live Morrison, had begun: a period in which real power was in the hands 
of the military governors, who, as a first-hand observer, the French 
lawyer Jean E^arra, puts it, “made war and alliance between themselves 
and betrayed one another to their heart’s content”: 

Every now and then, one would get the better of the rest and set 
up in Peking a Government devoted to his interests. The foreign 
powers would back such and such a general regarded at the moment 
as the strong man likely to succeed. Over and over the struggle of 
the militarists, there were petty intrigues, and the intermittent pro- 
ceedings of a caricature of a government. 

Conditions in the interior were appalling, Morrison noted: “anarchy, 
no government, chaos, brigandage, piracy, highway robbery, etc.” 
Shantung, too, was in a state of brigandage: 

Postal inspectors are held for ransom, mailbags are seized. Robbers 
are the big-toothed comb, soldiers arc the fine-toothed. At Yenchang, 
robbers raided the town. Soldiers were sent to drive' them out. 
The robbers left the town before the soldiers came whereupon 
these valorous people systematically looted the town, pillaging 
and burning. 

[IV] 

The American charge d'affaires, J. V. A. MacMurray, returned to 
Peking in the middle of September after six months’ absence. Morrison 
told him that the time had come for President M(ilson to propose arbitra- 
tion between the contending factions in China: 

Better still I suggested if the factions could be manoeuvered into 
requesting arbitration, I would speak to Hsu Shih-chang about this 
and suggest his inducing both North and South to approach the 
President. ... I argued the time was opportune, the Japanese press 
were urging Japan to act as mediator, whereas America ought to be 
mediator. The President the most outstanding figure in the world 
today and America the first country to give recognition to China. 
Without loss of face could China ask for arbitration from this aUy. 
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Morrison received a letter from Chao Shih-wu, “Minister for Foreign 
Affairs in the Military Government of the Republic of China” in 
Canton, urging the claims of the South to recognition by the 
Powers. It was not difficult for an impartial judge to decide which was 
the real Parliament of China, he wrote. The Southerners upheld the 
constitution and the Parliament, which had twice been illegally dis- 
solved. The Northerners had a Parliament of their own creation com- 
posed of members “elected with bare-faced corruption and bribery”. 
But because the Northerners happened to be in possession of the capital, 
the Powers continued to deal with them. The Southerners, besides their 
great asset of legality, were in full possession of five rich and strategic 
provinces and had armies in seven or eight others: 

With the disgusting incompetence of the Peking authorities, their 
absolute lack of patriotism, amountii^ in cases almost to treason, 
their revival of the dying opium traffic, their auction of the assets 
of their country bit by bit, their corruption open and rampant, it 
is really difficult to see what there is in them which can secure 
the continued support of the foreign governments. The only possible 
explanation so far as I can see is that they are nominally the Allies 
of the Entente Powers. ... I have more than once wondered if the 
World War were to end today what figure China would cut at 
the Council Table tomorrow. Even in our present circumstances 
and with our resources, we should like to do something for the 
Allies* cause. We should like to do it for the highest interest of 
China as a whole, for the North as well as for the South, for the 
future^diplomatic position of China among the States of the world. 

I am writing to you frankly and widiout reserve as friend to 
friend. While titularly you are adviser to the Peking Government 
I would rather consider you adviser to China. ... I am sure you 
will exert to the utmost your good influence for China’s greatest 
good. I am willing to do my best to collaborate with you. Between us 
1 hope something can be done. 

Without consulting anyone in Peking, Morrison took a trip to the 
South to talk to some of its leaders. In Nanking he lunched with the 
tuchun of Kiangsi, General Li Shun, and repeated the suggestion that 
America should be invited to mediate between North and South. There 
were many precedents, he pointed out, the most noteworthy being Japan’s 
request for President Roosevelt’s mediation in the Russo-Japanese war. 
Japanese intelligence officers were keenly interested in Morrison’s 
mission. When they questioned General Li about his visit the General 
blandly denied that it had taken place. 

In Shanghai, Morrison drove to the French concession and “with 
much difficulty” found the house of Sun Yat-sen. The diary report of 
the interview is curiously unrevealing, though it reflects a much more 
tolerant attitude towards Sun: 
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Sun Yat-sen gave me a very cordial welcome and I must say right 
here impressed me as I had not been impressed before by his 
sincerity and earnestness and by a certain magnetism which 1 pre- 
viously did not notice. He was dressed in Chinese clothes, no signs 
of advancing age, and expressed himself forcibly and well. He 
reminded me that on my previous visit 1 had urged upon him the 
advantage of China*s entering the war on the side of the Allied 
powers and tliat he was opposed to China’s entry. His text was 
“Powers always support the wrong side as they did the Taipings 
and now the Northern Party.” The Powers always intervene 
wrongly. He spoke of himself as an outlaw, and spoke with some 
bitterness of the way Englishmen attacked him, when he owed 
everything to England, and made acknowledgement. I spoke to him 
of my plans for China. 

Morrison’s southern journey ended in Hong Kong, where he was 
entertained by two eminent Englishmen. One was the Colonial Secretary 
— “Excellency the Officer administering the Government”: 

under which portentous title is concealed the Hon. Claude Severn 
C.M.G. the Buffoon of Hong Kong, a babyfaced stumpy man with 
a bulging turn, the last on earth you would expect to be selected 
for such an important post. His appointment . . . was one of the 
jokes of our time. Noted throughout the colony as a mountebank 
and retailer of risky after-dinner stories, he aspires to be admitted 
as a lay reader in the Church. 

The other empire-builder was Major-General Francis Ventris, who 
was formerly in command at Tientsin some years before (1903-!^.). 

He was then sufferings from senile decay the progress of which has 
continued rapidly since. He is now suffering from softening of 
the brain and is almost paralytic in his decrepitude. No doubt 
because of his being in this mental state, he has been given com- 
mand of a British force in China. 

In a crowded Hong Kong street Morrison saw three little boys 
(“the ages of my own”) following wistfully hand-in-hand a Chinaman of 
ffie artisan type. He was “curiously affected” on learning that they were 
slave children, being led by a slave-trader to market. 

[V] 

On the morning of 12 th November, Reuter’s in Peking released a 
message: the press bureau has issued an announcement from the 

MINISTER SAYING THAT AN ARMISTICE HAS BEEN SIGNED FOR A PERIOD OF 
FIVE MONTHS FROM THE I ITH INSTANT AND THAT HOSTILITIES CEASE ON ALL 
FRONTS AT NOON TODAY THE I ITH INSTANT. 

“For a period of five months” was amended in a later message to 
“5 o’clock in the morning”. Next day) after a pleasant lunch, Morrison 
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went along to see the Ketteler monument being puUed down. He had 
dictated a paragraph for a Peking paper the night before, urging that this 
should be done: 

The work had already been taken in hand. . . . French soldiers, mostly 
. inebriated, had begun the work late last night. . . . Relieved by 
Chinese coolies. Huge blocks in construction, no blocks so large 
are to be found in Peking. As far as possible they will be preserved 
and re-erected in the Palace grounds in memory of the Allied victory 
to which the Chinese contributed so overwhelmingly. They were in 
fact the determining cause of the Allied success, for they only 
ratified the declaration of war on November 5 and hostilities ceased 
on November 1 1. 

A flattering letter, written two days after the Armistice, from Sun 
Johnson, “sole proprietor and editor” of the Chinese Australian Herald, 
Sydney, read; 

My reason for writing you this is to convey to you my own and the 
thanks of my Countrymen here in Australia for the able way in 
which you have guided China through these years of War. 

I must confess that at times 1 experienced many feelings of dread 
that she may have allowed herself to be guided by less able counsel, 
but, thanks to your firmness, political foresight and tact, tlie Nation 
has emerged honorably from the gloom. 

It is a blessing that at last Peace is practically assured for the 
World, but unfortunately your troubles arc increased by the dis- 
ruption between North and South of China. 

jClTy sympathy goes out to you in the very strenuous times you 
have been passing through and we here all know what your brain 
must suffer. 

Allow me to give you a message of comfort. 

Deep down in the hearts ot every Chinese today is a feeling 
of loving gratitude to you, and we ask you to accept our many 
thanks for the great services you have rendered China. 


[VI] 

There was an indecorous scramble to join the Chinese delegation to the 
Peace Conference. “All arc crowding to go,” an official told Morrison. 
“Difficulty is the expense.” Inexplicably, Morrison was not invited, and 
understandable rancour creeps into his comments on some of the chosen: 

1 praise them highly, especially de Codt, who was an honest man 
who knew nothing about China and was never afraid to say so. 
1 . . . thought he would be a most dignified assistant, especially as he 
was deaf, and his favourite words were “I know nothing” — ^truthful 
words. I also highly praised Denis who equally had the advantage 



of knowing nothing about China, and as for that oily scoundrel 
Dr J. C. Ferguson, 1 thought China would be well advised to secure 
his services. 1 could think of no more fitting representative. 

Morrison’s friends were put out because he had been excluded. 
Weame said, “We are determined you shall go”, and without consulting 
Morrison wired London that the Japanese opposed Morrison’s going. 
“What an unfortunate telegram,” Morrison wrote in his diary. “I will 
be blamed for having inspired it.” A few days later Lu Tseng-tsiang, one 
of China’s senior defegates, told Morrison that the President wanted him 
to go, but had not officially invited him because he did not want to 
have to ask Ariga or Padoux, who would expect to be present also. 
“Therefore apparently the fiction was that I was to go on conge and 
turn up accidentally as it were at this interesting gathering,” Morrison 
commented. 

He expressed neither surprise nor satisfaction at this devious 
decision. He was feeling very ill and was much worried about himself. 
Not lo^ before he had observed that his “meagre medical knowledge”, 
just sufficient to cause him to exaggerate all aiments, had almost since 
his graduation been a source of anxiety to him. “It would have been better 
had I never studied medicine,” he wrote. Now he made a melancholy 
recapitulation of some of his anxieties; 

At different times of recent years I have feared epithitonia of the 
tongue, carcinoma of the rectum, impotence, albuminuria, prostatic 
enlargement, trachoma, arterio-sclerosis, and now gfyeosuria. . . . 
Have malaise and depression and much thirst. Have indeed to carry 
an overpowering burden and yet am such a poltroon th«t 1 cannot 
summon sufficient courage to go and see the doctor for if anything 
is wrong I dread that Jennie should know it. 

[VII] 

Yoshizara, the Japanese charge d’affaires at Peking, called on Morrison 
informally at the end of December “to have a frank talk”. He said he 
would speak with a candour that would not be expected from a member 
of the diplomatic body, and begged Morrison also to speak without 
reserve. Morrison did; he began by citing a numbrr of assaults by Japanese 
soldiers on British citizens in China for which no redress could be 
obtained, and moved from these to the broad political scene: 

I said there was no Englishmen who knew his facts who did not 
consider that Japan had failed to fulfil her obligations as an ally and I 
spoke of the bitterness felt by her failure. I ^oke of the anxiety 
we Englishmen felt right up to the last April as to what Japan 
might <k>. Wc knew that the Japanese military were in a large degree 
sympathetic with Germany, I spoke of her naval failure, her faflure 
to check the raiders, and now of the change of attitude, not due to 
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the Alliance, but to the collapse of Germany. I told him what was 
the truth regarding the extraordinary care taken by the British Gov- 
ernment to prevent any cridcism that could in any way be r^rded 
as adverse trom appearing in any English paper, in Great Britain, 
or her overseas dominions etc., and 1 spoke of the indignadon which 
we feel against Japan for taking advantage of this friendly act on our 
part and in not making any compensatory effort to control the 
hosdlides of the Japanese press! 

He made a speech thanking me for all this quoting the proverb 
about the unpleasantness of good medicine, and gave the explanadon, 
which I believe to be true, that the Japanese military were un- 
doubtedly sympathedc with Germany and secondly that Japan was 
still in an imperfect state of development, that there were still gaps 
in her dvilizadon to be filled in, and that the Diplomatic service 
had wider knowledge than that possessed by the Military. He spoke 

of the difficulty with the military .A very interesting experience. 

1 have given the skeleton only of what 1 said. 

Morrison spent the last day of 1918 in Yokohama, on his way to 
Europe. Peace, “so early and unexpected”, had thrown the economic life 
of Japan into confusion, he notea. He was met by the librarian of the 
Morrison library, Mikinosuke Tshida, who showed him the new bindings 
replacing the old destroyed bindings of his “beautiful library”, and in 
the cabin of his ship, the Fushimi Mam^ was a huge basket of flowers 
with red silk streamers, “a gift to George Ernest Morrison from the Dr 
George Ernest Morrison library”. 

His diary ended with his annual prayer for health and happiness — 
it occupiefa page and a half — ^to which he now added: 

May my sons have inherited all that is good in the father and none 
of the much that is evil and weak 

I pray that 1 be given the K.C.M.G. for it was promised me, 
and that the Lord will set me on high and make me the British Min- 
ister to Peking 

I pray that my outstanding fear of glycosuria may prove 
groundless 

Among the odd notes at the end of the diary is: “Asquith is known as 
‘The Old Champagner’— »^^ery obvious and excellent.” 

[ VIII ] 

When he left Yokohama, Morrison carried a letter of introduction from 
an old friend, Henry Bonar, former British Consul-General in Korea, to 
Commander ^rrocold, R.N.V.R., London. This enclosed an introduction 
to the Director of the Intelligence Division at the Admiralty, Admiral 
Sir Reginald Hall, and a sealed envelope addressed to Hall. To ^rrocold, 
Bonar wrote: 
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Greetings, Please give enclosed to Admiral Hall. It is about Morrison. 
His reveladons — hope he will make them to you too— about our 
diplomacy vis a vis ot the Chinese at the commencement of the war 
are appalling. I think it will be most useful for the D.I.D. to hear 
fully what Morrison has to say, for being an Australian with very 
strong views as to the admission of Japanese to the Southern regions 
of the Pacific and full of historical and chronological remembrances 
of the doings of the J’s — coupled with his position as Adviser to the 
Chinese Government opposed to all Japanese ambition — ^his opinions 
are more than valuable — essential. Being rather shy he requires to be 
drawn but he speaks plainly. It was most refreshing to hear his views 
of our diplomatic representatives over there. 

The introduction to Hall described Morrison as “certainly one of 
the wise men of the East . . . full of information if only he will dispense 
it”. The letter in the sealed envelope read: 

Apart from the introduction I have given Dr Morrison, may I suggest 
that you give him every opportunity of talking? 

I took him into my confidence about the Japanese Secret Service 
Bonds. His accurate chronological sense of events in those years — 
1904-5 and his own version of the Port Arthur surrender, give those 
documents a curiously interesting aspect. He agrees with me that 
they must be genuine. He thinks the British Government should use 
this knowledge and take advantage of it. 

But of course it is hopeless to interest the F.O. in a matter of this 

sort 

At this stage, the knowledge of the incident mig'fit prove a 
powerful weapon. 

If you think it expedient and like to hear his views you might 
invite him to discuss the subject. Which otherwise he is bound to 
keep secret. 

Morrison inspected photo-copies of the bonds, which told an aston- 
ishing story: that the Russian commander Stocssel had been bribed by 
the Japanese to surrender Port Arthur — a surrender described by Morri- 
son as “the most discreditable in history”: 

On 7 July 1904, Japan . . . having suffered •jevere losses to her fleet 
and her transports . . . entered into a contract with three prominent 
Russians . . . including among them probably Stoessel himself. ... It 
was arranged that when peace was secured three promissory notes of 
46,000,000 yen each were to be issued by Japan to the Russian signa- 
tories, and to be payable on 22 March 1915. 

Why this day? 

. . . After the signature of peace, the three promissory notes 
were signed in Tokyo ... by Prince Yamagata, Grand Councillor of 
State. These documents are knowq to be in existence . . . for a sum of 
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/ i5»ooo they can be acquired. . . . Photos of the whole dossier . . . 
have been shown to Eyre Crowe. [Assistant Under-Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs] who advised they should not be shown to Conyng- 
ham Greene who would “have a fit” if he knew, added Crowe. 

[IX] 

Morrison’s cabin mate on the Fushimi Maru was W. R. Betcher, head of 
the silk department in Marshall Fields, the great Chicago department 
store. Mr Betcher was an uninhibited conversationalist. He had known 
Morrison only a few hours when he revealed that Marshall Field II had 
been shot in a brothel by a “flash American harlot” and had died in 
hospital, nothing having crept into the papers. Marshall Field’s sister, 
Ethel, was married to Sir David Beatty. 

Within a day or two Morrison had charted the more interesting fel- 
low-passengers: Baron Kondo, a member of the Japanese House of Peers, 
and president of the N.Y.K. line, on his way to Europe to claim compen- 
sation for five steamers lost by enemy action; Dr Manuel Quezon, “a 
striking-looking Filipino, clean-shaven, well-formed hooked nose, clear 
piercing eyes”, on his way to America to redeem President Wilson’s 
promise of independence for the Philippines; Mrs M. Kline, a “physically 
splendid animal elaborately dressed”, who cast the “glad eye”, played 
poker, swilled cocktails, and was heard to say late one night, “Is it the 
steamer rolling or is it me?”; Miss E. Gleason, president of a bank in 
Rochester, N.Y., a “sprightly spinster of 6o with a man’s voice who 
dances politely, her head downward, and her buttocks outward, leaving 
the furthest gap possible between her pubic region and her partners.” 
A fellow delegate to the Peace Conference, V^. K. Ting, told Morrison 
that his allowance for expenses was $7000, that Lu 1 ‘scng-tsiang, had 
$60,000, and “the greatest humbug of all”, Lieutenant-General Liang 
Shan-tung, who had no military training of any kind, had an allowance 
of $30,000. “Not a soul knows what is to be done,” Morrison wrote. “The 

Delegation is farcical I must admit that I feel somewhat ashamed to be 

attached to it.” 

Jennie wrote soon after liis departure: 

President Roosevelt’s death , . . was a great shock to me. He was such 
a fine big generous figure. ... I have always had such an admiration 
for him and 1 know you had too. 1 am getting tired to death of 
Wilson, and so is everyone else — ^he talks too much! 

... I hope you will see Northcliffc when you are home. 1 often 
think (tho’ my intuition tells me you will do so) that if you can’t puJl 
off the job I want for you so much in Peking, I would like you to 
take up journalistic work again in Peking. It seems to me imperative 
that there should be somebody here who will be able to give the 
world trustworthy information about China. Northcliffe might be 
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only too glad to get you back and at a high salary too! I feel your 
present position here is intolerable, and as you know it has been a 
grief to me for years. I saw how hopeless it was. . . . 

Jennie disliked the Americans as well as the Japanese. In another 
letter she wrote: “You’d think they had won the War altogether instead 
of having made millions out of it for the first three years and only coming 
in when it was nearly over. 1 hope Wilson will be taken down a peg or 
two in Europe ” 


[X] 

The sea trip did not improve Morrison’s health. After being interviewed 
by three “amazingly ignorant*’ reporters in Toronto he was thoroughly 
worn out and almost speechless. “Why should I break down in this way?” 
he asked himself. “Yet I remember being weary in the same way far back 
in the 8o’s. My power of recuperation must be weaker now.” In Montreal 
he hired a bunalo-robed sleigh and drove round the town. Passing a 
house in Cadieux Street, his driver, a French Canadian, said it was staned 
by thirty-one young French Canadian girls. “He seemed quite proud of 
the success of his lellow-provincials who had a monopoly of the high- 
class prostitution in Montreal.” 

Morrison could not stand the “infernal racket and bustle” in New 
York and, after buying nine Robinson Crmoes at Putnam’s,^was glad to 
get away to Washington, where a talk in the State Department convinced 
him that America was playing a double game, “supporting Japan in her 
attitude towards China, while inveigling China into looking zo America 
for support against Japan”. He talked to Debuchi, the Counsellor at the 
Japanese Embassy, who admitted that Japan in 1914 did not want China 
to enter the war (“the first admission I had received tliat Sir John . . . was 
not acting alone!”) and visited the Chinese Legation, where “a dirty 
foreign porter with fly unbuttoned opened the door — a shabby place, 
indeed”. Yet the Minister, Wellington Koo, he reflected, had a salary of 
S1800 a month, an entertainment allowance of $2400, and “a fair share of 
the pickings from Cuba, where the Consul-General gathers $100,000 a 
year”. 

He arrived in Liverpool on an icy-cold wet,, night early in February, 
and went to bed supperless and without a fire after reading that F. E. 
Smith, “a hard-drinlung a-whoring irresponsible politician of the worst 
type”, had been appointed Lord Chancellor. 

At the Langham Hotel in London, Morrison’s maid, “a very pretty 
girl”, told him she was paid ten shillings a week and averaged five shillings 
a week from tips (“horrible food, hours 6 a.m. to 10 p.m.”). But she was 
better off than girls at the Frederick Hotel, who were paid only 14 a 
year. One of his first appointments was with Hutton (“a loyal friend for 
33 years”), who was “comfortably installed with ^£440 a year and every- 

378 



thing found, in charge of a lunatic baron*’. They dined at Hackett’s, 
and Morrison felt rather ashamed **for he eats rather horribly”. 

Morrison had an interesting talk with Lady Stanley and Mrs Moberly 
BelL Lady Stanley was most indignant against President Wilson “and his 
hatred of Great Britain”: 

His policy was deliberately designed to prolong the peace, to the 
detriment of Great Britain and to involve her more and more in the 
financial toils of America. England will get no indemnity, that was 
her conviction. President Wilson has to conspire for the German vote 
and Irish vote. He hates the English, she said again and again, and 
greatly embarrasses Marshal Foch. 

Mrs Moberly Bell said The Times was paying well. She had been 
given 5000 shares which had paid no dividenas for years, but were now 
paying six per cent. 

The Times announced the resignation of the editor, Geoffrey Daw- 
son, and his succession by Wickham Steed. No reason was given, but 
other papers published a letter from Dawson to John Walter, chairman of 
The Times, which showed that Dawson had had a disagreement with 
Northclijffe, and Morrison recalled maliciously that Northcliffe used to 
say of Dawson, “At last The Times has an editor who knows his mind!” 

Morrison sent a letter of congratulations to Chirol on winning a libel 
case (in which Sir Edward Carson had defended him for a brief of 2000 
guineas, and a refresher of 250 guineas a day), but he did not seek out 
any of his former colleagues of Printing House Square. He inserted an 
advertisement in The Times — “Dr G. E. Morrison has arrived in London 
from Peking on his way to Paris and is staying at the Langham Hotel”— 
and broodl^d over the fact that whereas once such an announcement 
would have been published free, as an item of public interest, now it cost 
him twenty-one shillings. 

Jennie and the children were on their way to England, and Morrison 
rented from his brother-in-law, Lance Gaunt, for ^9 a week, a country 
house in Forrest Row, Sussex, “with a dear little pony, a dog, and beautiful 
views”. Gaunt, who had a law business in Singapore, contributed his meed 
of gossip: 

Earl Percy was undoubtedly killed in a duel in Paris. Often said 
Winston Churchill was present. Mrs Asquith, Elizabeth Asquith, and 
Lady Diana Manneft are all in some way connected with the Billie 
Carleton case where a young prostitute died from an overdose of 
some dope. 

Morrison lunched with Brigadier-General Charles Snodgrass Ryan, a 
leading Melbourne surgeon, and a former Consul-General for Turkey in 
Australia, who had served as a medical officer with the Australians on 
Gallipoli, and had a remarkable story of the campaign: 

Informal armistice for burial of dead. Wearing all his ribbons, he 
strolled across No Man’s Lar^ and entered the Turkish trenches. 
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Officers and men surrounded him. An officer seeing his decorations 
said, “But you have the Turkish medal?” Yes, fought with the Turks 
against the Russians. . . . “And you also have the Plevna medal”? Ryan 
explained that he had been in Plevna during the siege and added diat 
for 20 years, he had been Consul-General in Australia. The officer 
much excited said, “But my officers are the sons of officers who 
fought at Plevna” and then and there, gave orders, and summoning 
his officers made them pass one by one before Ryan, and give him the 
salute. It was a striking scene. 


[XI] 

A “majestic double room, 20ft x 19, with bathroom and pantry attached” 
had been reserved for Morrison in Paris, in the MacMahon Palais Hotel, 
near the Place de Tfetoile, for forty-five francs (about thirty-four shillings) 
a day, “without nourishment”. Here he was met by “the wonderful Sir 
John McLeavy Brown, aged 83”. Brown told him that the Chinese delega- 
tion was at sixes and sevens. “Self before country is their motto. All in- 
triguing for each other’s advancement. Like being in a circus.” But the 
other powers had their circuses, too. 

Watching the “Big Three” — Wilson, Lloyd George, and Clemenceau 
— at work with a map, Harold Nicolson, as a young diplomat attached 
to the British Delegation, wrote: “Isn’t it appalling that these ignorant and 
irresponsible men should be cutting Asia Minor to bits as if they were 
dividing a cake. . . . Isn’t it terrible, the happiness of millions being decided 
in this way? . . .” Foch was equally unhappy about the work- of the Big 
Three. He protested stronglj? that he had not seen the terms of the Peace 
Treaty dealing with the military defences of the Rhine frontier. He 
thought the oefences quite inadequate. “Fancy the politicians drafting 
military clauses relating to the safeguarding of France without reference 
to the highest military authority,” Morrison commented. 

Of the three cake-cutters, Lloyd George was perhaps the most ignor- 
ant. “Our Prime Minister seems woefully ill-equipped for settling these 
important questions,” Morrison wrote, when the fate of Shantung was 
being decided. If Lloyd George knew little about foreign affairs gener- 
ally, he knew nothing at all about China. In an important discussion with 
President Wilson he admitted that he had never ^Tieard of the Twenty-one 
Demands, and when Wilson read him extracts from them he declarecf with 
a triumphant air of discovery: “This means the Japanizarion of China!” 
Wilson curtly suggested that he should study a case before discussing it. 
The veteran American journalist Melville Stone, of Associated Press, 
observed: “Lloyd George has a startling indifference to, if not ignorance 
of, the larger affairs of nations.” He had expressed surprise when told 
that in America the war-making power was invested in Congress, not 
in the President, and at one session had asked; “What is diis place 
Roumania is so anxious to get — ^Transylvania?” Nor, according to Sir 
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Charles Addis, a leading London banker, was Arthur Balfour much 
better fitted for his important post. Sir Charles, a director of the Bank of 
England, and the London Manager of the Hong Kong and Shanghai 
bank, said to Morrison: **Balfour is a brilliantly clever man but he ought 
never to have been Foreign Secretary. He is very lazy, comes to the 
Foreign Office at 6 p.m. after sitting with his heels on the mantelpiece, 
leaves at 8. Quite frankly he admits that he knows nothing about China. 
His appointment has been a misfortune.** 

Morrison lunched at the Hotel Majestic with W. M. Hughes and 
other members of the Australian delegation, including the Minister for 
the Navy, Sir Joseph Cook (“very good-looking man”) and “a banal 
man”, Lieutenant-Commander John Latham. “There was considerable 
banter at the table, the men baiting Mr Hughes, who showed the most 
vigorous hostility to President Wilson and the Americans.’* He also 
showed that despite his reputation for wit, his sense of humour was often 
as immature as Morrison’s: 

He had read in the paper that Mr Wilson was unwell. He knew w^hat 
it meant when a woman was unwell, but what did it mean in the case 
of a man? He appealed to me It was later reported that Mr Wil- 

son had walked vigorously round the deck five miles. “Ah”, said Mr 
Hughes, “now 1 know what will happen. He strained his heart doing 
so, he will drop dead suddenly and will be buried at sea wrapped in 
the Flag of the League of Nations!” 

Of the Americans who are talking so big, strutting over the 
world as though they had won the war ... he spoke gleefully of the 
recen^riot in Charing Cross when 50 London policemen had put to 
rout, 1000 Americans. He repeated the figures and declared his inten- 
tion when he went to London of going to the Bow Street Police 
Station and saluting the station. 

Morrison does not report whether the distinguished company was 
convulsed by these coruscating sallies. A. J. Fraser, of the Australian 
Press Agency, told him another of the Prime Minister’s bon mots: “When 
Billy Hughes was in Sheffield he received so many and ample gifts that 
he said to the correspondent who was reporting the gifts to Australia, 
‘Tone it down. Jack, or they’ll think I’ve been looting the bloody town!’ ” 
President Wilson heartily reciprocated Prime Minister Hughes’s dis- 
like of him. “What can you do with a man,” he once remarked in exas- 
peration, “who won’t read and can’t hear?” 

Morrison walked down the Bois de Boulogne with the Australian 
correspondent, Keith Murdoch, who hacL,been on Gallipoli, where he 
was involved in a breach of faith with the Conunander-in-Chief, General 
Sir Ian Hamilton. He did not impress Morrison: 

Murdoch is a rather common ugly man, apparently on good terms 
with Lloyd George and Hughes, but despite his boastfulness, on terms 
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less familiar than he had led Theodore Fink to believe. ... He told 
me that he worked with Adam of The Times and that he gave Adam 
two very important documents. He conveyed to me that he saw all 
documents, that he studied the highly confidential documents on 
British desiderata etc. His pay is >^1500, plus £200 for his share 
in the Sydney Sz/tz, and much more of the same sort of talk. He spoke 
of the bitterness of the Australians against the British officers, especi- 
ally the junior officers, and of the injustice done to the Australians in 
giving them the hardest fighting and in putting them under British 
officers. Godley . . . was another butcher sending his men to need- 
less slaughter. Sir Hubert Gough waif the worst of all, yet Haig did 
his best to retain him and it was only Lloyd George himself who 
removed him. . . . The great trouble all through was jobbery and 
cliquism, and Haig’s refusal to remove incompetent generals. 

Referring to the “Battle of the Wazir”, when Australian troops burnt 
down brothels in Cairo, Murdoch said they were quite right to act as they 
did: 


The finest men in Australia were brought to that infected spot. They 
begged to the British to have the infected women removed. The 
British refused whereupon, after a time, the Australians raided the 
quarter and set fire to it. And repeated this when the house was 
rebuilt. 

Jennie arrived in Paris, having left the children in Sussex, and Morri- 
son took her to dinner at the Restaurant Larue (“the most expensive 
restaurant in Paris, said to he the favourite of Marshal Foch”): “We had 
pea-soup, mackerel, too salt, oily and tough, asparagus with the taste of 
turnip, large coarse and freakish, and Jennie had coffee which was really 
chicory.” I'his repast, without wine, cost fifty shillings. In Peking, he 
noted disenchantedly, it would have cost not more than five shillings. 

Murdoch and Sir Arthur Willcrt, The Times Washington corres- 
pondent, who had been secretary of the British War Mission in America, 
discussed the difficulty of finding a suitable British Ambassador to Wash- 
ington. Lord Crewe? Morrison said he was a hemiplegic. Winston 
Qiurchill? Willcrt recalled that Roosevelt had said Churchill was an 
Anglo-American who combined the worst qualities of both countries. 
Other nominees were Lord Willington, Munro-Ferguson, and Robert 
Cecil — ^whom Northcliffe favoured except for the fact that his wife was 
deaf— and Northcliffe himself, whom several American diplomats fav- 
oured. “There is an astonishing poverty of talent in the diplomatic ser- 
vice,” Morrison reflected. Willcrt spoke strongly of President Wilson: 
“His opportunism, his unscrupulousness, his insincerity.” Willert was glad 
that the view he had held of Wilson for years was the view that now 
generally prevailed, 
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[xn] 

Morrison’s health, a recurring anxiety, had become alarmingly worse. On 
and April he was **much disconcerted” to iind that his weight was 1581b, 
four pounds less than it had been five weeks before. He was feeling “ill 
and worn*’ and so tired that he carried his bag with difficulty. On i 6 th 
April he wrote, “Bad health — ^I’m as near jaundice as can be”, and a few 
days later, “Feeling very ill, as yellow as parchment. I am really worried”: 
“Masseur came but 1 am really no better and am much worried. 1 am 
quite unfit to go about, and this is especially unfortunate for Jennie. Work 
is impossible foT me for I look really ill. My skin is like old parchment. . . . 
I have never been like this before. . . 

A Chinese doctor diagnosed colo-cystitis — a catarrhal condition of 
the bile-duct — and prescribed two grains of calomel and saline purgatives. 
An English doctor diagnosed infective catarrhal jaundice, and prescribed 
calomel, salines, and abundance of water, tea, and to Morrison’s surprise, 
coffee, which he characterized as one of the best of the diuretics. He 
thought Morrison would be all right in five or six days. 


[XIII] 

The Peace Conference, formally opened on i8th January, did not seri- 
ously get down to business till more than nine weeks after the signing 
of the Armistice. Wilson was determined that the Covenant of the League 
be inserted in the Peace Treaty, no matter how long this delayed the 
signing of the Treaty. “The whole world wants peace. The President 
wants his Lgague. I think the world will have to wait,” Lansing wrote in 
his diary on 20th March. The world waited, and ultimately the President 
got his League — sacrificing China on its altar. “I am glad 1 am not there. 
They are all out for loot,” wrote Sir Edward Grey, as he heard in retire- 
ment of the wranglings and intrigues of the men of Versailles. The loot 
that Japan wanted was Shantung and the Northern Pacific Islands. No one 
except Morrison was particularly interested in the islands, but the Chinese 
were vitally interested in Shantung. They did not know till the confer- 
ence began that, by a secret agreement made on i6th February 1917, Elng- 
land and France had agreed to recognize Japan’s claim to both Shantung 
and the islands. Defending this monstrous agreement, Lloyd George said: 
“At that time the submarme menace was very formidable. Most of our de- 
stroyers were in the North Sea. There was a shortage in the Mediter- 
ranean. We asked the assistance of Japan and hard-pressed as we were, 
agreed to her proposals.” He added. “It was a hard bargain!” He did not 
add “for China”. 

Ronald Macleay admitted to Morrison that Balfour had not consulted 
Sir John Jordan when the agreement was made. He said Balfour was 
pressed into acquiescence by the Admiralty, and this was the black- 
mail England had to pay. Speaking of the Japanese expedition against 
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Tsingtao, Macleay said emphatically, “It was that brute Winston impetu- 
ously butting in without consulting others/' He also spoke strongly 
against Lansing, whom he called a “poisonous brute". 

In failing health, Morrison fought strenuously against Japan's de- 
mands. He hoped that America and the British dominions would support 
China in resisting them, and at first it seemed clear that President Wilson's 
lofty words in his Adriatic declaration, with its denunciation of secret 
treaties, would apply to China as much as to Yugoslavia. “Peace should be 
founded on ... a new order of right and justice," he said. What could be 
more right or just than to restore to China the territory that Germany had 
filched from her? The Chinese delegates were convinced that Wilson was 
on their side, and certainly AustraUa, if not her sister dominions, might 
have been expected to support a friendly China against an aggressive 
Japan. But Hughes, through vanity, demagogy, and stupidity, proved 
to be Japan's most valuable ally. 

When Japan made a quite reasonable plea, that recognition of national 
and racial equality should be written into the Covenant of the League — a 
plea supported by China and an overwhelming majority of the powers — 
President Wilson allowed himself to be manoeuvred by Britain into re- 
jecting it on a flimsy technicality. Britain may have feared the effect of 
such recognition on her “inferior” Indian subjects, but the immutable 
stumbling-block was Billy Hughes, who, with a keen eye on the voters 
in “White Australia”, pretended to believe that “racial equality" really 
meant “unrestricted immigration” of black, brown, and yellow men, the 
Great Australian Bogy, He threatened to walk out if the slightest conces- 
sion w'ere made on the racial question. The obduracy of this posturing 
demagogue, well described by Patrick Gallagher, an American observer, 
as “physically, politically and intellectually stone deaf", played right into 
Japan’s hands. Baron Makinoriet it be known that Japan would suffer 
only one rebuff. If she were rebuffed again over Shantung, she would boy- 
cott the League. To win her adherence, Wilson handed over one of 
China's most valuable provinces. W^ilson was satisfied. His cherished 
League was preserved. Hughes was satisfied. Shantung was not worth 
many votes in Australia. And China should have been satisfied. In ex- 
change for Shantung, she was given the booby prize of the peace settle- 
ment; the ancient astronomical instruments stolen from the Peking obser- 
vatory by the Germans in 1900 were returned to her. 

Wilson wielded a big enough stick to ha\le overruled the Anglo- 
French secret agreement on Shantung. He had once threatened that if his 
views did not prevail he would return to America with his staff and call 
in the £800 million, mostly on short loan, owed by Great Britain to 
America. 

When the Japanese Ambassador, Matsui, reproachfully spoke to 
Morrison of the assistance Japan had given to Australia in convoying 
her ships he got the well-rehearsed reply; 

1 observed that the convoying was through peaceful waters where 


384 



there was no enemy. He said there was the Emden whereat I said with 
some brutality that the Emden did not molest Japanese ships. I went 
on to say that the feeling in Australia represented the Japanese as 
having done little in the war. He contested this view saying that 
Japanese at the great distance of Japan from the seat of war could 
* not be blamed for not having done more, that public opinion in 
Japan naturally did not have the same feeling towards the war that 
would be felt in Europe. And I spoke to him about Japan's action 
in keeping China out of the war. . . . 

“There is no shadow of a doubt diat President Wilson has played 
with the Chinese for his own political ends, has befooled them callously," 
Morrison wrote. At his “urgent request”. Colonel Stephen Bonsai, an 
adviser with the American delegation, called on him. They had known 
each other during the Boxer troubles, when Bonsai was a correspondent 
of the New York Herald, Bonsai, whom Morrison described as “a loud- 
voiced, noi^ American”, noted in his diary: 

He is ill with the jaundice and is evidently in a serious condition, but 
he hopes to leave for England in a few days. He said he did not wish 
to express his personal opinion, but he thought we ought to know 
that the members of the Chinese delegation were more furious with 
Wilson than they were with Balfour, whom they regard as his cat’s 
paw. Koo and all of them insist Wilson said, “You can rely on me.” 
“We did so and now we are betrayed in the house of our only friend.” 
He feels confident that the Chinese would not sign and the American 
interests would suffer greatly as the result of what the Chinese were 
unitedjn regarding as a base betrayal. 


[XIV] 

“A lovely day,” Harold Nicolson wrote in his diary on ytli May. “Great 
chestnut trees drinking gulps of sunlight.” On this lovely day the bulky 
document of the Peace Treaty, impregnated witli the seeds of another 
world war, was presented to the German delegates at the Trianon Palace 
Hotel. “It is strange,” reflected Colonel Hou^, the American delegate, 
“that the presentation of the treaty . . . should occur on the anniversary of 
the sinking of the Lusitania,” Morrison, an assiduous collector of coinci- 
dences, overlooked this historic specimen. On this lovely day, “appallingly 
ill”, he was travelling to England to consult more doctors. He was “the 
colour of deepest yellow, emaciated and ghastly”, and he wondered dis- 
piritedly how anyone could travel in the same compartment with him. 
But he was amused by a paragraph in The Times which he read as the 
train sped through the hopflelds of Kent. In Paris someone had recently 
lamented that it was impossible to widen the doors of the British diplo- 
matic service. Now Morrison read that the doors had been widened, if 
only slightly. A new set of tempor%iy regulations for recruitment to the 



service had been promulgated: “The loss of limb will not in itself be re- 
garded as a disqualification,*’ it said. “But the loss of si^ht, deafness or bad 
stammer will be so regarded.” Appreciatively, Mornson underlined this 
sentence. 

In London, struggling aranst depression and debility, Morrison saw 
innumerable people and conducted a huge correspondence. The day after 
his arrival he wrote to Gwynnc: 

The Chinese lost their case entirely. They were spurred on by the 
Americans to put their trust in the President, and they were left in 
the lurch, just as from the beginning I warned them they would be. 
President Wilson completely befooled the Chinese. In order to . . . 
buy off Japan’s opposition to a League of Nations which did not in- 
clude words stipulating for national equality, he made a bargain, and 
in return for Japan’s not pressing her claim, he undertook to support 
in their entirety all Japan’s claims in regard to China. I'he result has 
been that Japan has obtained in China far more than ever she could 
have hoped for, and more than she would have accepted as adequate. 
Now the President is endeavouring to cajole China into believing that 
he was their champion throughout, but that the opposition of Mr 
Lloyd George, and the French, was such that in order to save his 
precious League of Nations, he had to yield. 

Expressing regret that he could not attend a meeting of the Royal 
Colonial Institute to hear a lecture on “Railway Developmyit in Aus- 
tralia”, Morrison wrote: 

I hope the day will come when the Trans-Continental , Rail way in 
Australia, from Adelaide to Darwin, will be completed, and that I 
may live to travel by it. Sbeh a railway would bring Adelaide, in the 
south of Australia, within twelve days of Peking, in the north of 
China, and as in normal times, Peking is within twelve days of Lon- 
don, and may be brought within ten days when the Siberian railway 
is reorganized and again open, it is not inconceivable that within 
measurable time letters from London may be sent to Australia via 
Siberia. ... I see no reason why Hong Kong should not be brought 
within three days of Peking and Hong Kong — with an efficient 
service of mail steamers — ^brought within five days of Darwin. . . . 
Such improvement of communication opefis up infinite possibilities 
of trade development between Australia and the thickly-populated 
regions of Eastern Asia. . . . 

“You asked me the other day the economic consequences of the 
Japanese victory,” V. K. Ting wrote from Paris. “Well, I tliink they are 
more important than many people can imagine”: 

Japan in spite of her organization, is a country without resources. 
Nothing made hpr realize her impotence more than ^\hen America 
prohibited the export of steel cn entering the War. As you well 
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know, in recent years great efforts have been made to secure her 
needs at the expense of China. The Peace Conference has given her 
30-40,000,000 tons of good iron ore, and more than one billion tons 
of good coal, all near to the railway, the extension of which will 
traverse three more coalfields, containing billions of tons of coking 
coal. Thus Japan has secured her monopoly of Chinese iron industry. 
There can be no doubt that in the near future Japan will be able to 
build as many ships as she likes with her own steel Then she will 
assume a different attitude towards such questions as racial equality. . . . 

I wonder how many Englishmen understand the ment^ attitude 
of the Japanese towards India? I remember vividly that in 1903, the 
Indian students in Tokyo organized an evening party. . . . There 
many prominent Japanese spoke openly against England, told the 
Indians that as soon as Japan was strong enough India would be 
cleared of Englishmen. And they were prolongedly applauded. . . . 
Now so far Japan has remained passive (apparently at least) because 
she is fully aware of her weakness in resources, but when she can 
produce 5,000,000 tons of steel instead of 500,000, she will only 
wait for a favourable c^portunity to become your enemy instead of 
your ally, and not only India, but even Australia, will not be safe 
without a large navy. 

In thinking over these things, I cannot help becoming a fatalist. 
It seems that rate is with Japan in her effort to dominate Asia, for 
at the Paris Conference, Great Britain, who of all nations, should 
have opposed Japan in her own interest, vigorously supported her 
claims^ Is it Fate that has whispered to Lloyd George in favour of 
her protege, or is it simply ignorance? 

Hutton wrote from The Priory, Roehampton, that he had just bought 
his third lute — a Panormo in wonderful condition, dated 1838, for £21 
— and he deplored the neglect of this “beautiful instrument” which gave 
him so much pleasure. He had returned from a holiday at Dorking, con- 
vinced that Finland was going to have much trouble: 

Take this example of ill-usage of employees. Overlooking Dorking — 
just on the hill, is Lord Ashcombe’s house. Flaunting a fiag when his 
lordship is in residence. I have chatted with an honest rallow who 
keeps the carriage dfive in repair and order. He had been employed 
for years at the sum of 16/- a week. He kept a wife and 4 children 
on this. Even after the war began, the wages were the same. No cot- 
tage was provided for him. And my Lord had his shooting parties, 
and entertained, and all over the place. Trespassers will be prosecuted. 
Can you blame the working classes if they are inexorable in their 
class antagonism? This Lord Ashcombe has done nothing for the 

people My forecast is that the producers will not be content until 

they have effected such change as would astonish us, if we could see 
not many years ahead. . . . 
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And from W. R. Strickland, Forei^ Chief Insp^or of the Salt 
Adminiscranon in China, came another mecast erf social change: 

If only our Lmdons could take an interest in the broader issues of 
humanity . . . foreigners would be able to produce beneficial results 
and could check the undoubted increase of anti-foreign sentiment 
among the very poor population of the country who will one day 
direct the policy of the country. At the present time they have the 
one “light” quoted by Hobbes in the Levtitthan — ^"‘the right of revo- 
lution.’* This they will exercise sooner or later and we shall call it 
Bolshevism. Their present existence is again (if I remember correctly) 
rightly described by Hobbes as “nasty, solitary, poor, brutish and 
short.” What is called the “people of China” in the Press, does not 
include in its connotation these “starving millions who live merely to 
create others in their own likeness and then die”. . . . What can be 
said of an Administration under which a pound of salt in a tropical 
country costs far more than a man’s daily wage.^ 

The “people of China” were responding vigorously to the Shantung 
betrayal. A delayed dispatch from PeUng, sent on i8th May and published 
in The Times on 28th May, read: 

Thoughtful Chinese are suffering from a keen sense of injustice, and, 
while deploring the deficiencies of their own Government, which 
through weakness or comipribility, has, in their view, signed away 
the future of their country, feel that they have been badl^ let down. 
Apart from the limited official circle, the whole articulate population 
of the country is furious at the turn of events in Paris, axd feeling is 
strong. Public bodies everywhere have been telegraphing, and protest- 
ing, while demonstrations and mass meetings have been held in innum- 
erable cities and towns. Japanese bank-notes have become unnegotiable, 
in several centres, and lively efforts are being made to promote a 
universal boycott of Japanese goods. Some Chinese papers refuse to 
insert Japanese ads. Travellers decline to patronize Japanese steamers, 
and even ricksha coolies are barring Japanese passengers. 

“The most significant event of the week is the Chinese boycott . . .” 
said the Nation. “It has long been foreseen, and it is China’s o^y answer 
to die crime which her allies have contrived against her.” 

But even this bitter national crisis could not bring North and South 
together. The North was not prepared to make concessions to the South, 
and the South itself was divided. There was litde unity between the 
Young China element and the Southern military leaders, whose aims were 
very similar to diose of the northern tuchms. They preferred to remain 
in power, grabbing their share of the plunder, rather than see established 
a united, representative government. Morrison’s dream was as far from 
realization as ever. 
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[XV] 

Dr Oscar Leyton, a German (“ *Late Hun’, as he is styled by his rivals, 
his pre-war name being Grunbaum”), confirmed the diagnosis of acute 
catarrhal jaundice, but Morrison, finding him "cold and unsympathetic”, 
turned to the "kind and garrulous” Dr Fegan, a Barts man, who was 
"fairly confident” that he had obstructive jaundice due to gallstones. 
X-rays«were negative, and Morrison was referred to another &rts man, 
the eminent bacteriologist and cancer expert. Sir Thomas Jeeves Horder, 
whose verdict was "eiSier malign disease of the pancreas or gall-bladder 
obstruction”. Sir W. H. Qayton-Greene, one of England’s Jading sur- 
geons, concurred, and a fortnight later operated on Morrison, whose 
weight when he entered the nursmg home on ist June was 1231b 20Z. "My 
temperature normal, my pulse 86,” he wrote just before the operation. 
"Feel in no way agitated, despondent or depressed. . . . Afraid to give me 
chloroform or ether . . . oxygen and gas.” Mrs Moberly Bell sat with 
Jennie during the operation, and they rejoiced greatly when the surgeon 
found no evidence of malignancy. He reported “extensive inflammatory 
adhesions, involving pancreas, left lobe liver, diaphragm, gall-bladder 
which enlarged inspissated biliary secretion” A week after the operation 
Morrison paid his bills: "nursng home / 13/13/0; anaesthetist, £ 10/10/-; 
Assistant at operation, £ 5/5/-; Qayton-Greene, £ 105.” 

Visitors called in great numb^ I^dy Stanley, Mrs Macleay, Mac- 
kenzie King, Brigadier-General Pereira, Colonel Bruce, Chirol, Hutton, 
McLeavy Brown, Gwynne, and Alfred Sze, the Chinese Minister, 
who announced that the Chief Clerk of the Foreign office, J. A. G Tilley, 
had been given charge of Far Eastern affairs, "his special recommendation 
presumably being that he has never been in the Far East”. A welcome 
caller was the proprietress of the nursing-home. Miss Qapperton, with her 
store of intimate society gossip. One of her more aristocratic patients, she 
revealed, was the Princess de Monaco, "a gutteral Hun”, who had an 
elderly lover, a well-known pianist named Isidore de Lara. "He professes 
unbounded attachment and sympathy. Feels all the pains of flatulence 
when his ladylove has wind . . .” 


[XVI] 

Morrison left hospital oiff 2 1st June, and was driven down to Forrest Row, 
"somewhat battered, frail and weak, but determined to get well”. He 
weighed i i8lb 12 oz. Mackenzie King, over from P^ and about to leave 
London for Canada, regretted that a change in liner sailings prevented 
him from paying a visit. He sent Morrison a copy of his book Industry 
and Humanity as a "most inadequate expression of’ his 'Very great admir- 
ation and affection”. No Australian statesman sent even a telmram. Morri- 
son noted on 28th June that the Peace Treaty had been signed on the 
anniversaiy of the Sarajevo murders in 1914 — and that he had lost nearly 
a pound weight since leaving hospital 
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A few weeks later, “feeling much better”, he went to London to see 
Dr Ernest Young, whom he had consulted in 1910: “Gives me much con- 
fidence. Diagnosis chronic pancreatids. Would not call me diabedc. He 
spoke with ^eerfulness and intelligence. What a damned fool 1 was not 
to go to him before.” Walking down St James’s Street, he passed J. O. P. 
Bland, “pordy, pompous”, on his way to the Thatched House Club, and 
refiected on the contrast: “He healthful and self-satisfied and well-noiu:- 
ished and 1 nervous, shaken, and emaciated, woe-begone.” Back home, 
Morrison contributed five guineas to the Forrest Row Peace Celebradons, 
which oifered a spirited three-point programme: 

1. Procession of decorated vehicles, car|s, cars, perambulators, cycles, 
etc. 

2. Tea (plain) to be provided for all demobilized men, men on leave, 
and all children under 14 years. 

3. Sports of all descriptions. 

Chirol wrote from Chelsea: 

The rain is spoiling the fireworks tonight but we have had a very 
fair day especially for the procession of which we got quite a good 
birds’ eye-view from the top of the Athenaeum. I can’t say I feel 
much attuned to these peace celebrations, when there is still so 
little peace in the world and not much even at home. But 1 cheered 
Foch and Beatty and Haig for all 1 was worth, and the ^nc fellows 
who stood for so much heroism, and made such appalling sacrifices. 
Is it conceivable that we should muddle away the fruits of it all? 

Another pessimistic correspondent was Marcel van Lerberge, a 
French journalist who had known Morrison well in Peking and was now 
back in France. “The peace has been signed at last,” he wrote. “A very 
poor peace which leaves France in a pitiful condition. ... I have jumped 
on my typewriter to send you this short letter”: 

The life here is awfully expensive . . . and we do not see anything 
in the future to bring about a better state of conditions. ... On the 
contrary, the salary of the workmen having been increased and the 
duration of the working day shortened, it is absolutely certain that 
the future will be impossible for everyone exbept the working classes. 

. . . Besides that the financial position of France is somewhat critical. 
... I do not see any hope of a normal state of affairs in the near 
future, 1 simply wish that the catastrophe started in Russia will not 
happen here, but it is only a wish. God knows what tomorrow re- 
serves for us! The damned Germans have really ruined the world 
and put eveiything upside down. A revolution seems to me very 

probable in all the old Europe Actually already, a workman, the 

worst, is earning bigger wages than a magistrate, a lawyer, a judge, a 
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prefect and still the workmen are not satisfied. What they want, it 
seems, is no work at all, and a perpetual strike with plenty of money. 

You should get pale to see what everyone is able to see. The 
“bourgeois” are starvmg, having scarcely enough to bring up their 
children. They dare not buy a pair of shoes, nor a suit, they look just 
. like beggars. During that time, the workmen without work buy the 
dearest things. . . . They are dressed in silk with varnish shoes and in 
the evening they never miss the balls which are numerous. It looks 
like a “sarabande” everybody running joyfully to the end of every- 
thing. 

And the peace has changed absolutely nothing. On the contrary 
the prices are increasing considerably 

And it makes me laugh when I read the beautiful speeches 
about the end of every war in the future. Do you remember what I 
told you a few years ago about JapanP Do you see now clearly 
the big conflict between Japan on one side and United States, China 
and Britain on the other side? The conflict will burst soon, believe 
me, and there will be no pact of nations to prevent it. We may see by 
tliat time Japan allied to Germany and Russia. That is the show of 
tomorrow. You will see it as I told you often. 

But there is nothing to do. There is a fatal power which the 
humanity is not able to fight against. 

William R. Giles, of the Chicago Daily News, sent a first-hand report 
on Japanese rule in Korea: 

The cruelties and atrocities committed arc beyond the imagination 
of the^pcople in Europe and America. Useless murder and brutalities, 
rape and torture, have occurred in all parts of Korea. . . . The Prisons 
are crowded in the most awful manner. 1 saw in the Prison from 
thirty to forty crowded into a room twelve feet by six. . . . Prisoners 
were unable to sleep as there was only room for them to sit crammed 
in together. The worst tortures, however, take place in the police 
stations where they are first examined after arrest. The Japanese 
treat men and young school girls alike. In fact the Japanese arc acting 
in Korea worse than the Germans did in Belgium. . . . All the demon- 
strations have been pacific, and the only time that the Koreans have 
turned around on the mob has been when the Japanese were shooting 
and beating a cro#d of women. . . . The Koreans are the most 
oppressed people in the world today. 

And Morrison’s eighty-five-year-old mother reported gloomily from 
Melbourne on the influenza epidemic and the labour scene. “What a time 
of unrest this is! Strikes abound. Domestic servants are almost unobtain- 
able and demand enormous wages. Consequently many are giving up their 
homes.” The servant problem was not quite so acute in England; Morrison 
had taken over from his sister a staff of six, whose wages were tabulated 
by her: 
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Maud’s wages, ^ ytai. 

Cook’s wages, a year. 

Fred’s wages, 15/- a week. 

Olive’s wages, 15/- a week. 

Mr & Mrs Standee, 30/- a week. 


[ XVII ] 

The graph of Morrison’s health was now a jagged scrabble of ups and 
downs. On one visit to London, Qayton-Greene was “very satisfied, de- 
lighted in fact”. Another visit, to Dr Young was “unsatisfactory” and 
Morrison wrote in his diary: “I find these perfunctory examinations 
unscientific and wanting in accuracy. Medicine is a very inexact science. 
I am making no progress.” Dissatisfied now with Young, he consulted 
Dr Easter, whose report was “discouraging”. 

On 7th August he noted; “Today, 35 years ago, I left the Royal 
Infirmary after my 80 days stay during which I was operated on for the 
spearhead. Would tliat 1 had the same bodily health that 1 had then!” And 
he wrote to Dr Young: “I am going to discontinue all medicaments, all 
fancy treatments, and try and heal myself with gentle exercise in the pure 
fresh air and attention to diet.” 

The anniversary may have turned his thoughts towards Scotland; in 
the middle of August he was in Edinburgh, consulting Professor Francis 
Caird, Regius Professor of Clinical Surgery, who recommended Emeritus 
Professor William Russell, Professor of Clinical Medicine af Edinburgh 
University. Morri.son found Russell “a prosy conscientious dull Scotch 
churchman with paralysis agitans^': 

The only acute remark made to me followed my telling him that 
my normal weight was round about 12 stone. Gazing with shaking 
head at me under his shaggy eyebrows, he nodded at me sagely and 
said “You’re not that now”. He had been reading the letter I had 
sent to Caird, he said, and as was his custom, had been thinking over 
my case in his sleep. As a matter of fact he was still sleeping. He gave 
me little help. His mind was addled but he advi.scd me to go to Duff 
House, Bann and put myself in the care of Dr Spriggs. On seeing 
this poor prosy old dodderer who until recently was instructing a 
new generation of medical students in the art of Medicine, I can 
well understand how grievously Edinburgh University Medical 
School has fallen from its high esteem. 

Morrison’s experience in Russell’s outpatients’ ward reinforced this 
judgment; 

Such incompetence, such inefficiency, and absence of all that inspired 
confidence in the sick! None of the apparatus was in effective running 
order. The fine syringe was blocked, the high power of the micro- 
scope wouldn’t work, the reagents were s^e, even the weighing 
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machine was out of order, there was general slovenliness. The attempt 
to obtain an adequate specimen of my blood from the lobe of my 
right ear took more than an hour and then counting was almost 
oriental in its approximation. ... It looks as if 1 will have to depend 
upon myself for examination, diagnosis and treatment until 1 get 
to Duff House. 

While waiting for a vacancy Morrison saw the Senior Physician of 
Duff House, Dr Edmund Spriggs, was sure that he had pancreatitis, not 
diabetes, and said he would get better and be able to continue his work. 
He counselled Morrison not to “get the hump”. But how was it possible 
to bear up, Morrison asked hmiself, when his weight was “oozing 
away”? His appetite, however, was good and, “bewildered by conflicting 
instructions, all guessing and experimental”, he decided to adopt a “normal 
diet”. He recorded typical meals: 

Breakfast. Porridge, milk and cream, toast and butter, haddock, bacon 
sausage, tea and milk. 

Lunch. Lentil soup, fried whiting, stewed mutton, vegetable marrow, 
plum tart, oatmeal biscuits, z pints stout, no potatoes. 

Dinner. Soup, boiled turbot. Chicken stewed, cauliflower, strawberry 
mousse, oatmeal biscuit, pint stout. 

“Am feeling somewhat stronger, having disregarded all advice, the 
conflicting nature of which made rational conduct impossible,” he noted 
after a few days of “nonnal” meals. 

But soon he was “very dejected” again, and still losing weight. On 
the seventh anniversary of his marriage — 26th August — ^hc wrote: “What 
a poor wTack of a husband, sunken-cheeked, mirthless, cadaverous, with- 
out a spark of energy, a future of the gravest misgiving; And Jennie so 
robust and vigorous and fresh and handsome. . . .” 

The Episcopal Qiurch offered little consolation: 

Nothing more uninspiring could be imagined than the sermon of the 
Rev. Mr Muirhead who gabbled through the service at the torrential 
rate of 225 words a minute, for I timed him. His sennon was a feeble 
attempt to attack the teachings of science and to condemn the folly 
of the abandonment of the teaching of the Classics. Education had 
raised the masses from freedom to serfdom and was now — such was 
his logic — condiictirtg them from freedom to ruffiandom. No wonder 
the church is losing its grip when it licenses such irresponsible dun- 
derheads to minister to the intelligent. 

[ XVIII ] 

Duff House was a fashionably expensive institution with a distinguished 
clientele. Just a year before Morrison entered it the American wartime 
Ambassador to London, Walter H. Page, also suffering from a wasting 
disease, had been a patient— or “gugst” as customers were euphemistically 



termed. Morrison’s fellow-guests included a melancholy collection of 
jaundiced colonial administrators, malarial Indian Army officers, and 
diabetic tea-planters. Within a few days he had filled three diary pages 
with tabloid biographies of most of them — ^from Lieutenant-Colonel 
Manners Smith, who had won the Victoria Cross on the Gilgit frontier 
and been badly mauled by a panther in Rajputana, to Mr Francis Pixley, a 
London barrister interested in heraldry and accountancy, who as Receiver- 
General of the Order of St John of Jerusalem, signed all the cheques of 
the Order, and who assured Morrison that Mrs George Keppel’s daughter 
was “undoubtedly begotten by King Edward VH”. 

The guests of Duff House dressed for dinner, though gastronomically 
it was not a notable event. Dr Edmund Spriggs, former Dean of the Medi- 
cal School at St George’s Hospital, London, as a member of the wartime 
Committee on Rationing had written a booklet on Food and How to Save 
it for the Ministry of Food. There was certainly no waste of food at Duff 
House. Morrison lugubriously copied out the Spriggs diet, which he 
described as “very trying”; 

7 a.m. 1 50 grammes milk. 

Breakfast, 1 egg, 3 slices brown bread, 3 pats butter, basin porridge, 
250 grammes milk. 

Lunch. Basin porridge, piece brown bread, minced meat, dish 
mashed potatoes, 250 grammes milk. 

Afternoon Tea. i egg, 2 pieces brown bread, little butter, 150 
grammes milk. 

Dinner. Two plates porridge, minced meat, dish mashed potatoes, 250 
grammes milk, i slice brown bread. 

10 p.?n. 250 grammes milk — in 24 hours 1300 grammes milk 1= 46*4 
ozs. 

“There is nothing to tempt my appetite,” he wrote: 

Insipid tasteless soup the nature of which I cannot even guess. Cook- 
ing is simply abominable. Not once since I have been here have 1 been 
given a beefsteak, not once kidneys, tripe or kipper or anything in 
fact that I could eat with appetite. . . . No reason why we shouldn’t 
get fish nicely cooked appetisingly with anchovy sauce. Excellent 
fresh whiting are available but they do not appear at our table. Only 
meat at dinner yesterday was dried ovcrcc#)kcd stewed rabbit . . . 
never cold ox-tongue or brawn or corned meat. . . . Even if I were in 
strong health, 1 would lose weight with such insipid undesired food. 

When he complained to the “ginger-topped, pallid” Diet Sister she 
told him confidently that in his condition loss of weight was quite a minor 
consideration. “I blurted out that if Jesus Christ Himself told me so I 
would disbelieve Him.” Food had become a gnawing obsession. “All my 
waking thoughts are food, especially suet pudding and jam roll,” he 
wrote: 
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At one period of my life— perhaps at most periods— I desired and 
wiriied 1 should be flat-stomached. 1 looked especially since my mar- 
riaee with mi^ving upon my developing into portly age with a 
Bmging Turn, Now mv ambition in life would be achieved if I were 
to grow like the sugar-oroker in '‘Bab Ballads.’* 

Hils weight was down to 97^ lb— 15 lb less than when he arrived in Banff 
— and t^e was “heartily sick of being surrounded by patients whose topics 
of conversation are the stomach-pump — intestinal douches — sugar excre- 
tion — diet and duodenal ulcers. Appendicitis is their most cheerful topic 
. . And Dr Spriggs was as cautious with fuel as with food. The weather 
was “bitterly cold, bleak and raining”, but the temperature in Morrison’s 
room was never higher than 60 degrees Fahrenheit. Jennie wrote from 
Sussex where she was enjoying a “glorious Indian summer”: “You are 
being starved on the Duff House regime. Your fellow patients seem to be 
getting on your nerves and the sooner you say good-bye to them the 
better.” She enclosed a cutting from the Daily Express. “This paragraph 
will amuse,” she wrote. “I should think for pure inaccuracy it would take 
the cake anywhere”: 

Mr Beilby Francis Alston C.B., who has just been appointed British 
Minister in Japan, has a brilliant diplomatic past, and is a compara- 
tively young man, for whom his friends predict an even more brilliant 
future. The younger son of Sir Francis Alston, who was one of the 
great figures of Queen Victoria’s reign, as a boy he met at his 
father’s house in Eccleston Square, most of the leading diplomats of 
the time. Mr Alston was educated on the Continent and is a dis- 
tinguished linguist. His Eastern experience is invaluable at this 
moment — hence his promotion. 

Morrison was not amused. “So after all, the F.O. have perpetrated this 
outrage,” he wrote in his diary. “A really shameful appointment of an 
impossible mountebank.” 

Morrison wrote to Jennie, urging that they return to Peking as soon 
as possible, by way of Canada and British Columbia, and Jennie wired 
back that the only passages available were on the Mauretania and the 
Korea Maru leaving San Francisco on 30th December. Passages were hard 
to get, and Morrison wired an acceptance. “Fares from London to 
Shanghai for our large party of 6^ adult fares fit included a valet, a gover- 
ness and a nurse] come^to /806,” he noted. “It seems highly probable 
that it will cost at least ^ 1250 to land us all in Peking — a ruinous charge, 
but my one wish is to get to Peking away from the unrest in England. Bet- 
ter to die there than in England. In Peking I have most of my interests. 
If I die there, the Chinese Government would probably give Jennie a 
handsome present of $10,000.” 

On 8th October Morrison said good-bye to the optimistic Dr Spriggs, 
to the ginger-topped Sister, to the overcooked stewed rabbit, to the vale- 
tudinarians and the hypochondriacs, and to the rice “served like finger 
poultices”. In his diary he scribbled^ eloquent testimonial to Duff House: 
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**My stay must always be the most loathsome of all the recoDecdons of my 
lifetime. Much worse than when 1 came. . . . Thankful to escape. Sur- 
roundings horrifying.” Jennie was diocked to see him so thin, emaciated 
and feeble, and one of the children said to her: “I won’t be wuff with 
Daddy, I pwomise, because he might bweak in pieces.” 

[XIX] 

The unavailing struggle continued. “Am in a bad way but must strive 
on,” he wrote on 5th November. A week later another specialist. Dr A. 
White Robinson, inspired hope. He thought Morrison was suffering from 
a “bacterial intestinal invasion” and instructed him to eat grapes with their 
skins on to '*raft down the streptococci”. Morrison’s mother-in-law, from 
whose unsolicited counsel he had already suffered much, now categori- 
cally diagnosed his illness as “biliousness”. Her kindly intervention was 
not appreciated: “Her lugubrious speech is more depressing than a Lon- 
don fog. She does not talk, she whines like Rab the Grinder and no degree 
of ignorance can prevent her from volunteering advice.” 

Dr John Matthews took a Wassermann test, and Dr Ernest Young 
called, “excited and enthusiastic”, to report colonies of streptococci. “All 
my hopes are in the discovery of the invading bug, now being rafted down 
to the bottle and the laboratory.” Dr Young gave Morrison a prescription 
containing morphia (“a drug which I think 1 ought to have tried in my 
case some months ago”) and sent him to Dr Charles Clark to have his 
teeth X-rayed. Dr John Matthews, a pathologist, discovered the micro- 
organism bacillus asiaticus in Morrison’s intestine, and Dr Young gave him 
anti-toxin injections. Morrison’s dentist, Mr H. E. Cribb, who Iiad a poor 
opinion of Dr Young urged him to consult Sir Hugh Rigby, Surgeon to 
the King’s Household, and someone else urged liim to consult Dr Arthur 
Bcddard, of Guy’s. Lady Stanley urged him to put a teaspoonful of Plas- 
mon powder in his tea, coffee, or soup. Lady Cromer said she had no faith 
in English doctors. “In the multitude of doctors there is much confusion,” 
he wrote. But none was doing him any good. He was getting “uninter- 
ruptedly weaker every day”. 

On 1 2 th December he entered Mrs Bateman’s nursing-home in Queen 
Anne Street, and put himself in the hands of Dr Beddard: “Good reason- 
ing, good horse sense. Instructions: plenty of butter, milk, raw pancreas 
2/3 hours after each meal. Ditto holodin, 2 capsules. Calcium lactate any 
time.” 

A few days later he wrote: 

I cannot go on like this drifting on the rocks. Starving in the midst 
of food which I cannot eat with relish but which acts a little later 
like a purge, scouring my poor frame now shrunk and emaciated. . . . 
I wish more eagerly for life to be continued for so much has to be 
accomplished and so much is awaiting accomplishment. “O my God 
leave me not nor forsake me!” What hope is there for me? 

396 



The attempt to supply the deficiency of pancreatic secretion by 
means of raw pig’s pancreas had failed. He was getting “percratibly 
thinner”. But there were brief remissions. A fortnight later he was feeling 
“undoubtedly better and stronger. More cheerful and hopeful.” 


[•XX] 

“Thus I begin the New Year — ^in a Nursing Home — gravely ill,” he wrote: 

Pancreatitis of the most serious kind. The problem is now being 
solved. It has narrowed itself to this issue. Can I check the wastage? 
... If I can put on weight, then is the outlook hopeful. Shall the wast- 
age continue, then I am doomed Last Sunday I weighed ysL lolb. 

At the same hour and under the same conditions I will weigh my- 
self next Sunday and will observe the result with courage and equan- 
imity. It will be my sentence. 

“I now wish Dr Beddard to take full charge of my case,” he wrote 
to Dr Young: 

If you think ... I am making a mistake, you must attribute my error 
of judgement to my distressing illness and to the obscuration of 
my better judgement. . . . Since last July, I have been given much 
attention by you, and I am really grateful to you. . . . But the fact 
remains that I am drifting, the tide is ebbing, and the experimental 
treatment — ^I might almost call it haphazard — ^to which I am being 
treated is to say the least not successful. ... You are now, I under- 
stand,* going to experiment with cinnamon oil, a reputed intestinal 
antiseptic. No treatment which you have given me has had any of 
the results anticipated . . . while the multiplicity of drugs I have 
taken, from Kaolin, which was to cause me constipation, in two 
days, to activated Trypsin, in homeopathic doses, would be amusing 
in any other case but one of such extreme gravity as my own. No 
proof has yet been established of the efficacy of detoxicated vaccines 
except on the word of that noisy braggart whose name I forget just 
now. . . . 

I should like to settle up all accounts. I owe fees to Mr Matthews 
for the blood test and for his discovery of the bacillus asiaticus, sub- 
species Sinesis, sub-hib-species Pekingensis. As for the other patholo- 
gist, I have been advised that the elaborate report he made to me 
contains one trifling error, namely the assumption that a streptococcus 
which can be found in any intestine has any pathogenic significance. 

Please make all allowances for my letter. I repeat how grateful 
I am for all you have done for me 

Dr Young replied urbanely, without “the slightest ill-feeling”, that a 
patient had a perfect right to consult any doctor he pleased. “Regarding 
the question of fees, 1 prefer that ipy services should be gratuitous.” 
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[XXI] 

Morrison wasted little time brooding over his condition. When he was not 
talking to visitors, who called in great numbers, he was writing letters, 
advising others about articles, and reading omnivorously: 

/rt January — ^Engrossed in the fascinating volume “Memoirs of Wil- 
liam Hickey”. Read McCarthy’s “George I”, “Press Platform and 
Parliament,” a feeble book of reminiscences by Spencer Leigh 
Hughes. Glanced at “The Unseen Hand in English History”, by Ian 
D. Colvin. “My Japanese Year”, by T. Sanders (amiable slush). “The 
War Lords”, by A. G. Gardiner (brilliant), “The Roman Mischief- 
maker”, by Hugh E. M. Stutheld, (pror^ising). 

^rd January . — ^Read most of the day. Asquith’s “Occasional Addres- 
ses”. A bulky volume on Java, ill-arranged and ill-assorted, by 
Donald MacCaine Campbell. F. A. Mackenzie’s “Korea’s Fight for 
Freedom”. 

He spent a pleasant hour or two with the life of that “eccentric 
egotist of genius, Ouida”, who had been Curzon’s lover, and noted 
that Curzon had written the inscription on her memorial at Bury St 
Edmunds. C. J. Dennis’s two books of verse. Digger Smith and 
Backblock Ballads were haunting — ^“the most national, most original and 
most penetrating of our Australian poets” — and Scawen Blunt’s Diaries 
1888-1914 of “absorbing interest”, but his revolutionary views were “de- 
testable and repellent”. Kingsley’s At Last was “one of the^ost vivid 
and picturesque books in the language ... the work of a cultured, inde- 
pendent thinker, a scholar, and gentleman”. 

When he read in the honours list that Dick Richards, “thl» Rt Hon- 
ourable, Lord Mayor of Sydney”, had been knighted he commented in 
his diary: “A wonderful recovery — ^never could such a thing happen in 
any other country than in New South Wales. He used to be fished out 
of the gutter putrid drunk and yet he has come out on top as he declared 
always he would.” But Morrison’s own knighthood, promised by Sir John 
Jordan and W. M. Hughes, had been forgotten. “So after a brave fight for 
the Chinese, you have to fight for yourself and fight alone,” Dungate 
wrote, when the New Year honours were announced. “The Chinese 
will at least give you honour. The noble Briton is a past participle fool 
with no conscience at all when it is a question tf giving honour to men 
who richly deserve it ” Sir Edmund Barton died in January, and Mor- 

rison noted that the London papers had overlooked the fact that he was 
“the author and most uncompromising defender of the White Australia 
policy . . . the most vital and most national policy in Australia . . . which 
finds support from eveiy section of the Australian people.” 

The visitors to (Jueen Anne Street included Sir Douglas Brownrigg, 
who had just published his Indiscretions of a Naval Censor, and Morrison 
wrote to Lady Brownrigg, urging her to write a memoir of her father. 
Sir Cecil Qementi-Smitli: 
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You possess an unusual of literary expression. Your father had 
a career of exceptional cusdnction — ^he was one of the great person- 
ages of his time, equally trusted by both the Colonial Office and the 
Foreign Office, a man who by sheer merit rose to be Governor of 
the Straits Settlement ... a man who was able to refuse the post of 
* Minister to Peking, and who declined a baronetcy, and who did work 
of antemadonal importance at the Opium Conference in Shanghai. . . . 

Lady Brownrigg replied that her father did not wish a memoir to be 
written and had kept no papers. But she agreed with all that Morrison had 
said about him: “He was really a great man. I know no other man who 
had higher ideals and lived up to them . . . both in private and public 
life ” 

A few days later “the bluflF hearty healthy” G. E. Buckle called: 

It was a great pleasure to see him, the embodiment of bluff British 
rude vigorous health. And to think that in October 1907 ... he had 
suffered a grave operation for cancer of the tongue when he was 
given a possible tenure of life, if all went for the best, of one year 
and nine months. Now 70, without a trace of illness . . . playing golf 
for the last few days. . . . 

Another remarkable visitor w^as Lord Bryce, who at eighty-two 
climbed the steep stairs to Morrison’s room without faltering and ques- 
tioned him keenly about Kashgar, Mongolia, China, Japan, and Bolshevism 
in Chinese Turkestan — “the keenest, the greatest intellect I have yet had 
the opportunity of meeting”. Wickham Steed came, “very buoyant and 
friendly”, and jubilant at the success of The Times. He discussed the 
Washington post. The Chief Justice, the Earl of Reading, wanted the 
appointment, and Northcliffie admitted that he had done well as a special 
envoy to Washington during the war, but Reading wanted the promise 
of Paris later, and then the Foreign Office. “And,” said Steed, echoing his 
master, “we don’t want Jew influence there too strong!” 

Northcliffe, who had not written a word to Morrison when he left 
The Times., or since, paid an unannounced visit towards the end of Janu- 
ary. (He was still not recovered from an operation for adenoma of the 
thyroid performed six months before): 

He declared that h<^had pancreatitis himself the year King Edward 
Vll died that he was worse than me as regards weakness that he 
could not even digest water that he recovered by his own will after 
seeing many doctors and being in many nursing homes. He puts hope 
in the Spring, the fresh air, and the sunshine. Sugar no importance. 
Everyone had sugar. He is restricted as to starches. . . . Much wild 

Jennie was greatly encouraged by what Northcliffe had said, and was 
disappointed to find that Morrison “could in no way accept Northcliffe’s 
story that he suffered from pancratdtis and completely recovered”: 
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I cannot believe that the conditions were the same. He was 44 and I 
am nearly 58. He was 14 stone and reduced to 1 1 stone. I am reduced 
to 8 stone from well above 1 1 stone whereas he is now 14 stone again, 
fat and puffy. 

A week later, as he was lying in bed “much dejected”, Morrison 
was “greatly touched” to receive a “kindly message from the great Lord 
Northcliffe”, written in lead pencil; 

My dear Morrison, 

I have thought much and deeply about you since our meeting. Arc 
you trying all the resources of medical skill? Are not our best men 
often narrow and ill-informed of what has been discovered else- 
where, in the United States for example? 

In October last I said adieu to Lord Grey on his departure for 
the U.S. He was very nearly a totally blind man. Last week I saw 
an entirely different Grey and he saw me. Why? Because Wilmer 
the great American occulist at once discovered that Grey’s trouble 
was not eyes, but teeth. Grey is younger by 10 years. Our eye men 
are very angry about this damnably convincing proof of their 
ignorance. It is a miracle. 

Have you been out? Have outings had ill effect upon you? Arc 
there methods of feeding by skin absorption? If you continue to 
debilitate, are there not other treatments or men? I don’t know 
your men so have no feelings about that. 

What I do feel is that there is plenty of time for you to get 
well and that your recovery may he brought about by your own 
action., in taking your case in hand while you have the strength to 
travel, if travel is necessary. 

It may seem to )i6u an impertinence on my part. It is meant 
only as a demonstration of affection and interest, my dear fellow. 

“Kindly acts of this kind it is which binds men to him with hooks 
of steel,” Morrison commented in his diary — ^“inspiring a devotion rarely 
given to a great Captain of Industry”. 

He wrote back to Northcliffe: 

My wife and I were touched by your kind letter . . . and we have 
given it much attention. What you say about absorption of fat 
through the skin I have already tried, but in a perfunctory way. 
Dugong oil, which is used in massage in Australia, I have been unable 
to get in London. 

I am determined to follow the suggestion made to me by you, to 
go across to America when the warmer weather comes round. ... I 
wish to get well, for never have I felt a keener interest in what is 
going on around me, nor have I ever felt a keener desire to keep 
myself in touch with the Far F^st, especially the Chinese, who, ever 
since I was taken ill, have treated my wife and myself with extra- 
ordinary kindness and consideration. 
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[XXII] 

F. A^ton Gwatkin of the Foreign Office (**£ton scholar and Newde- 
gate Prize winner, married to a brainless little affected ballet dancer”) 
showed Morrison a letter from Major-General Sir Dudley Ridout (“the 
highly competent military commander of Singapore”) expressing much 
anriety about Japanese activities and Japanese ambitions; Major Piesse 
had bevi in Singapore for a month studying Japan*s activity on behalf 
of Australia. Morrison revised an “excellent and important” article 
Gwatkin had written on “Japan and the War”, and s^g^ed he send it 
to G. W. Prothero. It was published in the Quarterly &view of October 
1920. One paragraph read: 

Four years of the European war have made an immense change in 
the Far EasL The influence of the white nations seems to be tottering 
into bankruptcy. Their hold over China, which they have often so 
shamefully abused, is seriously shaken. . . . Japan has asserted her right 
to prior consultation in all matters concerning China; and no Power 
as yet has taken up the challenge. The Chinese people have seen their 
railways, mines, industries and territories mortgaged to Japan by a 
gang of corrupt statesmen. They have seen the White Powers unable 
or unwilling to protect China’s rights at the Peace Conference. They 
have concluded that, in spite of any Wilsonian idealism . . . Might is 
still Right, and Might is on the side of Japan. This is a critical moment 
in Eastern Asia. The Chinese nightingale is dumb. . . . 

On another visit, Gwatkin asked if Morrison could make suggestions 
about the renewal or modification of the Anglo-Japancse alliance. Unless 
notice of determination were given before 1 3th July it would remain in 
force for another ten years. Gwatkin put forward the arguments for 
renewal: 

1. If not renewed Hong Kong must be put in a state of defence at a 
cost of millions sterling. 

2. If not renewed Japan at a later date might enter into an alliance 
with Russia and Germany. 

3. If renewed England is in a position to exercise a restraining 
influence over the activities and aggressiveness of Japan, for 
example in her C^ina policy. 

Morrison did not agree. He submitted: 

1. That if there is to be a League of Nations, an Anglo- Jap alliance 
is an anachronism. 

2. Japan has been a treacherous ally thrdtighout the war. She has 
been our enemy not our friend in Asia. See her failures to act 
in the Pacific. Witness her policy in Siberia. Look at the way 
she blackmailed England, kept China out of the war, and refused 
us help when most needed. 
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3. Allied to us, she had a secret understanding with Germany! Her 
ships were immune while ours were being sunk. 

4. Suppose she did seize Hong Kong. The possibility or the power 
are not denied her. Australia too would be at her mercy for a 
time, but her prosperity depends upon her ocean-borne com- 
merce, and within a week or two of hostilities, it would disappear 
from ^e seas. 

5. How can our rapprochement with America be developed as long 
as our alliance with Japan bars the way? 

6. Cast Japan aside and the act will be welcomed in the U.S.A., in 
Canada and Australia, in China above all and throughout Asia! 

But he confided to his diary: “The Alliance will be renewed, of that 
I am convinced, for both the Admiralty and War Office are dead in 
favour of renewal — ^in revised shape, of course. Only the verdict of the 
Colonial Office is awaited, and the C.O. are waiting for the views of the 
Overseas Dominions.” (The Alliance was replaced in 1921 by a Four 
Power Pacific Pact between Great Britain, Japan, America, and France.) 

Morrison’s masseur, Arthur Robertson, was a handyman to Lord Car- 
michael, who had been Governor of Victoria from 1908 to 1911. His 
Lordship, though he possessed “immensely valuable art treatures”, had no 
baronial robe, and Mr Robertson was trying to pick up a secondhand one 
for about j[ 30. Meanwhile Carmichael had been forced to borrow a robe 
from Lord Colebrooke, Captain Gcntleman-at-Arms. Mr Robertson, who 
was a great gossip, told Morrison that G. F. Vernon, one of the Ivo Bligh 
team of cricketers, had a son, a man of violent temper, who in a fit of 
jealousy had murdered a white companion on a Queensland station, smash- 
ing his head with a cricket bat. “By dexterous defence,” said Mr Robert- 
son, “the blame was affixecFto an Australian blackfellow who w'as found 
guilty by a prejudiced jury and hanged. Subsequently, Vernon came to 
England, confessed his crime to John Bull, and blew out his brains!” 

Morrison continued his book-hunting, concentrating on Robinson 
Crusoes. One day he managed to get as far as Francis Edwardes’ in High 
Street, Marylebone. To his “great content”, he bought the first edition of 
the First Part of Robinson Crusoe from Basil Blackwood of Oxford for 
^75. Another day he had sufficient energy to call on Alfred Sze at the 
Chinese Legation, and Sze described the attitudes of three Foreign Secre- 
taries to Foreign Ministers — “Grey, sympathddc and cordial; Balfour, 
philosophic ancf detached, Curzon haughty and arrogant”. Morrison went 
to the Playhouse and laughed till he was sore at Gladys Cooper and 
Charles Hawtrey in Somerset Maugham’s farce. Home and Beauty, and at 
the Yiddish Theatre in the East End he saw Maurice Moscovitch act mar- 
vellously in The Merchant of Venice. He noted amusedly that his old 
Edinburgh colleague, Ernest Titbold Badcock, a medical equipment 
maker, had changed his name to “Ernest Greville”. 

Early in January, Jennie went to the Chinese Legation Ball and met, 
in Morrison’s words, “the vulgar Sir«James and Lady Cantlie”. Sir James, 
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an energetic Scottish suigeon, 'writer, and traveller, was Sun Yat-sen’s 
old pro^ssor and champion, who had saved Sun’s life in 1896 when Sun 
was kidnapped and held prisoner by the Chinese Legation in London. 
There is no other mention of Cantlie in Morrison’s scrupulously detailed 
diaries, but in a biography of Sir James by Nevil Cantlie and George 
Seaver this paragraph occurs: 

Marrison had always been bitterly hostile to Sun and the new 
regime, but just before he died in London, he asked Cantlie to come 
and see him. “If I had appreciated the character of Sun Yat-sen years 
ago as I do now, the history of China would have been different, and 
1 would like you to make chat kno'wn. . . .’’ 

No more credence need be given to this dramatic story than to the 
statement that Morrison “died in London”. 

[ XXIII ] 

Morrison found the paste of minced pig’s pancreas — “as supplied formerly 
to H.R.H. Princess jBeatriccI!” — nauseating, and without telling anyone, 
he stopped taking it. A fortnight later he wrote: 

I have felt more cheerful today, more hopeful and with a feeling of 
restraint . . . which I experience for the first time since coming here. 
This is . . . clear evidence of improvement, attributable by me to the 
discarding of all the horrible medicines that were poured into me as 
into a sink, and attributed by the Dr to my taking raw pig’s offal (1 
paid for this filth ^ 5/2/6, hoping thus to save the faces of the Matron 
and the Dr) the very name of which gives me a spasm of nausea, 
and not a grain of which have I taken since my decision was come 
to on February 1 2. 

At the beginning of March, feeling “somewhat more vigorous and 
more hopeful”, Morrison managed to get to the Langham, to the 
Oriental Club, and again to Francis Edwardes’. He continued the quest 
for Robinson Crusoes and shipped 1400 books to China. On 9th March 
he wrote: “Dr Beddard has quite dropped me, I am thankful to say, the 
Matron having disclosed to him my failure to take his muck. He has lost 
face, a much more serious matter than his patient losing his life!” 

He cabled Peking: •doctors consider me progressing favourably 
therefore have taken passage self family empress RUSSIA LEAVING 
VANCOUVER JULY PLEASE SEE READY FOR OCCUPATION. Colonel G. F. 
Browne, the former military attache in Peking, invited him to come down 
to Lynsted, “a second-rate country-tow-n . . . with no attractions beyond 
a beautiful country . . . and no bother about rations of milk, butter or 
eggs”. But Jennie had discovered a furnished house, Devoran, on the 
E^lanade at Sidmouth, Devon, and on i8th March the Morrisons moved 
into it. The rent was fourteen guineas a week, “plus fires, etc.”. A typical 
week’s bill shows what was meant by “etc.”: 
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Apartments etc. 

^14.14.0 

Sitting-room fire 

14.0 

Kitchen do. 

7.0 

Bedroom do. 

1. 1.0 

Sitting-room gas 

6.0 

Bedroom candles 

3.6 

Paid for breakages, plate 

*•3 

Housekeeping 

12.10.8 

Laundry 

15.10 

7 bottles wine 

1.9.6 

Pkt Bromo 

2.0 

Soda water 

5.6 


;^32.io.3 


[ XXIV ] 

Sir John Jordan left Peking in March, and Morrison read with amuse- 
ment David Fraser’s panegyric on him in The Times, He commented 
in his diary: 

Curiously unbalanced for if he were such an immense authority 
on China, why did he accomplish so little? His policy of Anglo- 
German co-operation, which was first broken down by the Crisp 
loan, was singularly unwise and shortsighted. His pusillanimity kept 
China out of the War for two years. His apathy kept the Deutsch- 
Asiatischc Bank going full swing ahead until the exposure in The 
Times of October 1918, and now he withdraws from China, having 
settled nothing except ^e Opium Agreement 

Soon after he reached England, Sir John sent a sympathetic note 
to Morrison. “Very little interest seems to be taken in the Far East in 
this country,” he wrote. “The affairs of places like Teschen attract far 
more attention in the press than China docs. But China will come into her 
own sooner or later.” Morrison replied, in a letter dated 6th Alay: 

Although I have definitely decided to return to China, I am in such 
a state of emaciation and w'eakness that I am often despondent as to 
whether I shall ever be able to get there . . . there is no use blinking 
the fact that I am living on the very verge orilcath. 

[XXV] 

The news from Oiina followed a familiar pattern: ‘ Hsu Shih-chang is 
not showing himself a strong leader. Parliament is a farce and its open- 
ing has been postponed,” Dr Gray wrote from Peking on 14th March. 
But the students were trying to organize a big national strike, “as 
evidence of their country’s deep feeling over the Shantung question”. 
“The Government is infinitely wors^. than it has been since 1 came to 



Clhina in 1908,’’ wrote W. R. Strickland, from the Central Salt Adminis- 
tration. ‘*There is a general breakdown of the commnnications of the 
country.” 

Colonel Bruce, just back in Peking, was a little less pesamisdc: 

The change in Peking is most marked. . . . Since I last was here, 
th^y have made good motor roads everywhere, which seems very 
well policed, and the number of cars is surprising. 

Of the atmosphere it is difficult to speak, but here also 1 feel 
a distinct change. They are more corrupt than ever I should dare to 
say and no one seems to think of anything but filling his own and 
his friends’ pockets, but there seems above and outside such common 
delinquencies a certain public articulate opinion, which 1 do not 
remember ever before, and which if carefuUy nursed and handled 
by us and the Americans could do a great deal to set the old 
country going. 

Harold Porter, of the British Consular Service, wrote: 

I suppose it is indiscreet to say so and still more to write it, but 
I haven’t much faith in China and a man like you will be needed 
to oil the wheels a bit. I wish 1 had as much belief in my own service, 
but I have long been of the opinion that we are more or less 
anachronisms. ... So long as our functions vis-a-vis the Chinese 
Authorities are practically limited to efforts to maintain by 
diplomacy, rights which were exacted at the point of the sword 
and many of which are palpably unfair to the Chinese, we merely 
retard^ progress by fostering an attitude of mutual hostility. The 
Chinese know we are futile, and will never fight them again and 
the time has long since come in my opinion when we ought to 
revise our whole attitude and try to meet them on common ground 
and give them a fair deal. Apart from the 1900 business, China has 
never done us any harm and we have lived and traded there on 
extraordinarily favourable terms . . . 

“Far Eastern things are in great confusion,” wrote David Fraser, who 
had been reporting on Japanese activities in Siberia. “The Times sup- 
pressed nearly all of my messages about the Shantung question, and 
jumped on me for being, practically, anti-Japanese. That will explain why 
you sec so little in thc*^ paper on that subject.” The Times was al!» 
behaving with traditional generosity. Fraser had told them he would 
go bankrupt unless they did “something substantial” for him. He was 
only kept afloat by imposing on his relatives. “The Times have no 
possible excuse for not indemnifying you most handsomely,” Morrison 
replied. “They are enormously prosperous — they are simply rolling in 
wealth.” Northcliffe had told him it was the most prosperous paper in 
the world. 

Since Morrison’s departure the Chinese Ministry of Finance had 
become more and more dilatory iA paying his salary. In March, when 



he had not been paid for three months, a friend in Peking who was 
looking after his affairs wrote to Mr J. H. Ju, of the Department of the 
Grand Master of Ceremonies, appealing for his help. Mr Ju replied that 
the ministry was in a “very stringent position*', adding sadly that his own 
salary was in arrears. “P.S.,” he wrote, “you may be surprised to know 
chat the Ministry of Finance has not paid into the President’s Treasury 
for about half a year! ** < 

“1 would say that the political and financial situation — and the inter- 
national situation — could not be worse . . .” Forsythe Sherfessee, American 
forestry adviser to the Chinese Government, wrote on 12th May. “The 
tuchuns have ceased to exact money from Peking — ^knowing its hope- 
lessness, for Peking had been sucked dry-^nd support themselves and 
their troops from the unlucky provinces they govern in true feudal-baron 
style, and Peking on its side received not a cent from any province except 
a pittance from Shantung. ... Its prestige is as low as its finances.” 

[ XXVI ] 

“After months and months in nursing homes, attended by many 
physicians, each of whom disagreed with ... his fellows, I have followed 
a suggestion made to me by Lord Northcliffe, have thrown physic to 
the dogs, and have come down to the seaside in the hope that a balmier 
air . . . may enable me to recover sufficient strength to return to China,” 
Morrison wrote to Guy Hillier at the end of April. But “Sunny Sid- 
mouth” belied its name. In twenty-three days, only three had been sunny. 
The air was far from balmy, and the atmosphere almost as depressing 
as that of Duff House. Along the rainswept, windy, tempestuously cold 
esplanade hobbled a sombre procession 01 “the maimed, the crocks, the 
paralytics, the octogenarians”./ 

Among the octogenarians Morrison met the eighty-five-year-old 
General Sir John Dunne, one of the last survivors of the British force 
that captured Peking in i860. The General told Morrison how he had 
discovered among some womens* draperies in the Imperial Palace a little 
sleeve-dog which he christened “Looty” and later presented to Queen 
Victoria. “Looty” was one of the first two Pekingeses brought to 
England, and the Queen had commissioned Landseer’s only pupil, 
F. W. Keyl, to paint two portraits of it. One was exhibited in the Royal 
Academy of 1863, and the other was given to the General. 

Morrison dosed himself with charcoal and chlorodyne, and con- 
tinued to lose weight. He consulted a local physician. Dr Pollard, who 
told him he did not have sprue, though Morrison’s inhospitable brother- 
in-law, Mr Justice Higgins, was convinced he was suffering from this 
“obscure germ disease peculiar to the East”. Higgins was perturbed about 
public affairs. “Things are very perplexing all over the world,” he wrote: 

. . . Wilson seems to have failed in his efforts to make the world 

“safe for democracy.” The q^caty of peace— and the separate 
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treaties^-creates incitement to future wars. I confess that I had 
hoped for better things— hoped that the sacrifice (including the 
sacrifice of nw boy) would not be in vain. But our leaders are 
swayed by selfish national and other interests. 

We have our labour troubles here, but not nearly as bad as in 
' Britain and in America. It is found to be a great advantage to have 
in tAustralia recognized tribunals for industrial contests. But the 
machinery is as yet very defective; and our Government led by 
Hughes, acts very unwisely. Hughes is vain, with swollen head. . . . 

[ XXVII ] 

Lying in bed one afternoon in May, Morrison tried to think if he could 
recall “a single instance of feeling gaiety of heart” since he was taken 
ill in Paris fourteen months before: 

It has been one long drawn out suffering, the one long deferred 
hope that wrings my heart and then gives place to hopeless despair. 
My one hope now is to get back to China. 1 do not wish to die 
but if I have to die, let it be in Peking among the Chinese who 
have treated me with such consideration for so many years. 

He was pleased to get a letter from Lionel Pratt, who wrote from 
Winchester: 

The general run of people in England harbour a profound lack of 
knowledge about China. . . . One thing they all seem to believe im- 
plicitly, i.e., that Japan played the part of a gallant and chivalrous 
ally during the war. It is impossible to withhold . . . admiration 
from the Japs for their propaganda work 

Morrison replied that though the weather was very trying he felt 
somewhat better and had been able to walk nearly a mile. He was 
definitely leaving England on i8th June, and proposed to go to London 
on Saturday 5th June, to get ready. 

In the middle of May he caught a severe chill which left him very 
weak and shaken. But he insisted that Jennie, against her better judgment, 
go up to London to arrange for passports and a governess. She booked a 
room overlooking Caveiyiish Square, and on Sunday 23rd May wrote to 
him: 

I went to High Mass at Westminster Cathedral this morning and 
was much moved by the beautiful service. You have been in my 
thoughts all day, my dearest loved one, and that wonderful day 
eight years ago when you first told me you loved me — ^blessed day 
which I shall always remember. Darling, 1 offered up such loving 
prayers for you today from the depths of my heart that your health 
and our happiness may be restored to us, and I feel they must be 
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answered. I felt comforted and helped after leaving the Cathedral 
and am confident there are happy years before us yet. ... 1 hate 
leaving you alone. . . • 

The day before, Morrison had written in his diary: “The day of our 
engagement 1912. Seven years of happiness for Jennie and one year of 
tribulation borne with exemplaiy patience and devotion.” Undet this he 
wrote, with undiminished exactitude; 

Had a visit from Bray, son of Sir Edward Bray the County Court 
Judge. Age 44, 23 years in the Hubbard’s business in St Petersburg 
driven out by the Bolsheviks. A good-looking tall, clean-cut English- 
man, sympadiedc and prepossessing. He hold me what others had 
told me that Sir George Buchanan ^d said to him: “For seven years, 
I have been in Russia as Ambassador and I must have acquired some 
knowledge. Yet the F.O. will not accept my suggestions they will 
not even give me a hearing on the ground that my judgment is 
warped and that I have been so long in Russia I have lost my sense 
of perspective!” — These were die words. How characteristic of the 
F.O. ... It is true they have a Russian committee, but not one of 
the members can speak Russian and with one exception not a member 
has ever been in Russia and that exception is the case of a man who 
has been in Warsaw! 

This was the last entry in his big diary. In a small notebook, four 
days later, Morrison entered, as usual, clinical details of hi^ condition, 
and wrote: “Pollard discussed lucid balanced statement for and against 
operation.” The final entry was on Friday, 27th May: 

Almost can believe dead! struggle began. . ^ . Temperature 95.4 
10 a.m. Almost collapsing. If to die better die now so that arrange- 
ments can be made for Jennie in good time. 

It was forty-two years since the schoolboy at Geelong College had begun 
his “rum son of diary”. 

On the same day Jennie got a telegram that brought her back to 
Sidmouth by the first train. “I then saw that my dear One would not be 
long with me,” she later wrote to Dr Gray, “and I never left him until 
he died on Sunday afternoon. ... He died as tie lived, nobly and with 
supreme courage.” 

At the end of his diary, in the place which he usually filled with mis- 
cellaneous notes, Morrison had written: 

Not heaven itself upon the past has power 

But what has been has been and I have had my hour, 

— Dryden quoted by Earl Russell. 

The entry was dated “21/1/20”. Perhaps he intended it for his epitaph. 
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[xxvin] 

Morrison was buried ‘*on a glorious day of sunshine,” Jennie wrote to 
his mother, “in the peaceful little Sidmouth cemetery, right on the top 
of the hill, looking over Salcombe Hill and the Valley.” The Vicar of 
Sidmouth, who conducted the service, paid tribute to Dr Morrison’s 
life from a religious aspect, declaring that “he was, for the last eight 
years, sn enthusiastic supporter of the foreign missions of the Church as 
the power for uplifting and instructing omer races”, a statement that 
would have surprised Morrison. Among those at the funeral were Mrs 
Moberly Bell, Dr Sze, Sir John Jordan, Sir John McLeavy Brown, Lord 
French, General Sir John and Lady Dunne, Sir Pelham Warner, Sir 
Eiichard Dane, Mr Henry Cockbum, Vico-Admiral Sir Ernest Gaunt, 
Rear-Admiral Sir Douglas Brownrigg, and Sir Ernest Satow. Mr John 
Walter represented The Times, and Mr Ashton Gwatkin the Foreign 
Office. The Australian High Commissioner, apparently too bu^ to attend, 
was represented by Major A. W. ArkilL The flowers included a wreath oi 
orchids from the President of the Chinese Republic, with a card “In 
sorrow and gratitude”. Other wreaths were from Sir John Jordan, 
Viscount No^clifiFe, Sir Valentine Chirol, Sir John Dunne, Sir Francis 
and Lady Aglen, Mrs Moberly Bell, and The Times, There was no 
wreath from ffie O>mmonwealth of Australia. 

A characteristic letter from Hutton arrived too late: 

So you were reading Buckle. . . . What a pity he was carried off so 
young. Consumption! What a fine research man he was ... a real 
investigator. There is no doubt that Free Will is all bosh. , . . The 
great &lure of modem times is Religion. The highly educated admit 
this. I'he average person just leaves the question alone and follows 
the crowd 

“As a medical man, he had known his fate for months and quietly 
warned friends of what must be expected,” said The Times in a special 
article: 

But even in the months which daily sapped his physical strength, 
his enthusiasm for China was undiminished, and even grew. It was a 
strange experience to see the wasted, ascetic figure propped in a 
chair or in bed, and to hear the dying man planning lor the future 
of China with a skill of analysis, a breadth of vision in constructive 
statesmanship, and altogether a mental vigour such as one associates 
with only a few men in the world, and these in the enjoyment of 
bodily health. It was then one realized how inadequate to the breadth 
of the man was even the proud title, “Morrison of Peking”. His 
passion was that Great Britain might play her part in China’s develop- 
ment, and even the smallest opportunity became a great opportunity 
to him if it offered the winning of interest in this theme. QiW never 
had a more devoted servant. 

“An Old China Hand”, writing in The Times, quoted Meredith’s 
lines: 



The tender humour^ the fire of sense 
In your good eyes: how full of heart for all 
And chiefly for the weaker by the wall. 

“Tenderness and humour, indeed were of his very fibre/’ said the Old 
China Hand: 

Tenderness that took its health from humour; humour mellowed by 
tenderness. Both are needed if a man is to understand China. . . . 
When Morrison spoke of the land to which he gave the best years 
of his life, it was with a compassionate clearness of compre- 
hension. . . . 

It became clear, though he would never put it in words, that his 
love for China and the Chinese people ..was the great fact, the all- 
absorbing passion, of his mature lire. 

“To pretend that you knew Morrison was to affect the impossible,” 
wrote Lionel James in die Nineteenth Century. “Even those who 
imagined that they were intimate would suddenly discover that there 
was sdll a Morrison altogether incomprehensible to them”: 

It was my great good fortune to be intimately associated with Morrison 
for some months. . . . During this period the writer came under 
the spell of his many-sided greatness: he was inspired by his serious- 
ness: elevated by his humour: impressed by nis infinite capacity 
for taking pains: chastened by his manly dignity: delighted by his 
kindliness of character and love for children; terrified by his unerring 
memory: appalled by his cold judgment on men and matters: 
enticed by has peculiar vanity: and overwhelmed by his pride in 
Australia and himself as an Australian. 

It was a perceptive summing-up. Morrison never forgot Australia, even 
though Australia forgot him. 4 n his last letter to Jennie, written a few 
days before his death, he said: 

I leave to you, to your absolute discretion, all my papers, and letters 
and diaries. These would form the basis of a life of me, should 
such a life be worth recording. You should carefully go through 
these and then, at your discretion, you should present them to the 
Mitchell Library, Sydney. They are an interesting contemporary 
record of Far Eastern history, intimately written, of value to the 
historian, and their proper resting place is in the Mitchell Library. 

In the same letter he expressed the wish that a collection of his 
Chinese curiosities should be presented to the Melbourne Museum. The 
Melbourne Age, the paper on which Morrison made his start as a 
journalist, devoted one-third of a column to his obituary. Unfortunately 
for Morrison it was a day of big news in Melbourne; the Prince of Wales 
had shaken the hands of 800 invalid soldiers, and watched 10,000 school- 
children speU out OUR PRINCE in letters of pink, yellow, green, mauve, 
and blue. 
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POSTSCRIPT 


[I] 

Soon after Morrison’s death many London publishers approached Mrs 
Morrison about producing a biography. “It is a book that must be 
written,” said Mr Jonathan Cape. And Mr John Murray advised her that 
it should be in one volume of about 80,000 to 100,000 words. “The public 
have become tired of two-volume biographies,” he said. Mrs Morrison 
decided to have the diaries edited before the biography was written, 
and asked Buckle to suggest an editor. He recommended J. B. Capper, 
who had retired from The Times ^ after thirty-eight and a half years 
of night work, on a “modest, not lavish” pension, and Capper, when he 
had carefully assayed the material, accepted. “The progress cannot be 
rapid,” he^ warned Mrs Morrison, “as the writing in the earlier years 
is very small, cramped and hurried.” But he was “greatly interested and 
much attached to the work”, which he began at the end of 1922. Six 
months later, on 20th June 1923, Mrs Morrison died, and it was not till 
that the first two volumes, comprising the diaries from 1899 to 1901, 
were completed. The manuscript was accepted for publication by 
Constable and Conmany, but the trustees of the estate withdrew it on the 
grounds that “sufficient time had not elapsed since the events etc. 
described”. It is .strange that they did not make this decision before 
Capper had devoted three years to his punctilious editing. 


[IIJ 

“George Ernest Morrison never ceased to prophesy the danger of the 
rapid expansion of Japanese military policy,” Beatrice Brownrigg wrote 
to The Times in December 1917, when Japanese forces had captured 
Shanghai and were striking at the heart of Chiria. “When he finally left 
China in 1919, he was aware of the grave personal risk he took in 
removing his diaries from Peking, because it was important to Japan’s 
international reputation that his peculiar knowledge of her machinations 
should not become history. 
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'^Dr Morrison asked me to edit his diaries for publication and 
honoured thoueh I was, I felt unequal to that prodigious task. ... It is 
to be hoped mat before much time elapses someone will realize the 
immense value of their contribution to the history of the Far East in 
die 2oth century ’* 

The diaries were deposited in the Mitchell Library, Sydney, to- 
gether with a huge mass of miscellaneous material: letters, te)egrams, 
cuttings; cards, photographs, even pawn-tickets and hotel bills, which 
Morrison indiserWnately preserved. When his mother died in 1912 her 
collection of letters was added to his. The whole consists of 255 boxes, 
volumes, and packets. Mrs Morrison in her will said that she wished 
the diaries and papers to be kept from the public for twenty-five years. 1 
had some diflSculty in getting access to them after forty years. I am 
grateful to the staff of the Mitchell Library, however, for its amiable 
co-operation once I had broached the wall arbitrarily flung up by the 
trustees. I wish also to record my gratitude to the late Miss Edith Moberly 
Bell; to Mr Harry Nunn, Senior Archivist, and Mr Phillip Garrett, 
former Senior Research Officer of the State Library of Victoria; to Dr Lo 
Hui-min, Department of Far F^scem History, the Australian National 
University; to Mr P. Henchy, Keeper of Printed Books, National Library 
of Dublin; to Dr Leon Shirlaw, of Romford, F.ssex, and to Dr George Shaw 
and Miss Sue Aland, of Melbourne. The Commonwealth Literary Fund 
helped me with a research grant, and the then editor of The Times, Sir 
William Haley, hindered me by curtly refusing me access to its archives. 1 
travelled to London specifically to see the private letters whiuh Morrison 
had written to Moberly Bell, and which Miss Moberly Bell had entrusted 
to The Times for safe-keeping, but despite the fact that they were her 
property, and despite her gracious intervention on my behalf. Sir William, 
who showed not the slightes^/^lnterest in Morrison,^ remained obdurate. 


[Ill] 

The Morrison library was given a permanent home in 1923, when a 
building to house it was erected in the Hongo quarter of Toyko, where 
the Imperial University is situated. ^*Each volume . . . will bear Morrison^s 
bookplate, in which, in memory of his Australian birth, a kangaroo figures 
prominently,” said The Times. The bookplate has more zoological than 
artistic value, though Morrison was very proud of it. “The design is not 
quite original,” he explained to Ariiton Gwatkin. “It was drawn for me 
by one who was said to be a Royal Academician in the service of the 
Army and Navy Stores. ... It is based upon two drawings in that great 
work in three volumes . . . Tictortal Australasia’ [the Picturesque Atlas 
of Australasia]”, 



The Times listed some of the more interesting items in the library: 

The Morrison collecdcm includes over four hundred early manu- 
script dictionaries and grammars, some twenty thousand printed 
volumes, four thousand pamphlets, and two thousand maps and 
. engraving Among the treasures are five beautiful examples of the 
rare boolu printed on rice paper at Macao in the latter part of the 
1701 century, a Chinese-Latin manuscript dictionary finished in 
1724, a Ladn translation of the Nestorian tablet, published in 1685, 
forty-one editions of Marco Polo, including the fim edition of 1496 
in Italian, and the first English, French and German editions, the 
MS. dictionary used by Sir John Barrow in 1793, together with the 
log book of the Lion frigate which took Lord Macartney and 
Barrow to China. The books in the collection are in over twenty 
different languages; they include the most complete collection known 
of missionary literature and other special subjects, that relating to 
ornithology being particularly fine. 

A feature of the collection is the section devoted to pamphlets, 
reports and Blue-books; the pamphlets alone fill several hundred 
cases. The maps, which date from 1 565, are very valuable; in one of 
them Korea is shown as an island. 

Dr Mikinosuke Isliida, an accomplished Qiinese historian and linguist, 
who as a young graduate had supervised the removal of the library from 
Peking, remained in charge of it until 1914. When I saw him in 1964 he 
told me, over a cup of lemon tea, a huge banana, and a paper towel, how 
the library had been moved during World War II to a remote village 
in the Nqfth of Japan, and had escaped damage. But in January 1949 
The Times reported that the books, which were still in the north, were 
“merely tied up with straw ropes, inadequately protected against the rain 
and snow”. Tlic Japanese were afraid that the library might have been 
claimed as war reparations, and took the view “that they would rather 
see the collection perish than allow it to fall into alien hands”. The 
Australian Minister for External Affairs, Dr Herbert Evatt, is said to 
have demanded it for Australia and to have been rebuked by General 
MacArthur for making such an undemocratic proposal. 

The “Morrison Library”, as its creator wished it to remain and to be 
known for all times, no longer exists. In contempt of Morrison’s wishes, 
the books have been duftributed through the library of the Toyo Bunko 
— the Tokyo Institute of Oriental Studies — and can be identified only by 
the sad and reproachful kangaroo that looks out from the bookplate. 
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